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INTRODUCTION. 


It  is  somewhat  strange,  that  a  class  of  men  who  can  command  such 
interesting,  extensive,  and  instructive  materials,  as  the  experience  of 
most  members  of  the  medical  profession  teems  with,  should  have  hitherto 
made  so  few  contributions  to  the  stock  of  polite  and  jwpular  literature. 
The  Bar,  the  Church,  the  Army,  the  Navy,  and  the  Stage,  have  all  of 
them  spread  the  volumes  of  their  seca^et  history  before  the  prying  gaze 
of  the  public ;  while  that  of  the  medical  profession  has  remained 
hitherto,  with  scarcely  an  exception,  a  sealed  book.  And  yet  there  are 
no  members  of  society  whose  pursuits  lead  them  to  listen  more  frequently 
to  what  has  been  exquisitely  termed 

The  stiU,  aad  music  of  humanity. 

What  instances  of  noble,  though  unostentatious  heroism — of  calm  and 
patient  fortitude,  under  the  most  intolerable  anguish  that  can  wring 
and  torture  these  poor  bodies  of  ours ;  what  appalling  combinations  of 
moral  and  physical  wretchedness,  laying  prostrate  the  proudest  energies 
x)f  humanity ;  what  diversified  manifestations  of  character ;  what  singular 
^jid  touching  passages  of  domestic  history,  must  have  come  imder  the 
notice  of  the  intelligent  practitioner  of  physic ! — ^And  are  none  of  these 
calculated  to  furnish  both  instruction  and  entertainment  to  the  public  ? 
Why  are  we  to  be  for  ever  shut  out  from  these  avenues  to  the  most 
secret  and  profound  knowledge  of  human  nature  1  Till  the  attempt  was 
made,  in  the  publication  of  this  Diary,  who  has  sunk  a  shaft  into  so 
rich  a  mine  of  incident  and  sentiment  ? 

Considerations  such  as  these  have  led  to  the  publication  of  this  work, 
reprinted  from  the  pages  of  Blackwood's  Magazine — ^a  periodical  which 
was  the  first  to  present  similar  papers  to  the  public  Whether  the 
Writer  or  Subject  of  them  is  dead  or  alive,  can  be  a  matter  of  very  little 
consequence,  it  is  apprehended,  to  the  reader ;  and  no  information,  there- 
fore, on  that  point,  is  requisite.  It  can  scarcely  be  necessary  to  say,  that 
the  various  names  which  have  been  pitched  ux)on,  in  the  papers,  as  those 
of  the  writers  of  this  Diary,  are  aU  of  them  totally  erroneous,  and  that 
it  has,  in  particular,  no  claim  whatever  to  the  honourable  names  of 


xii  INTRODUCTION. 

"  Dr  Gkwch,  Dr  Armstrong,  or  Dr  Baillie."   It  is  respectfully  suggested, 

that,  if  the  ensuing  pages  have  no  intrinsic  claims  to  attention,  the  deii- 

ciency  cannot  be  supplied  by  the  most  glittering  appendages  of  name  or 

title* 

Li  selecting  from  a  copious  store  of  sketches,  in  eveiy  instance  drawn 
from  nature — ^warm  and  vivid  with  the  colouring  of  reality — all  possible 
care  has  been  taken  to  avoid  undue  disclosures,  as  far  as  that  end  could 
be  obtained  by  the  most  scrupulous  concealment  of  names,  dates,  and 
places.  I  cannot  dose  these  introductory  remarks  better,  than  in  the 
words  of  the  American  Editor's  Prefecer  to  the  stereotyped  edition : — 

^^  These  scenes,  so  well  calculated  to  furnish  both  instruction  and 
amusement,  have  been,  hitherto,  kept  from  public  observation,  as  care- 
fully as  the  Eleusinian  mysteries  were  kept  from  the  eyes  of  the  vulgar. 
Access  is  occasionally  given  to  the  deathbed  of  some  distinguished 
character :  Addison  is  seen  instructing  a  profligate  how  a  Christian  can 
meet  death ;  and  Dr  Young,  in  his  Deathbed  of  Altamoni,  has  painted, 
in  strong  and  lasting  colours,  the  closing  scene  of  one  whose  career  too 
nearly  resembled  the  profligate  Warwick's.  But  those  in  the  humbler 
walks  of  life  have  been  overlooked,  as  if  men  could  be  taught  only  by 
great  examples." 

*  I  have  not  often  known  of  a  piece  of  easier  assurance  than  that  of  the  French  trans, 
later  of  these  papers^  who,  not  content  with  rendering  them  into  French,  has  so  para- 
phrased and  misrepresented  many  of  them,  and  especially  the  firsts  that  I  scarce  knew 
them  myself.  He  calls  "  Early  Struggles^"  Le  Jeune  l>oeteur;  and  I  am  made  to  say  at  the 
commencement— 

"  Un  Docteur  d^Bdimbourg  (!)  mort  r^cemmentk  et  dont  Je  dois  taire  le  nom,  bien  que 
cette  precaution  n^cessaire  puisse  engager  mes  lecteurs  &  le  confondre  avec  ses  personnages 
fictifs  dont  les  romanciers  sont  les  crtetures— ce  Docteur,  dont  I'^ucation  avait  6b6  Hedte  & 
Edimbouxg,  ville  tout  studieuse,  et  dont  le  talent  s'^tait  d^velopp^  3l  Londres,  a  consign^ 
dans  une  sdrie  de  memoranda,  qui  se  trouvent  entre  mes  mains^  les  observations  morales, 
les  inddens,  les  caract^re's,  les  tableaux  domestiques,  dont  sa  longue  pratique  lui  &  foumi 
les  nmt^riaux.  Tout  est  r^l  dans  ces  souvenirs ;  ils  ont  les  inoonv&iiens  et  les  m^tes  que 
cette  T6a]it6  entraine,"  Ac— /Souvenir  d^un  Medeein,  L 

The  French  reader  is  farther  informed,  that  this  paper  appeared  in  Ths  Literary  Gatette, 
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PREFACE  TO  THE  PRESENT  EDITION. 


It  is  not  without  emotioii  that  the  Author  sees,  a  quarter  of  a  century 
after  the  first  appearance  of  The  Dia/ry  of  a  LaU  Physician,  a  People's 
Edition  of  it,  not  only  called  for,  but  welcomed  to  an  extent  very  far  sur- 
passing his  most  sanguine  expectations.  During  that  period,  a  long 
one,  surely,  in  the, life  of  a  book,  nowadays,  this  work  has  had  a 
great  circulation  in  both  the  Old  and  New  World,  and  passed  into 
various  languages ;  the  last  of  which  the  Author  has  heard,  being  the 
Bimisch,  or  Bohemian.  That  the  work  has  not  been  repudiated  by  the 
HEART  to  which  it  appeals,  would  seem,  from  this,  to  be  certain :  as 
also  it  is,  that  the  Public  nobly  overlooks  errors  of  detail,  when  assured 
of  an  Author's  earnest  effort,  and  honest  purpose.  He  is  sensible  of 
many  defects  in  this,  the  earliest  of  his  works ;  but  has  abstained  from 
disturbing  a  text  which  has  become  so  long  familiar,  to  so  many,  in  so 
many  languages. 

The  views  taken  of  this  work,  in  America,  France,  and  Germany, 
shortly  after  its  completion,  may  be  gathered  from  quotations  which  will 
be  found  in  the  Bre&ce  to  the  Fifth  Edition,  and  the  Introduction. 
The  author  wishes  the  former  to  be  permanently  annexed  to  this  work, 
as  a  record  of  the  affectionate  respect  with  which  he  cherishes  the  me- 
mory of  the  late  Mr  Blackwood ;  and  the  latter,  as  an  evidence  of  the 
Author's  views  and  feelings  in  composing  the  Diary  of  a  late  Physician 
—those  not  of  a  Novelist,  but  of  a  Moralist.  While  its  motto  is  taken 
from  the  writings  of  our  great  Doctor  Johnson,  another  dictum  of  his 
concerning  Fiction,  has  ever  been  present  to  the  writer's  mind :  ''  These 
fif^TniliAr  histories  may  perhaps  be  made  of  greater  use,  than  the  solem- 
nities of  professed  Morality ;  and  convey  the  knowledge  of  Vice  and 
Virtue  with  more  efficacy,  than  axioms  and  definitions." 

Possibly  few  of  his  readers  have  had  ampler  opportunities  than  the 
author  of  this  work,  of  watching  society  in  all  its  different  phases, 
gravely,  and  patiently ;  and  the  result,  to  his  own  mind,  is  a  profound 
conviction,  that  human  life  and  character,  and  all  the  incidents  affecting 
them,  can  be  contemplated  safely,  with  instruction,  and  with  true  and 
enduring  interest,  only  by  the  illumination  of  Christianity.  Without  it, 
everything  looks,  so  to  speak,  upside  down. 
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vi  .     PREFACE. 

Some  one  once  said  of  this  work,  that  it  might  be  called — The  Romance 
of  Death  :  truly  an  unhappy  and  signally  inapplicable  expression ;  for 
tibere  is  no  Bomance  in  Death,  but  a  tremendous  reality,  to  be  dealt 
with  by  every  one  of  us,  as  best  he  may.  The  steady  purpose  of  this 
work  was  to  exhibit  deathbeds,— those  of  fool  and  philosopher,  profligate 
and  virtaous,  high  and  low,  and  the  courses  of  life  which  have  pre- 
ceded them, — as  witnessed  by  those  summoned  to  do  so,  whether  as 
friend,  physician,  or  divine. 

He  hopes  he  may  be  pardoned  for  stating  that  an  excellent  nobleman, 
since  dead,  was  so  much  interested  in  one  of  these  papers, "  The  Ma&ttb 
Philosopher,"  that  he  wrote  to  the  late  Mr  Bisdkwood,  asking  per- 
mission to  reprint  it  separately,  at  his  own  expense,  for  extensive  drcn- 
lation  among  the  upper  classes  of  society ;  declaring  that  he  himself 
should  never  foi^et  the  effect  which  it  had  produced  upon  his  own  mind 
and  heart.  Such  incidents  as  this — the  approbation  <^  wise  and  good 
men — richly  reward  writers  who  aim,  however  humbly,  to  do  good. 

In  committing  this  work  finally  to  the  public,  the  Author  ven- 
tures to  express  a  hope  that  another  object  with  which  it  was  written, 
has  been  attained — to  awaken  society  to  a  sense  of  its  incalculable 
obligations  to  Medical  Men.  The  ampwit  of  misery  and  sufiering  which 
they  alleviate,  cheerfully  and  patiently,  often  altogether  gratuitously,  and 
too  frequently  with  ill-requital— nayi  (sroel  iogratitode^-ean  be  appre- 
ciated by  him  only  who  has  moved  among  them,  as  one  of  themselves. 
Thid  the  Author  did,  for  several  years,  till  hye  quitted  it  to  study  for 
that  other  great  profession,  to  which  he  haa  ever  since  devoted  himselfl 
Should  his  leisure  albw  him,  he  intends  to  offer  to  the  medical  profes- 
sion, 843  a  discharge  of  some  portion  of  that  debt  which  Lord  Baoon  says 
every  man  owes  to  his  profesfidon,  a  Memoir,  which  his  engag^nents 
have  hitherto  prevented  his  completing;  of  that  illustrious  surgeon,  Sir 
Afitley  Cooper. 

ImavB  TmiFLB,  Kovembw  1853. 
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PEEFACE  TO  FIFTH  EDITION. 


The  first  chapter  of  these  Pasbaoesfbom  the  Diabt  op  a  late  PHimctAir  ap- 
peared in  Blaekwood^t  Maffogine  in  August  1830,  aod  the  last  in  August  1887. 
The  first  separate  publication  of  them,  in  two  yolumes,  took  place  in  1832,  between 
which  period  and  the  present,  four  verv  large  impressions  of  them  have  been 
exhausted  ;  and  it  is  a  great  satis&ction  both  to  my  publisher  and  myself >  to  find 
that  this  has  been  effected  without  having,  in  any  way,  had  reoourse  to  the  modem 
system  of  puffing— HbAt  miserable  source  of  the  degradation  of  literature.  A  fifth 
edition  having  been  called  for,  is  accompanied  by  the  Third  Volume,  which  con- 
tains all  the  chapters  that  have  since  made  their  appearance  in  Blackwood! »  Afo- 
gaame. 

As  it  lately  became  necessary,  in  the  courte  of  Chancery  proceeding  instituted 
by  Mr  Blaclcwood  against  parties  who  had  pirated  considerable  portions  of  this 
work,  that  I  should  make  oath  of  the  &ct  of  my  being  the  sole  author  of  it ;  and  as 
it  has  been,  both  at  home  and  abroad,  long  confidently  attributed  to  other  people 
— I  now  repeat  the  statement,  that  I  am  the  sole  author  of  every  portion  of  the 
work,  and,  in  deference  to  the  wishes  of  my  family,  place  my  name,  as  such  author, 
upon  tihe  title-page.*  It  is  ik>t  necessary  to  trouble  the  reader  with  the  reasons 
that  induced  me  so  long  to  abstain  from  doing  so. 

To  account  for  any  appearance  of  familiarity  with  medical  detaOs  in  this  work, 
I  may  add,  that  I  was  for  six  years  actively  engaged  in  the  practical  study  of  physic 
— a  profession,  however,  which  I  quitted  in  the  month  of  September  1827. 

Ij^ay,  perhaps,  be  not  uninteresting  to  the  reader— merely,  however,  as  a  matter 
of  Jttty  literary  detail— to  be  informed,  that  the  first  chapter  of  this  Diary — ^the 
"Early  Struggles" — ^was  offbred  by  me  successively  to  the  conductors  of  three 
leading  magazines  in  London,  and  rejected,  as  "  unsuitable  for  their  pa^es,"  and 
"not  likely  to  interest  the  public."  "In  despair,  I  bethought  myself  of  the  Great 
Northern  Magazine.  I  remember  taking  my  packet  to  Mr  Cadell's  in  the  Strand, 
with  a  sad  suspicion  that  I  should  never  see  or  near  anything  more  of  it :  but  at  the 
dose  of  the  month  I  received  a  letter  from  Mr  Blackwood,  informing  me  that  he  had 
inserted  the  chapter,  and  begging  me  to  make  arrangements  for  immediately  pro- 
ceeding regularly  witii  the  series.  It  expressed  his  cordial  approval  of  the  first  chap- 
ter, and  predicted  that  I  was  likely  to  produce  a  series  of  papers  well  suited  for  his 
Maigazine,  and  calculated  to  interest  the  public.  It  would  be  great  afFectetion  in  me, 
and  ingratitude  towards  the  public,  were  I  to  conceal  my  belief  that  his  expectations 
have  been  in  some  degree  verified  by  the  event.  Here  I  wish  to  pay  a  brief  and 
sincere  tribute  to  the  memory  of  my  late  friend,  Mr  Blackwood.  I  shall  ever 
cherish  it  with  respect  and  affection.  I  have  this  morning  been  referring  to  nearly 
fifiy  letters  which  be  wrote  to  me  during  the  publication  of  the  first  Fifteen 
Oiapters  of  the  Uiary,  The  perusal  of  them  has  occasioned  me  lively  emotion. 
All  of  them  evidence  uie  remarkable  tact  and  energy  with  which  he  conducted  his 
celebrated  Magazine.  Harassing  as  were  his  labours  at  the  close  of  every  month, 
he  nevertheless  invariably  wrote  to  me  a  letter  of  considerable  length,  in  style  terse, 
vigorous,  and  accurate — ^mll  of  interesting  comments  on  literary  matters  in  general, 
and  instructive  suggestions  concerning  my  own  papers  in  particular.  He  was  a 
man  of  strong  inteUect,  of  great  practical  sagacity,  of  unrivalled  ener^  and  in- 
dustry, of  high  and  inflexible  honour  in  every  transaction,  great  or  small,  that  I 
ever  heard  of  his  being  concerned  in«  But  for  him,  this  Work  would  certainly 
never  have  been  in  existence  ;  and  should  it  be  so  fortunate  as  to  live,  I  wish  it 
ever  to  be  accompanied  by  the  tribute  I  here  sincerely  and  spontaneously  pay  to 
the  memory  of  my  departed  friend,  William  Blackwood. 

*  In  three  foreign  editions  of  the  Diory,  the  name  of  '*  Db  Harrison  "^  is  placed  upon 
the  titie-page :  in  England,  several  persons  have  actually  stated  themselves  to  be  the 
writers  of  tms  work ;  others,  that  they  have  oontributecL  towards  it.  I  need  hardly  say 
that  ail  such  statements  are  entirely  untrue. 
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▼lii  PREFACE. 

I  hope  I  may  be  permitted  to  add  a  word  or  two  concerning  the  general  nature 
of  this  Work,  and  my  design  in  writing  it.  I  never  desired  to  count  myself  among 
the  myriad  novelists  of  the  present  age.  Even  were  I  able,  I  have  no  ambition  to 
attempt  such  a  thing ;  all  I  wished  was  to  present  some  of  the  results  of  my  own 
personal  observation  of  life  and  efaaraoter  in  their  most  striking  exemplification-^ 
to  illustrate,  as  it  were,  the  real  practical  woAmg  of  virtues  and  vices.  With  this 
view  I  have  ever,  of  set  purpose,  selected  the  most  ordinary  incidents,  the  simplest 
combinations  of  circumstances ;  never  attempting  to  disturb  or  complicate  the ' 
development  of  character  and  of  feeling  with  intncacy  of  plot,  or  novelty  of  inci- 
dent. To  this  plan  I  have  steadily  adhered  throughout  the  Work,  and  I  hope  it 
has  gained  the  approbation  of  sober  and  judicious  readers.  I  trust  I  shall  be 
pardoned,  and  not  treated  as  vain  or  egotistical,  if  I  venture  to  extract  the  fol- 
lowing passa^  from  the  "  Pre£ace  by  the  Translator,"  prefixed  to  the  German 
edition  of  this  Work,  as  they  have  greatly  gratified  me,  and  also  given  that  parti- 
cular character  to  my  labours  which  I  have  always  been  so  anxious  to  vindicate  for 
them: — 

"This  Work  is  such  an  unusual  literary  production,  that  even  on  that  account  a  trans- 
lation of  it  into  German  can  by  no  means  appear  an  unworthy  undertaking.  A  further  and 
better  acquaintance  with  the  original  has  strengthened  the  translator  in  his  purpose,  and 
has  also  oonvmced  him  of  the  merits  of  these  '  Passages.'  Indeed,  he  is  now  of  opmion  that 
this  Work,  though  at  first  sight,  perhaps,  appearing  to  belong  to  the  class  of  amusing 
literature,  fu:  distinguishes  itself  by  its  mtrinsic  worth,  firom  the  usual  run  of  fashionable 
literary  producidons.    It  contains  a  series  of  iMiychological  sketches  of  human  nature  in 

various  conditions,  and  especially  in  the  last  moments  of  life. They  bear  on 

them  the  undoubted  stamp  of  gentanene$a;  and  the  reflecting  reader  must  be  convinced, 
by  the  many  characteristic  toudies  with  which  most  of  them  abound,  that  these  narratives 
are  at  least  founded  upon  truth ;  he  will  fiirther  feel  persuaded  that  facta— facts  witnessed 
by  the  author,  are  related— though,  undoubtedly,  here  and  there  the  r^ity  has  been 

coloured  and  veiled  by  a  fiction-like  dress Although  those  narratives  are, 

for  the  most  part,  of  a  peculiarly  melancholy  cast,  and  although,  perhaps,  we  might  have 
wished  that  the  author  had  more  spared  the  feelings  of  his  readers,  ana  that  many  dose 
dissections  of  human  misery  had  been  omitted ;  yet  it  must  be  owned  that  even  the  l||bst 
gloomy  and  heart-rending  parts  of  these  sketches  are  rich  in  thrilling  situations  and  psycholo- 
gical perceptions—that  a  bright  fountain  of  advice  and  warning  springs  ftom  them  aU.  The 
tendency  of  his  work  is  throughout  pure  and  mors^ ;  which  must  secure  for  him  the  most 
grateful  acknowledgments  from  such  even  of  his  readers  (amongst  whom  the  translator  is 
bound  to  plaoe  himself)  as  cannot  perfectly  agree  in  the  strict  religious  opinions  of  the 

author The  translation  has  been  made  with  the  greatest  accuracy;  and,  with 

the  exception  of  a  few  polemical  observations,  nothing  is  altered." 

I  certainly  feel  much  gratified  by  the  approbation  of  my  labours  here  expressed : 
but  am  quite  at  a  loss  to  divine  wnat  can  be  the^  **  religious  opinions"  from  which 
such  a  translator  would  dissent,  or  the  ** polemical  observations"  he  has  found  it 
necessary  to  suppress.  Beins^  a  firm  believer  in  Christianity — a  conscientious  mem- 
ber of  the  Church  of  Englano— I  hope  and  believe  that  nothing  will  be  found  in  this 
book  inconsistent  with  such  an  avowal. 

I  do  not  intend  to  vindicate  my  selection  of  characters,  scenes,  and  incidents. 
Some  of  them  have  been  pretty  freely  remarked  upon  by  the  Press  ;  all  I  can  say, 
however,  b^ing,  that  my  aim  nas  been  in  every  case  for  the  best.  One  or  two 
exceedingly  severe,  perhaps  I  might  add,  wanton  and  malignant  attacks,  have 
been  made  upon  some  of  them  ^  but  I  heartily  foi^ve  those  who  have  done  so,  who- 
ever they  may  be.  In  conclusion,  I  know,  alas  1  that  this  work  has  many  imper- 
fections ;  but  it  has  been  too  long  in  too  many  forms  before  the  world  for  me  to 
attempt,  even  were  I  so  disjposed,  extensive  alterations.  Such  as  it  is,  I  now  finally 
commit  it,  in  this  its  complete  and  authentic  form,  to  the  judgment  of  tiie  public, 
very  thankful  for  their  approbation,  and  deferential  to  their  censure.  The  duties 
of  a  laborious  profession  may  not  admit  of  my  making  any  fiirther  contributions  to 
literature,  or  I  might,  perhaps,  attempt  to  prove  myself  worthier  of  the  &vour  I 
have  experienced,  and  oheernilly  exclaim^ 

"  To-morrow  to  fresh  woods  and  pastures  new  1  '* 

SAMUEL  WABREN. 
Inner  TEitPLK,  London. 
OcL  31, 1837. 
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CHAPTER    L 


EARLT  STBUGOLES. 


*  *  *  Can  anything  be  conceived 
more  dreary  and  disheartening,  than 
£ke  prospect  before  a  young  London 
physician,  who,  without  friends  or  for- 
tune, yet  with  high  a8}>irations  after 
pi3|£BSsiq|j|ifd.  eninence,  is  striving  to 
^nwf&^iroxmd  him  what  is  technically 
called  "  a  connection  ?  "  Such  was  my 
case.  After  having  exhausted  the  slen- 
der finances  all6tt&i  me  from  the  funds 
of  a  ptoor  but  somewhat  ambitious  fa- 
mily, in  passing  through  the  usual  rou- 
tine of  a  college  and  medical  education, 
I  found  myself,  about  my  twent  v-sixth 
year,  in  London — ^possessed  of  about 
£100  in  cash,  a  few  books,  a  tolerable 
wardrobe,  an  inexhaustible  fund  of 
animal  spirits,  and  a  wife — a  lovely 
young  creature,  whom  I  had  been  al^ 
surd  enough,  some  weeks  before,  to 
marry,  merely  because  we  loved  each 
other.  She  was  the  only  daughter  of  a 
very  worthy  fellow-townsman  of  mine, 
a  icidower ;  whose  fortunes,  alas !  had 
decayed  lon^  before  their  possessor. 
Emily  ^as  ^he  glory  of  his  age,  and, 
need  I  add,  {he  pride  of  my  youth ; 
and  after  having  assiduously  attended 
her  father  through  YAb  last  illness,  the 
sole  and  rich  return  was  his  daughter's 
heart. 

I  must  own,  that,  when  we  found 
ourselves  fairly  housed  in  the  mighty 
metropolis,  with  so  poor  an  exchequer, 
and  the  means  of  replenishing  it  so 
remote  and  contingent,  we  were  some- 


what startled  at  the  boldness  of  the 
step  we  had  taken.  "Nothing  ven- 
ture, nothine  have,"  however,  was  my 
maxim ;  and  I  felt  supported  by  that 
unaccountable  conviction  which  clings 
to'  all  in  such  circumstances  as  mine, 
up  to  thervery  pinching  moment,  but 
no  longer,  that  there  must  be  thousands 
of  ways  of  getting  a  livel^ood,  to 
which  one' can  turn  at  a  moment's 
warning.  And  then  the  swellibg 
thought  of  being  the  architect  of  one's 
own  fortune !  As,  however,  daily  drafts 
began  to  diminish  my  £100,  my  spirits 
faltered  a  little.  I  discovered  tnat  I 
might  indeed,  as  well 

lie  pack'd  in  mine  own  grave, 
as  continue  in  London  without  money, 
or  the  means  of  getting  it ;  and  after 
revolving  endless  schemes,  the  only 
conceivable  mode  of  doing  so  seemed 
calling  in  the  generous  assistance  of 
the  Jews.  My  father  had  fortunately 
effected  a  policy  on  my  life  for  £5000, 
at  an  eariy  period,  on  which  some  four- 
teen premiums  had  been  paid ;  and  this 
available  security,  added  to  the  power- 
ful influence  of  a  young  nobleman  to 
whom  I  had  rendered  some  service  at 
college,  enabled  me  to  succeed  in 
wringing  a  loan,  from  old  Amos  L- — ^ 
of  £3000,  at  the  trifling  interest  of 
fifteen  per  cent,  payable  by  way  of 
redeemable  annuity.  It  was  with  fear 
and  trembling  that  I  called  myself 
master  of  this  large  sum,  and  with 
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the  titmost  diffidence  that  I  could  bring 
myself  to  exercise  what  the  lawyers 
would  call  acta  of  ownership  on  it. 
As,  howeyer,  there  was  no  time  to  lose, 
I  took  a  respectable  house  in  C— 
Street,  West* — furnished  it  neatly 
and  respectably — ^fortmiately  enough, 
let  the  first  floor  to  a  rich  old  East 

India  bacheloi>— beheld  "Dr " 

glisten  conspicuously  on  my  doorf — 
and  then  dropped  my  little  line  into 
the  great  water  of  London,  resoWed  to 
abide  the  issue  with  patience. 

Blessed  with  buoyant  and  sanguine 
spirits,  I  did  not  lay  it  much  to  heart 
that  my  only  occupation  during  the 
first  six  months  was — abroad,  to  prac- 
tise the  pardonable  solecism  of  hurry- 
ing havd  passihus  ceqids  through  the 
streets,  as  if  in  attenduice  on  nume- 
rous patients ;  and  at  home,  to  ponder 
•pleasantly  over  my  books,  and  enjoy 
the  company  of  my  cheerful  and  affec- 
tionate wife.  But  when  I  had  num- 
bered twelve  months,  almost  without 
feeling  a  pulse  or  receiving  a  fee,  and 

was  reminded  by  old  L that  the 

second  half-yearly  instalment  of  £225 
was  due,  I  began  to  look  forward  with 
some  apprehension  to  the  overcast 
future.  Of  the  £3000,  for  the  use  of 
which  I  was  paying  so  cruel  and  exor- 
bitant a  premium,  little  more  than  half 
remained — and  this,  notwithstanding 
we  had  practised  the  most  rigid  eco- 
nomy in  our  household  expenditure, 
and  devoted  as  little  to  dress  as  was 
compatible  with  maintaining  a  respect- 
able exterior.  To  my  sorrow,  I  found 
myself  unavoidably  contracting  debts, 
which,  with  the  interest  due  to  old 

L f  I  found  it  would  be  impossible 

to  discharge.  If  matters  went  on  as 
they  seemed  to  threaten,  what  was  to 
become  of  me  in  a  year  or  two  ?  Put- 
ting everything  else  out  of  the  ques- 
tion, where  was  I  to  find  funds  to 

meet  old  L 's  annual  demand  of 

£460?  Belying  on  mv  prospects  of 
professional  success,  I  had  bound  my- 

*  "On  salt  que  la  partie  Est  de  Londres 
est  r^serv^  auz  gens  de  oommeroe ;  et  que 
rOuest  de  la  mdme  ville  eet  habits  par  T  aria- 
tocratie." — Nate  of  the  French  Translator. 

t  "  Ces  plaques  de  cuivre,  portant  le  nom 
du  propri^aire,  ou  du  principal  locataire^  se 
trouvent  sxir  toutcs  les  portes/'— 75. 


self  to  return  the  £3000  within  five 
years  of  the  time  of  borrowing  it ;  and 
now  I  thought  I  must  have  been  mad 
to  do  so.  u  my  profession  failed  me, 
I  had  nothing  else  to  look  to.  I  had 
no  family  resources — ^for  my  father 
had  died  since  I  came  to  London, 
very  much  embarrassed  in  his  circum- 
stances; and  my  mother,  who  was 
aged  and  infirm,  had  gone  to  reside 
with  some  relatives,  who  were  few  and 
poor.  My  wife,  as  I  have  stated,  was 
m  like  plight.  I  do  not  think  she  had 
a  relative  in  England  (for  her  father 
and  all  his  family  were  Germans), 
except 

him,  whose  brightest  joy 

Was,  that  he  called  her— wife. 

^  Lord ,  the  nobleman  before  men- 
tioned, who,  I  am  sure,  would  have 
rejoiced  in  assisting  me,  either  by  pe- 
cuniary advances  or  professional  intro- 
ductions, had  been  on  the  Continent 
ever  since  I  commenced  practice.  Be> 
ing  of  studious  habits,  and  a  very  bash- 
ful and  reserved  disposition  whilteat 
Cambridge,  I  could  number  but  raw 
college  friends,  none  of  whom  I  knew 
where  to  fii^d  in  London  Neither  my 
wife  nor  I  knew  more  than  five  people, 
besides  our  Indian  lodger ;  for,  to  tell 
the  truth,  we  were,  like  many  a  fond 
and  foolish  couple  before  us,  all  the 
world  to  one  another,  and  cared  little 
for  scraping  together  promiscuous  ac- 

rintance.  If  we  had  even  been  in- 
ed  to  visiting,  our  straitened  cir- 
cumstances would  have  forbid  our  in- 
curring the  expenses  attached  to  it. 
What,  then,  was  to  be  done  ?  My  wifi 
would  say,  "  Poh,  love,  we  shaft  con- 
trive to  get  on  as  well  as  our  neigh- 
bours ; "  but  the  simple  fact  was,  we 
were  not  getting  ou  like  our  neigh- 
bours, nor  did  I  see  any  prospect  of 
our  ever  doing  so.  I  began,  therefore, 
to  pass  sleepless  nights,  and  days  of 
despondency,  casting  about  in  every 
direction  for  any  employment  consist- 
ent with  my  profession,  and  redoubling 
my  fruitless  efforts  to  obtain  practice. 
It  is  almost  laughable  to  say,  that 
our  only  receipts  were  a  few  paltry 
guineas,  sent,  at  long  intervals,  from 
old  Mr  Aspeme,  the  proprietor  of  the 
European  Magazine,  as  remuneration 
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for  a  sort  of  montbly  medical  smmnary 
with  which  I  famished  him,  and  a 
trifle  or  two  from  Mr  Nicholls,  of  the 
Grentleman's  Magazine,  as  an  acknow- 
ledgment for  several  sweet  sonnets 
sent  by  my  wife. 

Knowing  the  success  which  often 
attended  professional  authorship,  as 
tending  to  acquire  for  the  writer  a  re- 
putation for  skill  on  the  subject  of 
which  he  treated,  and  introduce  him 
to  the  notice  of  the  higher  members  of 
lus  own  profession,  i  determined  to 
turn  my  attention  that  way.  For  seve- 
ral months  I  was  up  early  and  late  at 
a  work  on  Diseases  of  the  Lungs.  I 
bestowed  incredible  pains  on  it ;  and 
mv  toil  was  sweetened  by  my  wife, 
who  would  sit  hj  me,  in  the  long  sum- 
mer evenings,  like  an  angel,  consoling 
and  encouraging  me  with  predictions 
of  success.  She  lightened  my  labour 
by  undertaking  the  transcription  of  the 
manuscript ;  and  I  thought  that  two  or 
three  hundred  sheets  of  fiur  and  re- 
gular handwriting  were  heavily  pur- 
chased by  the  impaired  eyesight  of  the 
beloved  amanuensis.  When  at  length 
it  was  completed,  having  been  read 
and  revised  twenty  times,  so  that  there 
was  not  a  comma  wanting,  I  hurried, 
full  of  fluttering  hones  and  fears,  to  a 
well-known  memcal  bookseller,  expect- 
ing he  would  at  once  purchase  the  copy- 
ri^t.  Fifty  pounds  I  had  fixed  in  my 
own  mind  as  the  minimum  of  what  1 
would  accept ;  and  I  had  already  ap- 
propriated some  little  part  of  it  towaros 
ouying  a  handsome  silk  dress  for  my 
wife.  Alas!  even  in  this  branch  of 
my  profession,  my  hopes  were  doomed 
to  meet  with  disappointment.  The 
bookseller  received  me  with  great  civi- 
lity ;  listened  to  every  word  I  had  to 
say ;  seemed  to  take  some  interest  in 
mv  new  views  of  the  disease  treated  of, 
which  I  explained  to  him,  and  repeated 
— and  ventured  to  assure  him,  that 
they^  would  certainly  attract  public  at- 
tention. M^  heart  leaped  for  joy  as  I 
saw  his  business-Uke  eye  settled  upon 
me  with  an  expression  of  attentive  in- 
terest. After  having  ahnost  talked  my- 
self hoarse,  and  flushed  myself  all  over 
with  excitement,  he  removed  his  spec- 
tacles, and  politely  assured  me  of  his 


approbation  of  the  work ;  but  that  he 
had  determined  never  to  publish  any 
more  medical  books  on  his  own  account. 
I  have  the  most  vivid  recollection  of  al- 
most turning  sick  with  chagrin.  With 
a  faltering  voice  I  asked  him  if  that 
was  his  unalterable  determination? 
He  replied,  it  was ;  for  he  had  <'  lost 
too  much  by  speculations  of  that  sort." 
I  tied  up  the  manuscript,  and  withdrew. 
As  soon  as  I  left  his  shop,  I  let  fall  a 
scorching  tear  of  mingled  sorrow  and 
mortification.  I  could  almost  have 
wept  aloud.  At  that  moment,  whom 
should  I  meet  but  my  dear  wife !  for 
we  had  both  been  talking  all  night 
long,  and  all  breakfast-time,  about  the 
probable  result  of  my  interview  with 
the  bookseller ;  and  her  anxious  affec- 
tion would  not  permit  her  to  wait  my 
return.  She  had  been  pacing  to  and 
fro  on  the  other  uride  of  the  street,  and  - 
flew  to  me  on  my  leaving  the  shop.  I 
could  not  speak  to  her ;  I  felt  almost 
choked.  At  last  her  continued  ex- 
pressions of  tenderness  and  sympathy 
soothed  me  into  a  more  equable  frame 
of  mind|  and  we  returned  to  dinner. 
In  the  afternoon,  I  offered  it  to  another 
bookseller,  who,  John  Trot  like,  told 
me  at  once  he  "  never  did  that  sort  of 
thing."  I  offered  it  subsequently  to 
ever^  medical  bookseller  I  could  find 
— ^with  like  success.  One  fat  fellow 
snuffled  out,  "  If  he  might  make  so 
bold,"  he  would  advise  me  to  leave  off 
book-making,  and  stick  to  my  practice ; 
another  assured  me  he  had  got  two 
similar  works  then  in  the  press ;  and 
the  last  I  consulted  told  me  I  was  too 
young,  he  thought,  to  have  seen  enough 
of  practice  for  writing  "  a  book  of  that 
nature,"  as  his  words  were.  "  Publish 
it  on  your  own  account,  love,"  said  my 
wife.  That,  however,  was  out  of  the 
question,  whatever  might  be  the  merits 
of  the  work — for  I  had  no  funds ;  and 
a  kind-hearted  bookseller,  to  whom  I 
mentioned  the  project,  assured  me  that, 
if  I  went  to  press,  my  work  would  fall 
from  it  still-bom.  when  I  returned 
home  from  making  this  last  attempt, 
I  flimg  myself  ihto  a  chair  by  the  fire- 
side, opposite  my  wife,  without  speak- 
ing, lliere  was  an  anxious  smile  of 
sweet  solicitude  in  her  face.    My  agi- 
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tated  and  mortified  air  convinced  her 
that  I  was  finally  disappointed,  and 
that  six  months'^  hard  labour  were 
thrown  away.  In  a  fit  of  uncontrol- 
lable pique  and  passion,  I  flung  the 
manuscript  on  the  fire;  but  Emily 
suddenly  snatched  it  from  the  flames, 
gazed  on  me  with  a  look  such  as  none 
but  a  fond  and  devoted  wife  could  give 
— ^threw  her  arms  round  my  neck,  and 
kissed  me  back  to  calmness,  if  not 
happiness.  I  laid  the  manuscript  in 
question  on  a  shelf  in  my  study ;  and 
it  was  my  first  and  last  attempt  at 
medical  book-making. 

Prom  what  cause,  or  combination  of 
causes,  I  know  not,  but  I  seemed 
marked  out  for  failure  in  my  profes- 
sion. Though  my  name  shone  on  my 
door,  and  the  respectable  neighbour- 
hood could  not  but  have  noticed  the 
teg^ilarity  and  decorum  of  my  habits 
and  manners,  yet  none  ever  thought 
of  calling  me  in !  Had  I  been  able  to 
exhibit  a  line  of  carriages  at  my  door, 
or  open  my  house  for  the  reception  of 
company,  or  dash  about  town  in  an 
elegant  equipage,  or  be  seen  at  the 
opera  and  theatres — ^had  I  been  able 
to  do  this,  the  case  might  have  been 
differont.  In  candour  I  must  acknow- 
ledge, that  another  probable  cause  of 
my  ill  success  was  a  somewhat  insig- 
nificant person,  and  unprepossessing 
cotmtenance.  I  could  not  wear  such 
an  eternal  smirk  of  conceited  compla- 
cency, or  keep  my  head  perpetually 
bowing,  mandarin-like,  as  many  of  my 
professional  brothers.  Still  there  were 
thousands  to  whom  these  deficiencies 
proved  no  serious  obstacles.  The  great 
misfortune  in  m^  case  was,  undoubt- 
edly, the  want  of  mtroductions.  There 
was  a  man  of  considerable  rank  and 
great  wealth,  who  was  a  sort  of  fiftieth 
cousin  of  mine,  resided  in  one  of  the 
fashionable  squares  not  far  from  me, 
and  on  whom  I  had  called  to  claim 
kindred,  and  solicit  his  patronage ;  but 
after  having  sent  up  my  name  and  ad- 
dress, I  was  suffered  to  wait  so  long  in 
an  anteroom,  that,  what  with  this  and 
the  noise  of  servants  bustling  past  with 
insolent  fanuliaritv,  I  quite  forgot  the 
relationship,  and  left  the  house,  won- 
dering what  had  brought  me  there.    I 


never  felt  inclined  to  go  near  it  again; 
so  there  was  an  end  of  all  prospects  of 
introduction  from  that  quarter.  I  was 
left,  therefore,  to  rely  exclusively  on 
my  own  efforts,  and  trust  to  cliance 
for  patients.  It  is  true  that,  in  the 
time  I  have  mentioned,  I  was  twice 
called  in  at  an  instant's  warning;  but, 
in  both  cases,  the  objects  of  my  visits 
had  expired  before  my  arrival,  pro- 
bably before  a  messenger  could  be  de- 
spatched for  me :  and  the  manner  in 
which  my  fees  were  proffered,  con- 
vinced me  that  I  should  be  cursed  for 
a  mercenary  wretch  if  I  accepted  them. 
I  was  therefore  induced,  in  each  case, 
to  decline  the  guinea,  though  it  would 
have  purchased  me  a  week's  happiness  I 
I  was  also,  on  several  occasions,  called 
in  to  visit  the  inferior  members  of  fami- 
lies in  the  neighbourhood — servants, 
housekeepers,  porters,  &c. ;  and  of  all 
the  trying,  the  mortifying  occurrences 
in  the  life  of  a  young  physician,  such 
occasions  as  these  are  the  most  irri- 
tating. You  go  to  the  house — a  large, 
one  probably — and  are  instructed  not 
to  knock  at  the  front  door,  but  to  go 
down  by  the  area  to  your  patient ! 

I  think  it  was  about  this  time  that  I 
was  smnmoned  in  haste  to  young  Sir 
Charles  P ^  who  resided  nfear  May- 
fair.  Delighted  at  the  prospect  of  se- 
curing so  distinguished  a  patient,  I 
hurried  to  his  house,  resolvea  to  do  my 
utmost  to  give  satisfaction.  When! 
entered  the  room,  I  found  the  sprig  of 
fashion  enveloped  in  a  crimson  silk 
dressing-gown,  sitting  conceitedly  on 
the  sofa,  and  sipping  a  cup  of  coffee, 
from  which  he  desisted  a  moment  to 
examine  me — ^positively — ^through  his 
eye-glass,  and  then  directed  me  to  in- 
spect the  swelled  foot  of  a  favourite 
pointer !  Darting  a  look  of  anger  at 
the  insulting  coxcomb,  I  instantly 
withdrew  without  utterinff  a  word. 
Five  years  afterwards  did  that  young 
man  make  use  of  the  most  strenuous 
efforts  to  oust  me  from  the  confidence 
of  a  family  of  distinction,  to  which  he 
was  distantly  related.* 

*  This  anecdote  calls  to  my  mind  one  tokl 
mo  by  the  late  Dr  James  Hamilton.    He  was 

sent  for  once  in  great  haste  by  Lady  P , 

to  see— Absolutely  a  little  fittvourite  motikep^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


EABLY  STRUGGLES. 


A  more  gratifying  incident  occurred 
ishortly  i^rwards.  I  had  the  misfor- 
tnne  to  he  called,  on  a  sudden  emer- 
gency, into  consultation  with  the  late 

celehrated  Dr .    It  was  the  first 

consultational  visit  that  I  had  ever 
paid ;  and  I  was,  of  course,  very  anxious 
to  acquit  myself  creditably.  Shall  I 
ever  forget  the  air  of  insolent  conde- 
scension with  which  he  received  me ; 
or  the  remark  he  made  in  the  presence 
of  several  individuals,  professional  as 
well  as  unprofessional? — "I  assure 
you,  Dr ^  there  is  reaUy  some  dif- 
ference between  apoplexy  and  epilepsy, 
at  least  there  was  wnen  I  was  a  young 
man ! "  He  accompanied  these  wor£ 
with  a  look  of  supercilious  commisera- 
tion, directed  to  the  lady  whose  hus- 
band was  our  patient ;  and  I  need  not 
add,  that  my  future  services  were  dis- 
pensed with !  My  heart  ached  to  think 
that  such  a  fellow  as  this  should  have 
it  in  his  power  to  take,  as  it  were,  the 
bread  out  of  the  mouth  of  an  unpre- 
tending and  almost  spirit-broken  pro- 
fessional brother ;  but!  had  no  remedy. 
I  am  happy  to  have  it  in  my  power  to 
say  how  much  the  tone  of  consulting 
physicians  is  now  (1820)  lowered  to- 
wards their  brethren  who  may  happen 
to  be  of  a  few  years*  less  standmg, 
and,  consequently,  less  firmly  fixed  in 
the  confidence  of  their  patients.  It  was 
by  a  few  similar  incidents  to  those 
above  related,  that  my  spirit  began  to 
be  soured ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  the 
unvarying  sweetness  and  cheerfulness 
of  my  incomparable  wife,  existence 
would  not  have  been  tolerable.  "My 
professional  efforts  were  paralysed; 
failure  attended  every  attempt;  my 
ruin  seemed  sealed.  My  resources 
were  rapidly  melting  away — ^my  ex- 
penditure, moderate  as  it  was,  was 
counterbalanced  by  no  incomings.    A 

which  was  ahnost  suffocated  with  its  morning 
feed.  When  the  doctor  entered  the  room,  h  e 
saw  only  her  ladyship,  her  young  son  (a  lad 
of  ten  vears  old,  who  was  most  absurdly 
dreasedj^  and  his  patient    Lootdng  at  each 

of  the  two  latter,  he  said  coolly  to  Lady  P , 

"My  lady,  toAicA  is  the  monkey f  [I  am 
made  to  say  in  Frendi,  "  '  Madame,'  (Ut-il, 
'  Mesrieurs  vos  fils  n'ont  <m*k  faire  di^te  et  Ik 
boire  du  th€/  II  s'en  alia  aussit6t"  And 
farther,  the  name  of  Abemethp  is  cooUy  sub- 
stituted for  that  of  Dr  Hamilton  !J 


prison  and  starvation  scowled  before 
me. 

Despairing  of  findine;'  any  better 
source  of  emolument,  1  was  induced 
to  send  an  advertisement  to  one  of  the 
daily  papers,  stating,  that  "a  graduate 
of  Camoridge  Umversity,  having  a 
little  spare  time  at  his  disposal,  was  will- 
ing to  give  private  instructions  in  the 
classics,  in  the  evenings,  to  gentlemen 
preparing  for  college,  or  to  others!" 
After  about  a  week's  interval,  I  re- 
ceived one  solitary  communication.  It 
was  from  a  young  man  holding  some 
subordinate  situation  under  govern- 
ment, and  residing  at  Pimlico.  This 
person  offered  me  two  g^neas  a-month, 
if  I  would  attend  him,  cU  Ms  own  hotise, 
for  two  hours,  on  the  evenings  of  Mon- 
day, Wednesday,  and  Friday !  With 
these  hard  terms  was  I  obli&;ed  to  com- 
ply—yes, a  eentleman,  and  a  member 
of  an  Englisn  university,  was  driven 
so  low  as  to  attend,  for  these  terms, 
an  ignorant  imderling,  and  endeavour 
to  instil  a  few  drops  of  classic  lore  into 
the  turbid  and  shallow  waters  of  his 
understanding.  I  had  hardly  given 
him  a  month's  attendance  before  he 
assured  me,  with  a  flippant  air,  that, 
as  he  had  now  acquired  "  a  practical 
knowledge  of  the  classics,"  he  would 
dispense  with  my  further  services! 
Dull  dtmce !  he  could  not,  in  Latin,  be 
brought  to  comprehend  the  difference 
between  a  neuter  and  an  active  verb ; 
while,  as  for  Greek,  it  was  an  absolute 
chokepear ;  so  he  nibbled  on  to  «/u< — 
and  then  gave  it  up.  Bitter  but  un- 
availing were  my  regrets,  as  I  returned 
firom  paying  my  last  visit  to  this 
promising  scholar,  that  I  had  not  en- 
tered the  army,  and  gone  to  America, 
or  even  betaken  myself  to  some  subor- 
dinate commercial  situation.  A  thou- 
sand and  a  thousand  times  did  I  curse 
the  ambition  which  brought  me  up  to 
London,  and  the  egregious  vanity 
which  led  me  to  rely  so  iinplicitly  on 
my  talents  for  success.  Had  I  but 
been  content  with  the  humbler  sphere 
of  a  general  practitioner,  I  might  have 
laid  out  my  aearly-bought  £3000  with 
a  reasonable  prospect  of  soon  repaying 
it,  and  acquiring  a  respectable  liveli- 
hood.   But  all  these  sober  thoughts, 
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as  is  usual,  came  only  time  enough  to 
enhance  the  mortification  of  failure. 
«  «  «  * 

About  £300  was  now  the  miserable 
remnant  of  the  money  borrowed  from 
the  Jew ;  and  half  a  year's  interest 
(£225),  together  with  my  rent,  was 
due  in  about  a  fortnight's  time*  I  was, 
besides,  indebted  to  many  tradesmen 
— ^who  were  becoming  every  day  more 
querulous — ^for  articles  of  food,  cloth- 
ing, and  fomiture.  My  poor  Emily 
was  in  daily  expectation  of  her  ac- 
couchement ;  and  my  own  health  was 
sensibly  sinking,  imder  the  combined 
pressure  of  anxiety  and  excessive  par- 
simony. What  was  to  be  done?  De- 
spair was  clinging  to  me,  and  shedding 
blight  and  mildew  over  all  my  facul- 
ties. Every  avenue  was  closed  against 
me.  I  never  knew  what  it  was  to  have 
more  than  one  or  two  hours'  sleep  at 
night,  and  that  so  heavy,  so  troubled, 
and  interrupted,  that  I  awoke  each 
morning  more  dead  than  alive.  I  lay 
tossing  in  bed,  revolving  all  conceiv- 
able schemes  and  fancies  in  my  tor- 
tured  brain,  till  at  length,  from  mere 
iteration,  they  began  to  assume  a  feas- 
ible aspect ;  alas !  however,  they  would 
none  of  them  bear  the  blush  of  day- 
light, but  faded  away  as  extravagant 
and  absurd.  I  would  endeavour  to  set 
afloat  a  popular  Medical  Journal — to 
give  lectures  on  diseases  of  the  lungs 
— (a  department  with  which  I  was  fa- 
muiar) — I  would  advertise  for  a  small 
medical  partnership,  as  a  general  ^rac^ 
titioner — ^I  would  do  a  thousand  things 
of  the  sort ;  but  where  was  my  capital 
to  set  out  with?  I  had  £300  in  the 
world,  and  £450  yearly  to  pay  to  an 
extortionating  old  miser :  that  was  the 
simple  fact ;  and  it  almost  drove  me  to 
despair  to  advert  to  it  for  one  instant. 
Wretched,  however,  as  I  was,  and  al- 
most every  instant  loathing  my  exist- 
ence, the  idea  of  suicide  was  never 
entertained  for  a  moment.  If  the  fiend 
would  occasionally  flit  across  the  dreary 
chamber  of  my  heart,  a  strong  and  un- 
ceasing confidence  in  the  goodness  and 
power  of  my  Maker  always  repelled  the 
fearful  visitant.  Even  yet,  raj)idly  as 
I  seemed  approaching  tne  precipice  of 
ruin,  I  could  not  avoid  cherishing  a 


feeble  hope  that  some  unexpected  ave- 
nue would  open  to  better  fortune ;  and 
the  thought  of  it  would,  for  a  time, 
soothe  my  troubled  breast,  and  nerve 
it  to  bear  up  against  the  inroads  of  my 
present  misfortunes. 

I  recollect  sitting  down  one  day  in 
St  James's  Park,  on  one  of  the  bencnes, 
wea^  with  wanderingi;he  whole  morn- 
ing I  knew  not  whither.  I  felt  faint 
and  ill,  and  more  than  usually  depress- 
ed in  mind.  I  had  that  morning  paid 
one  of  my  tradesmen's  bills,  amounting 
to  £10 ;  and  the  feUow  told  my  servant 
that,  as  he  had  so  much  trouUe  in  get- 
ting his  money,  he  did  not  want  the 
honour  of  my  custom  any  longer.  The 
thought  that  my  credit  was  failing  in 
the  neighbourhood  was  insupportable. 
Kuin  and  disgrace  would  then  be  ac- 
celerated; and  being  unable  to  meet 
my  creditors,  I  should  be  proclaimed 
little  less  than  a  swindler,  and  shaken 
like  a  viper  from  the  lap  of  society. 
Fearfiil  as  were  such  thoughts,  I  had 
not  enough  of  energy  of  feeling  left  to 
sufier  much  agitation  from  them.  I 
folded  my  arms  on  my  breast  in  sullen 
apathy,  and  wished  only  that,  what- 
ever might  be  my  fate,  certainty  might 
be  substituted  for  suspense. 

While  indulging  in  thoughts  like 
these,  a  glittering  troop  of  soldiers 
passed  by  me,  preceded  by  their  band, 
playing  a  merry  air.    How  the  sounds 

iarred  on  the  broken  strings  of  my 
leart!  And  many  a  bright  face,  dressed 
in  smiles  of  gaiety  and  happiness, 
thronged  past,  attracted  by  the  music, 
little  thinking  of  the  wretchedness  of 
him  who  was  sitting  by !  I  could  not 
prevent  the  tears  of  anguish  from  gush- 
mg  forth.  I  thought  of  Emily — of  hec 
delicate  and  interesting,  but,  tome,  me- 
lancholy situation.  I  could  not  bear 
the  thought  of  returning  home,  to  en- 
counter ner  affectionate  looks — her 
meek  and  gentle  resignation  to  her  bit- 
ter fortunes  Why  had  I  married  her, 
without  first  having  considered  whether 
I  could  support  her?  Passionately  fond 
of  me,  as  I  well  knew  she  was,  could 
she  avoid  frequently  recurring  to  the 
days  of  our  courtship,  when  I  reiterat- 
edly  assured  her  of  my  certainty  of 
professional  success  as  soon  as  I  could 
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get  settled  in  London?  Where  now 
were  all  the  fair  and  flourishing  scenes 
to  which  my  childish  enthusiasm  had 
taught  me  to  look  forward?  Would 
not  the  bitter  contrast  she  was  now 
experiencing,  and  seemed  doomed  long 
yet  to  experience,  alienate  from  me  a 
portion  of  her  affections,  and  induce 
feelings  of  anger  and  contempt  ?  Could 
I  blame  her  for  all  this  ?  If  tne  goodly 
superstructure  of  my  fortunes  fell,  was 
it  not  I  that  had  loosened  and  destroyed 
the  foundation? — ^Reflections  like  these 
were  harassing  and  scouring  me,  when 
an  elderly  gentleman,  evidently  an  in- 
valid, tottered  slowly  to  the  bench 
where  I  was  sitting,  and  sat  down  be- 
side me.  He  seemed  a  man  of  wealth 
and  consideration ;  for  his  servant,  on 
whose  arm  he  had  been  leaning,  and 
who  now  stood  behind  the  bench  on 
which  he  was  sitting,  wore  a  very  ele- 
gant livery.  He  was  almost  shaken 
to  pieces  by  an  asthmatic  cough,  and 
was,  besides,  suffering  from  another 
severe  disorder,  which  need  not  be 
more  particularly  named.  He  looked 
at  me  once  or  twice,  in  a  manner  which 
seemed  to  say,  that  he  would  not  take 
it  rudely  if -I  addressed  him.  I  did  so. 
"  I  am  afraid,  sir,"  I  said,  "  you  are  in 
great  pain  from  that  cough  ?  "  "  Yes," 
he  gasped  faintly ;  "  ana  I  don't  know 
how  to  get  rid  of  it.  I  am  an  old  man, 
you  see,  sir ;  and  methinks  my  sum- 
mons to  the  grave  might  have  been 
less  loud  and  painful."  After  a  little 
pause,  I  ventured  to  ask  him  how  long 
ne  had  been  subject  to  the  cough  which 
now  harassed  hmi?  He  said,  more  or 
less,  for  the  last  ten  years ;  but  that, 
latterly,  it  had  increased  so  much  upon 
him  tnat  he  could  not  derive  any  be- 
nefit from  medical  advice.  "  I  should 
think,  sir,  the  more  violent  s^ptoms 
of  your  disorder  might  be  mitigated," 
said  I,  and  proceeded  to  question  him 
minutely,  but  hesitatindy,  as  to  the 
ori^'n  and  progress  of  the  complaints 
which  now  afflicted  him.  He  an- 
swered all  my  questions  with  civility; 
and,  as  I  went  on,  seemed  to  be  roused 
into  something  like  curiosity  and  in- 
terest. I  need  not  say  more,  than  that 
I  discovered  he  had  not  been  in  the 
hands  of  a  skilful  practitioner;  and 


that  I  assured  him  very  few  and  simple 
means  would  give  him  great  relief  from 
at  least  the  more  violent  symptoms. 
He,  of  course,  perceived  I  was  in  the 
medical  profession;  and,  after  some 
apparent  hesitation,  evidently  as  to 
whether  or  not  I  should  feel  hurt, 
tendered  me  a  guinea.  I  refused  it 
promptly  and  decidedly,  and  assured 
nim  that  he  was  q^uite  welcome  to  the 
very  trifling  advice  I  had  rendered 
him.  At  that  moment,  a  young  man 
of  fashionable  appearance  walked  up, 
and  told  him  their  carriage  was  wait- 
ing at  the  comer  of  the  stable-yard. 
This  last  gentleman,  who  seemed  to 
be  either  the  son  or  nephew  of  the  old 
gentleman,  eyed  me,  1  thought,  with 
a  certain  superciliousness,  which  was 
not  lessened  when  the  invalid  told  him 
I  had  given  him  some  excellent  advice, 
for  which  he  could  not  prevail  on  me 
to  receive  a  fee.  "  We  are  vastly 
obliged  to  you,  sir;  but  are'  going 
home  to  the  family  physician,"  said 
the  young  man,  haughtily ;  and,  plac- 
ing the  invalid's  arm  in  his,  led  him 
slowly  away.  He  was  addressed  seve- 
ral times  bv  the  servant  as  "  Sir  "  some- 
thing, Witton  or  WiUiamj  I  think ;  but 
I  could  not  distinctly  catch  it,  so  that 
it  was  evidently  a  person  of  some  rank 
I  had  been  addressing.  How  many 
there  are,  thought  I,  that,  with  a  more 
plausible  and  insinuating  address  than 
mine  is,  would  have  contrived  to  get 
into  the  confidence  of  this  gentleman, 
and  become  his  medical  attendant! 
How  foolish  was  I  not  to  give  him  my 
card  when  he  proffered  me  a  fee,  and 
thus,  in  all  probability,  be  sent  for  the 
next  morning  to  pay  a  regular  profes- 
sional visit !  and  to  what  lucrative  in- 
troductions might  not  that  have  led ! 
A  thousand  times  I  cursed  my  difil- 
dence — ^my  sensitiveness  as  to  profes- 
sional etiquette — ^and  my  inability  to 
seize  the  advantages  occasionally  of- 
fered by  a  fortunate  conjuncture  of 
circumstances.  I  was  fitter,  I  thought, 
for  La  Trappe  than  the  bustling  world 
of  business.  I  deserved  my  ill  fortune ; 
and  professional  failure  was  the  natu- 
ral consequence  of  the  mauvcdae  honie 
which  has  injured  so  many.  As  the 
day,  however,  was  far  advancing,  I  left 
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the  seat,  and  turned  my  steps  towards 
my  cheerless  home. 

As  was  generally  the  case,  I  found 
Emily  busily  engaged  in  painting  little 
fire-screens,  and  other  ornamental  toys, 
which,  when  completed,  I  was  in  the 
habit  of  carrjdng  to  a  kind  of  private 
bazaar  in  Oxford  Street,  where  I  was 
not  known,  and  where,  with  an  aching 
heart,  I  disposed  of  the  delicate  ana 
beautiful  productions  of  my  poor  wife, 
for  a  trifle  hardly  worth  takmg  home. 
Could,  any  man,  pretending  to  the 
slightest  feeling,  contemplate  his 
young  wife,  far  advanced  in  preg- 
nancy, in  a  critical  state  of  health, 
and  requiring  air,  exercise,  and  cheer- 
ful company,  toiling,  in  the  manner  I 
have  relate(^  from  morning  to  night, 
and  for  a  miserably  inadequate  remu- 
neration? She  submitted,  nowever,  to 
our  misfortunes,  with  infinitely  more 
firmness  and  equanimity  than  1  could 
pretend  to ;  ana  her  imiform  cheerful- 
ness of  demeanour,  together  with  the 
passionate  fervour  of  her  fondness  for 
me,  contributed  to  fling  a  few  rays  of 
trembling  and  evanescent  lustre  over 
the  gloomy  prospects  of  the  future. 
Still,  however,  the  dreadful  question 
incessantly  presented  itself— What,  in 
Heaven's  name,  is  to  become  of  us? 
I  cannot  say  that  we  were  at  this  time 
in  absolute  literal  want;  though  our 
parsimonious  fare  hardly  deserved  the 
name  of  food,  especially  such  as  my 
wife's  delicate  situation  required.  It 
was  the  hopelessness  of  aM  prospective 
resources  that  kept  us  in  perpetual 
thraldom.  With  infinite  effort  we 
might  contrive  to  hold  on  to  a  given 
period — say,  till  the  next  half-yearly 

demand  of  old  L ;  and  then  we 

must  sink  altogether,  unless  a  miracle 
intervened  to  save  us.  Had  I  been 
alone  in  the  world,  I  might  have 
braved  the  worst,  have  turned  my 
hand  to  a  thousand  things,  have  ac- 
commodated myself  to  almost  any  cir- 
cumstances, and  borne  the  extremest 
privations  with  fortitude..  But  my 
darling — my  meek,  smiling,  gentle 
Emily ! — my  heart  bled  for  her. 

Not  to  leave  any  stone  unturned, 
seeing  an  advertisement  ad^essed, 
"  To  medical  men,"  I  applied  for  tiie 


situation  of  assistant  to  a  general 
practitioner,  though  I  had  but  little 
skill  in  the  practical  part  of  compound- 
ing medicines.  I  applied  personaUy 
to  the  advertiser,  a  fat,  red-faced,  vm- 
g^r  fellow,  who  had  contrived  to  gain 
a  very  large  practice,  by  what  means 
God  only  knows.  His  terms  were — 
and  these  named  in  the  most  offensive 
contemptuousness  of  manner  —  £80 
a-year,  Doard  and  lodge  out,  and  give 
au  my  time  in  the  day  to  my  em- 
ployer! Absurd  as  was  the  idea  of 
acceding  to  terms  like  these,  I  thought 
I  might  still  consider  them.  I  pressed 
hard  for  £100  a-year,  and  told  him  I 
was  married 

"Married!"  said  he,  with  a  loud 
laugh ;  "  No,  no,  sir,  you  are  not  the 
man  for  my  money;  so  I  wish  you 
good  morning."  * 

Thus  was  I  baffled  in  every  attempt 
to  obtain  a  permanent  source  of  sup- 
port from  my  profession.  It  brought 
me  about  £40  per  annum.  I  gained, 
by  occasional  contributions  to  magfi- 
zmes,  an  average  sum  annually  of 
about  £25.  My  wife  earned  about 
that  sum  by  her  pencil.  And  these 
were  all  the  funds  I  had  to  meet  the 
enormous  interest  due  half-yearly  to 

old  L f  to  discharge  my  rent,  and 

the  Various  other  expenses  of  house- 
keeping, &c.  Might  I  not  weU  despair  ? 
I  did ;  and  God's  goodness  only  pre- 
served me  from  the  frightful  calamity 
which  has  suddenly  terminated  the 
earthly  miseries  of  thousands  in  simi- 
lar circumstances. 

And  is  it  possible,  I  often  thought, 
with  all  the  tormenting  credulousness 
of  a  man  half  stupified  with  his  mis- 
fortunes— ^is  it  possible,  that,  in  the 
very  heart  of  this  metropolis  of  splen- 
dour, wealth,  and  extravagance,  a  gen- 
tleman and  a  scholar,  who  nas  laboured 
long  in  the  honourable  toil  of  acquiring 
professional  knowledge,  cannot  con- 
trive to  scrape  together  even  a  compe- 
tent subsistence  ?  and  that,  too,  while 
ignorance  and  infamy  are  wallowing  in 
wealth — while  charlatanry  and  quack- 
ery of  all  kinds  are  bloated  with  suc- 

•  This  worthy  (a  Mr  C by  name)  lived 

at  this  time  in  the  region  of  St  George's  in 
the  East 


Digitized  by 


Google 


EABLT  STBUQGLES. 


cess  I  Full  of  such  thoughts  as  these, 
how  often  have  I  slimk  stealthily  along 
the  streets  of  London,  on  cold  and 
dreary  winter  eyenings,  almost  faint^ 
ing  with  long  ahstinence,  yet  reluctant 
to  return  home  and  incur  the  expense 
of  an  ordinary  family  dinner,  while 
my  wife's  situation  required  the  most 
rigorous  economy  to  enable  us  to  meet, 
even  in  a  poor  and  small  way,  the  exi- 
gencies of  her  approaching  accouche- 
ment! How  often — ay,  hundreds  of 
times — ^have  I  envied  the  coarse  and 
filthy  iaxe  of  the  minor  eating-houses, 
and  been  content  to  interrupt  a  twelye 
hours*  fast  with  a  bun  or  biscuit  and  a 
draught  of  water  or  turbid  table-beer, 
imder  the  wretched  pretence  of  being 
in  too  great  a  hunr  to  go  home  to 
dinner!  I  haye  often  gazed  with 
enyy — once,  I  recollect,  in  particular 
— on  dogs  eating  their  huge  daily  slice 
of  boiled  horse's  flesh,  ana  enyiea  their 
contented  and  satiated  looks!  With 
what  ang^h  of  heart  haye  I  seen 
carriages  setting  down  company  at 
the  door  of  a  house,  illuminated  by 
the  glare  of  a  hundred  tapers,  where 
were  ladies  dressed  in  the  extreme  of 
fashion,  whose  cast-  off  clothes  would 
haye  enabled  me  to  acquire  a  tolerably 
respectable  livelihood !  0,  ye  sons  and 
daughters  of  luxury  and  extravagance ! 
how  many  thousands  of  needy  and  de- 
serving feunilies  would  rejoice  to  eat  of 
the  crumbs  which  fall  from  your  tables, 
and  they  may  not ! 

I  have  stood  many  a  time  at  my  par- 
lour window,  and  envied  the  kitchen 
fare  of  the  servants  of  my  wealthy 
opposite  neighbour;  while  I  protest  1 
have  been  ashamed  to  look  our  own 
servant  in  the  face,  as  she,  day  after 
day,  served  up  for  two  what  was  little 
more  than  sufficient  for  one :  and  yet, 
bitter  mockery !  I  was  to  support  abroad 
the  farce  of  a  cheerful  ana  respectable 
professional  exterior. 

«  «  *  * 

Two  days  after  the  occurrence  at  St 
James's  Park,  above  related,  I  was,  as 
usual,  reading  the  columns  of  adver- 
tisements in  one  of  the  daily  papers, 
when  my  eyes  lit  on  the  following : — 

"The  professional  gentleman,  who, 
a  day  or  two  ago,  had  some  conversa- 


tion on  the  subject  of  asthma,  with  an 
vnodUdf  on  one  of  the  benches  of  St 
James's  Park,  is  particularly  requested 
to  forward  his  name  and  address  to  W. 
J.,  care  of  Messrs ." 

I  almost  let  the  paper  fall  from  my 
hands  with  delighted  surprise.  That 
I  was  the  "professional  gentleman" 
alluded  to,  was  clear ;  and  on  the  slen- 
der foundation  of  this  advertisement, 
I  had,  in  a  few  moments,  built  a  large 
and  splendid  superstructure  of  good  for- 
tune. I  had  hardly  calmness  enough 
to  call  my  wife,  who  was  engaged  with 
some  small  household  matters,  for  the 
purpose  of  communicating  the  good 
news  to  her.  I  need  harmy  say  with 
what  eagerness  I  complied  with  the  re- 
quisitions of  the  advertisement.  Half 
an  hour  beheld  my  name  and  address 
in  an  envelope,  with  the  superscription, 

"  W.  J.,"  lymg  at  Messrs 's,  who 

were  stationers.  After  passing  a  most 
anxious  and  sleepless  night,  agitated 
b^r  aU  kinds  of  hopes  and  fears,  my 
wife  and  I  were  sitting  at  breakfast, 
when  a  livery  servant  knocked  at  the 
door  ;   and,  after  inquiring  whether 

"  Dr "  was  at  home,  left  a  letter. 

It  was  an  envelope,  containing  the 

card  of  address  of  Sir  William , 

No.  26, Street,  accompanied  with 

the  following  note : — 

"  Sir  William ^"s  compliments  to 

Dr  - — f  and  will  feel  obliged  by  his 
looking  in  in  the  course  of  the  morn- 
ing." 

"Now 'be  calm,  my  dear ,"  said 

Emily,  as  she  saw  my  fluttering  ex- 
citement of  manner.  But,  alas  I  that 
was  impossible.  I  was  impatient  for 
the  hour  of  twelve ;  and  precisely  as 
the  clock  struck,  I  sallied  forth  to  visit 
my  titled  patient.  All  the  way  I  went, 
I  was  taxmff  my  ingenuity  for  pallia- 
tives, remedies  for  asthma:  I  would 
new-reg^ate  his  diet  and  plan  of  life 
— ^in  short,  I  would  do  wonders ! 

Sir  William,  who  was  sitting  gasp- 
ing by  the  fireside,  received  me  with 
great  courtesy ;  and  after  motioning 
his  niece,  a  charming  young  woman, 
to  retire,  told  me,  he  had  been  so  much, 
interested  by  my  remarks  the  other 
day  in  the  Park,  that  he  felt  inclined 
to  follow  my  advice,  and  put  himself 
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under  my  care  altogether.  He  then 
entered  on  a  history  of  his  complaints. 
I  found  his  constitution  was  entirely 
broken  up,  and  that  in  a  yery  little 
while  it  must  fall  to  pieces.  I  told 
him,  however,  that  if  he  would  adhere 
strictly  to  the  regimen  I  proposed,  I 
could  promise  him  great  if  not  jp&r- 
manent  relief.  He  listened  to  what  I 
said  with  the  utmost  interest.  "Do 
you  think  you  could  prolong  my  life, 
Doctor,  for  two  years  ?  "  said  he,  with 
emotion.  I  told  him,  I  certainly  could 
not  pretend  to  promise  him  so  much-. 
"  My  only  reason  for  asking  the  ques- 
tion," he  replied,  "is  mv  beloved  niece, 
that  young  lady,  who  nas  just  left  us. 
If  I  cannot  live  for  two  years  or  eigh- 
teen months  longer,  it  will  be  a  bitter 
thing  for  her ! "— Se  sighed  deeply,  and 
added  abruptly — "But  of  that  more 
hereafter.  1  hope  to  see  you  to-mor- 
row. Doctor."  He  insisted  on  my  ac- 
cepting five  guineas,  in  return  for  the 
two  visits  he  said  he  had  received;  and 
I  took  my  departure.  I  felt  altogether 
a  new  man,  as  I  walked  home.  My 
spirits  were  more  light  and  buoyant 
than  they  had  been  for  many  a  long 
month ;  for  I  could  not  help  thinking, 
that  I  had  now  a  fair  chance  of  intro- 
duction into  res{)ectable  practice.  My 
wife  shared  my  joy ;  ana  we  were  as 
happy  for  the  rest  of  that  day,  as  if 
we  had  already  surmounted  the  heavy 
difficulties  which  oppressed  us. 

I  attended  Sir  William  every  day 
that  week,  and  received  a  fee  of  two 
guineas  for  each  visit.    On  Sunday  I 

met  the  family  physician.  Sir ^  who 

had  just  been  released  from  attendance 
on  one  of  the  Boyal  Family.  He  was 
a  polite  but  haughty  man ;  and  seemed 
inclined  to  be  much  displeased  with 
Sir  William  for  calling  me  in.  When 
I  entered.  Sir  William  introduced  me 

to  him  as  "Dr ."    "Dr ,  of 

— —  Square  ?  "  inquired  the  other  phy- 
sician, carelessly.  I  told  him  wnere 
I  lived.  He  affected  to  be  reflecting 
where  the  street  was ;  it  was  the  one 
next  to  that  in  which  he  himself  re- 
sided. There  is  nothing  in  the  world 
so  easy,  as  for  the  eminent  members  of 
our  profession  to  take  the  bread  out  of 
the  mouths  of  their  younger  brethren 


with  the  best  p^ace  in  the  world.    So 

Sir contrived  in  the  present  case. 

He  assured  Sir  William,  that  nothing 
was  calculated  to  do  him  so  much  good 
as  change  of  air.  Of  course,  I  could 
not  but  assent.  The  sooner,  he  said, 
Sir  William  left  town  the  better.  Sir 
William  asked  me  if  I  concurred  in 
that  opinion  ? — Certainly.  He  set  off 
for  Worthing  two  days  after;  and  I 
lost  the  best,  and  almost  the  only  pa- 
tient I  had  then  ever  had;  for  Sir 
William  died  after  three  weeks'  resi- 
dence at  Worthing. 

This  circumstance  occasioned  me 
g^eat  depression  of  spirits.  Nothing 
that  I  touched  seemea  to  prosper ;  and 
the  transient  glimpses  I  occasionally 
obtained  of  good  fortime,  seemed  given 
only  to  tantalise  me,  and  enhance  the 
bitterness  of  the  contrast.  My  store  of 
money  was  reduced  at  last  from  £3000 
to  £25  in  cash ;  my  debts  amounted  to 
upwards  of  £100 ;  and  in  six  months, 
another  £225  would  be  due  to  old 
L !  My  wife,  too,  had  been  con- 
fined, and  there  was  another  source  of 
expense;  for  both  she  and  my  little 
daughter  were  in  a  very  feeble  state 
of  health.  Still,  sweetly  wishful  to 
accommodate  herself  to  one  lowered  in 
circumstances,  she  almost  broke  my 
heart  one  day  with  the  proposal  of  dis- 
missing our  servant,  the  whole  of  whose 
labour  my  poor  sweet  Emily  herself 
undertook  to  perform!  No,  no — this 
was  too  much;  the  tears  of  agony 
gushed  from  my  eyes,  as  I  folded  her 
delicate  frame  in  my  arms,  and  assured 
her  that  Providence  would  never  per- 
mit so  much  virtue  and  gentleness  to 
be  degraded  into  such  hwniliating  ser- 
vitude. I  said  this ;  but  my  heart  hea- 
vily misgave  me,  that  a  more  wretched 
prospect  was  before  her ! 

I  have  often  sat  by  my  small,  soli- 
tary parlour  fire,  and  pondered  over 
our  misery  and  misfortunes,  till  almost 
frenzied  with  the  violence  of  my  emo- 
tions. Where  was  I  to  look  for  relief? 
What  earthly  remedy  was  there  ?  0 
my  Gk)d !  thou  alone  knowest  what 
this  poor  heart  of  mine  suffered  in  such 
times  as  these,  not  on  my  own  account, 
but  for  those  beloved  beings  whose  ruin 
was  implicated  in  mine !    What,  how- 
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ever,  was  to  be  done  at  the  present 

crisis,  seeing,  at  Christmas,  old  L 

wonld  come  upon  me  for  his  interest, 
and  my  other  creditors  would  insist  on 
paym^t  ?  A  dreary  mist  came  over 
my  mind's  eye  whenever  I  attempted 
to  look  steadily  forward  into  fntnrity. 
I  had  written  several  times  to  my  kind 

and  condescending  friend,  Lord , 

who  stiU  continued  abroad ;  but  as  I 
knew  not  to  what  part  of  the  Continent 
to  direct,  and  the  servants  of  his  family 
pretended  they  knew  not,  I  left  my  let- 
ters at  his  town  house,  to  be  forwarded 
with  his  quarterly  packages.  I  sup- 
pose my  letters  must  nave  been  opened, 
and  burned,  as  little  other  than  pester- 
ing, begging  letters ;  for  I  never  heard 
from  him. 

I  have  often  heard  from  my  father, 
that  we  had  a  sort  of  fiftieth  cousin  in 
London,  a  baronet  of  great  wealth,  who 
had  married  a  distant  relation  of  our 
family,  on  accoimt  solely  of  her  beauty ; 
but  that  he  was  one  of  the  most  haughty 
and  arrogant  men  breathing — ^had,  in 
the  most  insolent  manner,  disavowed 
the  relationship,  and  treated  my  father, 
on  one  occasion,  very  contumeliously ; 
a  fate  I  had  myself  shared,  as  the  reader 
may  recollect,  not  long  ago.*  Since 
then,  however,  the  pressure  of  accu- 
mulated misfortunes  had  a  thousand 
times  forced  upon  me  the  idea  of  once 
more  applying  to  this  man,  and  stating 
my  circumstances.  As  one  is  easily 
induced  to  believe  what  one  toisJiea  to 
be  true,  I  could  not  help  thinMngthat 
surely  he  must  in  some  degree  relent, 
if  informed  of  our  utter  misery ;  but 
my  heart  always  failed  me  when  I  took 
my  pen  in  hand  to  write  to  him.  I 
was  at  a  loss  for  terms  in  which  to 
state  our  distress  most  feelingly,  and 
in  a  manner  best  calculated  4o  arrest 
his  attention.  I  had,  however,  after 
infinite  reluctance,  addressed  a  letter 
of  this  sort  to  his  lady;  who,  I  am 

sorry  to  say,  shared  all  Sir 's  h<m- 

tear;  and  received  an  answer  from  a 
fashionable  watering-place,  where  her 
ladyship  was  spending  the  summer 
months.    This  is  it : — 

"  Lady 's  compliments  to  Dr 

♦  Pago  4. 


^  and  having  received  his  letter, 

and  given  it  her  best  consideration,  is 
happy  in  being  able  to  request  Dr 

8  acceptance  of  the  enclosed; 

which,  however,  owing  to  Sir *s 

temporary  embarrassment  in  pecuniary 
matters,  she  has  had  some  difficulty 
in  sending.  She  is,  therefore,  under 
the  painful  necessity  of  requesting  Dr 
to  abstain  from  future  applica- 
tions of  this  sort.     As  to  Dr  's 

oflter  of  his  medical  services  to  Lady 

*s  family,  when  in  town.  Lady 

-s must  beg  to  decline  them,  as  the 

present  pljiysician  has  attended  the 
family  for  years,  and  neither  Lady 
nor  Sir see  any  reason  for 


_  to  Dr ." 

The  enclosure  was  £10,  which  I  was 
on  the  point  of  returning  in  a  blank 
envelope,  indignant  at  the  cold  and 
unfeehng letter  which  accompanied  it; 
but  the  pale  sunk  cheeks  of  my  wife 
appealed  against  my  pride,  and  I  re- 
tained it.  To  return.  Eecollecting 
the  reception  of  this  application,  as 

well  as  my  former  visit  to  Sir ,  my 

heart  froze  at  the  very  idea  of  repeat- 
ing it.  To  what,  however,  willTiot 
misfortune  compel  a  man!  I  deter- 
mined, at  length,  to  call  upon  Sir ; 

to  insist  upon  being  shown  to  him.  I 
set  out  for  this  purpose,  without  tell- 
ing my  errand  to  my  wife,  who,  as  I 
have  before  stated,  was  confined  to  her 
bed,  and  in  a  very  feeble  state  of  health. 
It  was  a  fine  sunny  morning,  or  rather 
noon ;  all  that  I  passed  seemed  happy 
and  contented ;  their  spirits  exhilarated 
by  the  genial  weather,  and  sustained 
by  the  successful  prosecution  of  busi- 
ness. My  heart,  however,  was  flutter- 
ing feebjy  beneath  the  pressure  of  an- 
ticipated disappointment.  I  was  going 
in  the  spirit  of  a  forlorn  hope ;  with  a 
dogged  determination  to  make  the  a:t- 
tempt;  to  J&now  that  even  this  door  was 
shut  against  me.    My  knees  trembled 

beneath  me  as  I  entered Place,  and 

saw  elegant  equipages  standing  at  the 
doors  of  most  of  the  gloomy,  but  mag- 
nificent houses,  which  seemed  to  frown 
off  such  insignificant  and  wretched  in- 
dividuals as  myself.  How  could  I  ever 
muster  resolution  enough,  I  thought, 
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to  ascend  the  steps,  and  knock  and  ring 
in  a  sufficiently  anthoritatiye  manner 
to  be  attended  to  ?  It  is  laughable  to 
relate,  but  I  conld  not  refrain  from 
stepping  back  into  a  by-street,  and 
gettmg  a  small  glass  of  some  cordial 
spirit  to  give  me  a  little  firmness.  At 
length  I  ventm*ed  again  into  ••— 

Place,  and  found  Sir *8  house  on 

the  opposite  side.  There  was  no  one 
to  be  seen  but  some  footmen  in  un- 
dress, lolling  indolently  at  the  dining- 
room  window,  and  making  their  re- 
marks on  passers-by.  I  dreaded  these 
fellows  as  much  as  their  master !  It  was 
no  use,  however,  indulging  in  thoughts 
of  that  kind ;  so  I  crossed  over,  and 
lifting  the  hu^e  knocker,  made  a  to- 
lerably decided  application  of  it,  and 
pulled  the  bell  with  what  I  fancied  was 
a  sudden  and  imperative  jerk.  The 
summons  was  instantly  answered  by 
the  corpulent  porter,  who,  seeing  no- 
thing but  a  plain  pedestrian,  kept  hold 
of  the  door,  and  leaning  against  the 
door-post,  asked  me  familiarly  what 
were  my  commands. 

"Is  Sir at  home?" 

"  Ye — es,"  said  the  fellow,  in  a  su- 
percilious tone. 

"  Can  he  be  spoken  to  ?" 

"I  think  he  can't,  for  he  wasn*t 
home  till  six  o'clock  this  morning  from 
the  Duchess  of *s.'* 

"  Can  I  wait  for  him  ?  and  will  you 
show  him  this  card,"  said  I,  tendering 
it  to  him — "  and  say  I  have  particular 
business?" 

"Coiddn't  look  in  again  at  four, 
could  you  ?"  he  inquired,  in  the  same 
tone  of  cool  assurance. 

"  No,  sir,"  I  replied,  kindling  with 
indignation ;  "  my  business  is  urgent 
— ^I  shall  wait  now." 

With  a  yawn  he  opened  the  door  for 
me,  and  called  to  a  servant  to  show  me 
into  the  antechamber,  saying,  I  must 
make  up  my  mind  to  wait  an  hour  or 

two,  as  Sir was  then  only  just 

getting  up,  and  would  be  an  hour  at 
least  at  his  breakfast.  He  then  left  me, 
saying  he  would  send  my  card  up  to 
his  master.  My  spirits  were  somewhat 
ruffled  and  agitated  with  having  forced 
my  way  thus  far  through  the  frozen 
island  of  English  aristocracy,  and  I  sat 


down  determined  to  wait  patiently  till 

I  was  summoned  up  to  Sir I 

could  hear  several  equipa^s  dashing 
up  to  the  door,  and  the  visitors  they 
brought  were  always  shown  up  imme- 
diately. I  rung  the  bell  and  asked  a 
servant  why  I  was  suffered  to  wait  so 

long,  as  Sir was  clearly  visible 

now? 

"  Ton  honour,  I  don't  know  indeed," 
said  the  fellow,  coolly  shutting  the 
door. 

Boiling  with  indignation,  I  resumed 
my  seat,  then  walked  to  and  fro,  and 
presenter  sat  down  again.  Soon  after- 
wards, I  heard  the  French  valet  order- 
ing the  carriage  to  be  in  readiness  in 
htdf  an  hour.  I  rung  again ;  the  same 
servant  answered.  He  walked  into 
the  room,  and  standing  near  me,  asked, 
in  a  faaniliar  tone,  what  I  wanted. 

"  Show  me  up  to  Sir ,  for  I  shall 

wait  no  longer,"  said  I,  sternly. 

"  Can*t,  sir,  indeed,"  he  replied,  with 
a  smirk  on  His  face. 

"  Has  my  card  been  shown  to  Sir 
?"  I  inquired,  struggling  to  pre- 
serve my  temper. 

"  111  ask  the  porter  if  he  gave  it  to 

Sir 'a  valet,    he  replied,  and  shut 

the  door. 

^  About  ten  minutes  afterwards  a  car- 
riage drove  up ;  there  was  a  bustle  on 
the  stairs,  and  in  the  hall.    I  heard  a 

voice  saying,  "  If  Lord calls,  tell  • 

him  I  am  gone  to  his  house ; "  in  a  few 
moments,  the  steps  of  the  carriage  were 
let  down — ^the  carriage  drove  off — and 
all  was  quiet.    Once  more,  I  rung. 

"  Is  Sir now  at  liberty?" 

"  Oh !  he's  gone  out,  sir,''  said  the 
same  servant,  who  had  twice  before 
answered  my  summons.  The  videt 
then  entered.  I  asked  him,  with  lips 
quivering  with  indignation,  why  I  had 
not  seen  Sir ?  I  was  given  to  un- 
derstand that  my  card  had  been  shown 
the  Baronet — ^that  he  said,  "I've  no 
time  to  attend  to  this  person,"  or  words 
to  that  effect-^nd  had  left  his  house 
without  deigning  to  notice  me !  With- 
out uttering  more  than  "  Show  me  the 
door,  sir,"  to  the  servant,  I  took  my 
departure,  determining  to  perish  rather 
than  make  a  second  application.  To 
anticipate  my  narrative  a  little,  I  may 
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state  that,  ten  years  afterwards,  Sir 
f  who  had  become  dreadfully  ad- 
dicted to  gambling,  lost  all  his  pro- 
perty, and  died  sudaenly  of  an  apoplec- 
tic seizure,  brought  on  by  a  paroxysm 
of  fdry !  Thus  did  Providence  reward 
this  selfish  and  unfeeling  man. 

I  walked  about  the  town  for  several 
hours,  endeavouring  to  wear  off  that 
air  of  cha^n  and  sorrow  which  had 
been  occasioned  by  my  reception  at  Sir 

*s.    Something  must  be  done,  and 

that  immediately ;  for  absolute  starva- 
tion was  now  before  us.  I  could  think 
of  but  two  other  quarters  where  I  could 
apply  for  a  little  temporary  relief.  I 
resolved  to  write  a  note  to  a  very  cele- 
brated and  successful  brother  practi- 
tioner, stating  my  necessities  —  ac- 
quainting him  candidly  with  my  whole 
circumstances,  and  soliciting  the  fa- 
vour of  a  temporary  accommodation  of 
a  few  pounds — ^twenty  was  the  sum  I 
ventured  to  name.  I  wrote  the  letter 
at  a  coffeehouse,  and  returned  home. 
I  spent  all  that  evening  in  attempting 
to  picture  to  myself  the  reception  it 
would  meet  with.  I  tried  to  put  my- 
self in  the  place  of  him  I  had  written 
to,  and  fancy  the  feelings  with  which 
I  should  receive  a  similar  application. 
I  need  not,  however,  tantalise  the 
reader.  After  nearly  a  fortnijifht's  sus- 
pense, I  received  the  following  reply 
to  my  letter.  I  shall  give  it  verbatim^ 
after  premising,  that  the  writer  of  it 
was  at  that  time  making  about  £10,000 
or  £12,000  a-vear  :— 

** encloses  a  trifle  Cone  ffuineaj 

to  Dr ;  wishes  it  may  be  service- 
able ;  but  must  say,  that  when  young 
men  attempt  a  station  in  life  without 
competent  funds  to  meet  it,  they  can- 
not wonder  if  they  fail. 
" Square." 

The  other  quarter  was  old  Mr  Q , 

our  Lidian  lodger.  Though  an  eccen- 
tric and  reserved  man,  shunning  all 
company,  except  that  of  a  favourite 
black  servant,  t  thought  he  might  yet 
be  liberal.  As  he  was  somethmg  of  a 
character,  I  must  be  allowed  a  word  or 
two  about  him,  in  passing.  Though 
he  occupied  the  whole  of  the  first  floor 
of  my  house,  I  seldom  saw  him.  In 
truth,  he  was  little  else  than  a  bronze 


fireside  fixture — ^all  day  long,  summer 
and  winter,  protected  from  the  intru- 
sion of  draughts  and  visitors,  which 
equally  annoyed  him,  by  a  huee  fold- 
ing-screen— swathed,  mummj-Tike,  in 
flannel  and  fiirs — squalling  incessant 
execrations  against  the  chnly  EngUsh 
climate — and  solacing  himself,  alter- 
nately, with  sleep,  caudle,  and  curry. 
He  would  sit  for  hours  listening  to  a 
strange  cluttering  (I  know  no  word  but 
this  that  can  give  anything  like  an 
idea  of  it),  and  most  melancholy  noise, 
uttered  by  his  black  grizzle-headed  ser- 
vant— which  I  was  given  to  under- 
stand was  a  species  of  Indian  song — 
evincing  his  satisfaction  by  a  face  cu- 
riously puckered  together,  and  small 
beady  black  eyes,  guttering  with  the 
light  of  vertical  suns :  thus,  I  say,  he 
would  sit  till  both  dropt  asleep.  He 
was  very  fond  of  this  servant  (whose 
name  was  Clinquabor,  or  something  of 
that  sort),  and  yet  would  kick  and 
strike  him  with  great  violence  on  the 
slightest  occasions. 

Without  being  sordidly  self-inter- 
ested, I  candidly  acknowledge,  that  on 
receiving  him  into  our  house,  and  sub- 
mitting to  divers  inconveniences  from 
his  strange  forei^  fancies,  I  had  calcu- 
lated on  his  proving  a  lucrative  lodger. 
I  was,  however,  very  much  mistaken. 
He  uniformly  discouraged  my  visits, 
by  evincing  the  utmost  restlessness, 
and  even  trepidation,  whenever  I  ap- 
proached. He  was  more  tolerant  of 
my  wife's  visits ;  but  even  to  her  could 
not  help  intimating  in  pretty  plain 
terms,  on  more  occasions  than  one, 
that  he  had  no  idea  of  being  "  drugged 
to  death  by  his  landlord."  On  one  oc- 
casion, however,  his  servant  came  stut- 
tering with  agitation  into  my  room, 
that  "hib  massa  wis  to  see — a — a 
Docta."  I  found  him  suffering  from 
the  heartburn ;  submitted  to  his  asth- 
matic querulousness  for  nearly  half  an 
hour ;  prescribed  the  usual  remedies ; 
and  received  in  return — a  guinea? — 
No,  a  curious,  ugly,  and  perfectly  use- 
less cane,  with  which  (to  enhance  its 
value)  he  assured  me  he  had  once  kept 
a  lar^  snake  at  bay!  On  another 
occasion,  in  return  for  similar  profes- 
sional  assistance,  he  dismissed   me 
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without  tendering  me  a  fee,  or  any- 
thing instead  of  it ;  but  sent  for  my 
wife  in  the  course  of  the  afternoon, 
and  presented  her  with  a  hideous  little 
cracked  china  teapot,  the  lid  fastened 
with  a  dingy  silver  chain,  and  the  lip 
of  the  spout  bearing  evident  marks  of 
an  ancient  compound  firacture.  He 
was  singularly  exact  in  everything  he 
did :  he  paid  his  rent,  for  instance,  at 
ten  o'clock  in  the  morning  every  quar- 
ter day,  as  long  as  he  lived  with  me. 

Such  was  the  man  whose  assistance 
I  had  at  last  determined  to  ask.  With 
infinite  hesitation  and  embarrassment, 
I  stated  my  circumstances.  He  fidg- 
eted sadly,  till  I  concluded  almost  in- 
articulate with  agitation,  by  soliciting 
the  loan  of  £300---offering,  at  the  same 
time,  to  deposit  with  him  the  lease  of 
my  house  as  a  collateral  security  for 
what  he  might  advance  me. 

"My  God!"  he  exclaimed,  falling 
back  in  his  chair,  and  elevating  his 
hands. 

"Would  you  favour  me  with  this 
sum,  Mr  G ?"  I  inquired  in  a  re- 
spectful tone. 

"  Do  you  take  me,  doctor,  for 
money-lender?" 

" No,  indeed,  sir;  but  for  an  obliging 
friend  as  well  as  lodger,  if  you  wifi 
allow  me  the  liberty." 

"  Ha!  you  think  me  a  rich  old  hunks 
come  from  India,  to  fling  his  gold  at 
every  one  he  sees  ?  " 

"  May  I  beg  an  answer,  sir?"  said 
I,  after  a  pause. 

"  I  cannot  lend  it  you,  doctor,"  he 
replied  calmly,  and  bowed  me  to  the 
door.  I  rushed  down  stairs,  almost 
gnashing  my  teeth  with  fury.  The 
Deity  seemed  to  have  marked  me  with 
a  curse.    No  one  would  listen  to  me ! 

The  next  day  my  rent  was  due; 
which,  with  Mr  G — -— 's  rent,  and  the 
savings  of  excruciating  parsimony,  I 
contrived  to  meet,     llien  came  old 

L 1     Grood  God!  what  were  my 

feelings  when  I  saw  him  hobble  up  to 
my  door.  I  civilly  assured  him,  with 
'  a  (][uaking  heart  and  ashy  cheekB,  but 
with  the  calmness  of  despair,  that 
though  it  was  not  convenient  to-day, 
he  should  have  it  in  the  morning  of  | 
the  next  day.  His  greedy,  black,  Jew- 1 


ish  eye  seemed  to  dart  into  my  very 
soul.  He  retired,  apparently  satisfied, 
and  I  almost  fell  down  and  blessed 
him  on  my  knees  for  his  forbearance. 

It  was  on  Wednesday,  two  days  after 
Christmas,  that  my  dear  Emily  came 
down  stairs  after  her  confinement. 
Though  pale  and  langtdd,  she  looked 
very  lovely,  and  her  fondness  for  me 
seemed  redoubled.  By  way  of  honour- 
ing the  season,  and  welcoming  my  dear 
wife  down  stairs,  in  spite  of  my  fear- 
ful embarrassments,  I  expended  my  last 
g^uinea  in  providing  a  tolerably  com- 
fortable dinner,  such  as  I  had  not  sat 
down  to  for  many  a  long  week.  I  was 
determined  to  cast  care  aside  for  one 
day  at  least.  The  little  table  was  set ; 
the  small  but  savoury  roast  beef  was 
on ;  and  I  was  just  <lrawing  the  cork 
of  a  solitary  bottle  of  port,  when  a 
heavy  knock  was  heard  at  the  street 
door.  I  almost  fainted  at  tiiie  sound 
— I  knew  not  why.  The  servant  an- 
swered the  door,  and  two  men  entered 
the  very  parlour,  holding  a  thin  slip 
of  parcmnent  in  their  hands. 

"In  God's  name,  who  are  you? — 
what  brings  you  here?"  I  inquired, 
or  rather  gasped — while  my  wife  sat 
silent,  trembling,  and  looking  very 
faint. 

"Are  you  the  gentleman  that  is 
named  here?"  inquired  one  of  the 
men,  in  a  civil  and  even  compassion- 
ate tone — showing  me  a  vmt  issued  by 
old  Ir— — ,  for  the  money  I  owed  him! 
My  poor  wife  saw  my  agitation,  and 
the  servant  arrived  just  in  time  to  pre- 
serve her  from  falling,  for  she  nad 
fainted.  I  had  her  carried  to  bed,  and 
was  permitted  to  wait  by  her  bedside 
for  a  few  moments ;  when,  more  dead 
than  alive,  I  surrendered  myseLf  into 
the  hands  of  the  officers.  "  Lord,  sir," 
said  they  as  I  walked  between  them, 
"  this  here  is  not,  by  no  manner  of 
means,  an  uncommon  thing,  d'ye  see 
— ^thof  it's  rather  hard,  too,  to  leave 
one's  dinner  and  one's  wife  so  sudden ! 
But  youll,  no  doubt,  soon  get  bailed — 
and  then,  you  see,  there's  a  little  time 
for  turning  in!"  I  answered  not  a 
syllable — for  I  felt  sufibcated.  Bail — 
where  was  I — a  poor,  unknown,  starv- 
ing physician— to  apply  for  it  ?    Even 
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if  I  could  succeed  in  finding  it,  would 
it  not  be  unprincipled  to  take  their  se- 
curity when  I  had  no  conceivable 
means  of  meeting  the  fearful  claim? 
What  is  the  use  of  merely  poatponing 
the  evil  day,  in  order  to  aggravate  its 
horrors?  I  shall  never  foreet  that 
half-hour,  if  I  were  to  live  a  tnousand 
years.  I  felt  as  if  I  were  stepping  into 
mj  grave.  My  heart  was  utterly 
withered  within  me. 

A  few  hours  beheld  me  the  sullen  and 
despairing  occupant  of  the  back  attic 
of  a  sponging-house  *  near  Leicester 
Square.  The  weather  was  bitterly  in- 
clement, yet  no  fire  was  allowed  one 
who  had  not  a  farthing  to  pay  for  it — 
since  I  had  slipped  the  only  money  I 
had  in  the  world — ^three  shillings — 
into  the  pocket  of  my  insensible  wife 
at  parting.  Had  it  not  been  for  my 
poor  Emuy  and  my  child,  I  think  I 
shduld  have  put  an  end  to  my  miser- 
able existence;  for  to  prison  J  must  go 
— ^if  there  was  no  miracle  to  save  me ; 
and  what  was  to  become  of  Emily  and 
her  little  one  ?  Jewels  she  had  none 
to  pawn — ^my  books  had  nearly  all 
disappeared — ^the  scanty  remnants  of 
our  furniture  were  not  worth  selling. 
Great  God !  I  was  nearly  firantic  when 
I  thought  of  all  this.  I  sat  up  the 
whole  night  without  fire  or  candle  (for 
the  brutal  wretch  in  whose  custody  I 
was,  suspected  I  had  money  with  me, 
.  and  would  not  part  with  it^.till  nearly 
seven  o'clock  in  the  mommg,  when  1 
sank,  in  a  state  of  stupor,  on  the  bed, 
and  fell  asleep.  How  long  I  continued 
so  I  know  not ;  for  I  was  roused  from  a 
dreary  dream  by  some  one  embracing 
me,  and  repeatedly  kissing  my  lips 
and  forehead.  It  was  my  poor  Emily ! 
who,  at  the  inmiinent  risk  of  her  life, 
having  found  out  where  I  was,  had 
hurried  to  bring  me  the  news  of  re- 
lease ;  for  she  had  succeeded  in  obtain- 
ing the  sum  of  £300  &om  our  lodger, 

*  "  Une  maifon  de  d^pdt,"  says  the  French 
tranalator ;  adding,  amusingly  enough,  in  a 
note—"  (1.)  Springing-hoiue  (I;  est  maison  oil 
Ton  U^pose  le  debiteur,  avant  son  installation 
definitive :  leur  ^tat  de  la  malpropret^  et  les 
ixnpdts  odieux  que  Ton  y  prdleve  sur  les  mal- 
heureux  que  Ton  y  am^ne,  sent,  dit-on,  une 
des  plaies  les  plus  honteuset^  de  la  legislation, 
et  de  la  j><inaMt6  Anglaiee." 


which  I  had  in  vain  solicited.  We 
returned  home  immediately.  I  has- 
tened up-stairs  to  our  lodger  to  express 
the  most  enthusiastic  thanks  He  lis- 
tened without  interruption,  and  then 
coldly  replied — "  I  would  rather  have 
your  note  of  hand,  sir."t  .Almost 
choked  with  mortification  at  receiving 
such  an  unfeeling  rebuff,  I  gave  him 
what  he  asked,  expecting  nothing  more 
than  that  he  would  presently  act  the 
part  of  old  L— -.  He  did  not,  how- 
ever, trouble  me. 

The  few  pounds  above  what  was  due 
to  our  relentless  creditor  L ,  suf- 
ficed to  meet  some  of  our  more  press- 
ing exigencies ;  but,  as  they  gradually 
disappeared,  my  prospects  became 
darker  than  ever.  The  agitation  and 
distress  which  recent  occurrences  had 
occasioned,  threw  my  wife  into  a  low, 
nervous,  hysterical  state,  which  added 
to  my  misfortunes;  and  her  little  in- 
fant was  sensibly  pining  away,  as  if 
in  tmconscious  sympathy  with  its 
wretched  parents.  Where  now  were 
we  to  look  for  help?  We  had  a  new 
creditor,  to  a  serious  amount,  in  Mr 
Q»— — ,  our  lodger;  whatever,  there- 
fore, might  be  the  extremity  of  our 
distress,  applying  to  Aw»  was  out  of 
the  question;  nay,  it  would  be  well 
if  he  proved  a  lenient  creditor.  The 
hatefiu  annuity  was  again  becoming 
due.  It  pressed  like  an  incubus  upon 
us.  The  form  of  old  L flitted  in- 
cessantly around  us,  as  though  it  were 
a  fiend,  goading  us  on  to  destruction. 
I  am  sure  I  i^oiust  often  have  raved 
firightfiilly  in  my  sleep;  for  more  than 
once  I  was  woke  hj  mj  wife  clinging 
to  me,  and  exclaimmg,  in  terrified  ac- 
cents, "  Oh,  hush,  hush don't,  for 

Heaven's  sake,  say  so ! " 

To  add  to  my  misery,  she  and  the 
infant  began  to  keep  their  bed;  and 
our  lodger,  whose  constitution  had 
been  long  ago  broken  up,  began  to  fail 
rapidly.  I  was  in  daily  and  most  ha- 
rassing attendance  on  him;  but,  of 
course,  coidd  not  expect  a  fee,  as  I  was 

i  "La  reeannaiuanee.  —  Selon  la  loi  An- 
glaise,  la  reconnaissance  d'lme  dette,  sans 
dpoque  assign^  pour  le  paiement,  est  tou- 
jours  valable  pour  Varrestation  du  signataire." 
-^IfoUqf  French  Translator. 
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already  his  debtor  to  a  large  amount. 
I  had  three  patients  who  paid  me  re- 
gularly, but  only  one  was  a  daily  pa- 
tient ;  and  I  was  obliged  to  lay  by,  out 
of  these  small  incomings,  a  cruel  por- 
tion to  meet  my  rent  and  L *s  an- 
nuity. Surely  my  situation  was  now 
like  that  of  the  tabled  scorpion,  sur- 
rounded with  fiery  destruction !  Every 
one  in  the  house,  and  my  few  acquain- 
tances without,  expressed  surprise  and 
commiseration  at  my  wretched  appear- 
ance. I  was  worn  almost  to  a  skele- 
ton; and  when  I  looked  suddenly  in 
the  glass,  my  worn  and  hollow  looks 
startled  me.  M^  fears  magnified  the 
illness  of  my  wife.  The  whole  world 
seemed  melting  away  from  me  into 
gloom  and  darkness. 

My  thoughts,  I  well  recollect,  seemed 
to  be  perpetually  occupied  with  the 
dreary  miage  of  a  desolate  churchyard, 
wet  and  cold  with  the  sleets  and  storms 
of  winter.  Oh,  that  I,  and  my  wife  and 
child,  I  have  sometimes  madly  thought, 
were  sleeping  peacefully  in  our  long 
home !  Why  were  we  brought  into  the 
world? — why  did  my  nature  prompt 
me  to  seek  my  present  station  in  so- 
ciety?— merely  for  the  purpose  of  re- 
ducmg  me  to  the  dreadful  condition  of 
him  of  old,  whose  only  consolation  fi-om 
his  friends  was — Curse  Gk>d,  and  die! 
What  had  we  done — ^what  had  our  fore- . 
fathers  done — ^that  Providence  should 
thus  frown  upon  us,  thwarting  every- 
thing we  attempted? 

Fortune,  however,  at  last  seemed 
tired  of  persecuting  me ;  and  my  affairs 
took  a  favourable  turn  when  most  they 
needed  it,  and  when  least  I  expected 
it.  On  what  small  and  insignificant 
things  do  our  fates  depend !  Truly — 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  afikirs  of  men, 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune. 

About  eight  o'clock  one  evening  in  the 
month  of  March,  I  was  walking  down 
the  Haymarket,  as  usual,  in  a  very 
disconsolate  mood,  in  search  of  some 
shop  where  I  might  execute  a  small 
commission  for  my  wife.  The  whole 
neighbourhood  in  front  of  the  Opera- 
house  door  exhibited  the  usual  scene 
of  uproar,  arising  from  clashing  car- 
riages and  quarrelsome  coachmen.  I 
was  standing  at  the  box-door,  watch- 


ing, with  sickening  feelings,  the  com- 
pany descend  from  their  carriages, 
when  a  cry  was  heard  from  the  very 
centre  of  the  crowd  of  coaches — "  Run 
for  a  doctor !  **  I  rushed  instantly  to 
the  spot,  at  the  peril  of  my  life,  an- 
noimcing  my  profession.  I  soon  made 
my  way  up  to  the  open  door  pf  a  car- 
riage, from  which  issued  the  meanings 
of  a  female,  evidently  in  great  agony. 
The  accident  was  this :  A  young  lady 
had  suddenly  stretched  her  arm  tmrough 
the  open  window  of  the  carriage  con- 
veying her  to  the  opera,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  pointing  out  to  one  of  her  com- 
panions a  brilliant  illumination  of  one 
of  the  opposite  houses.  At  that  instant 
their  coachman,  dashing  forward  to 
gain  the  open  space  opposite  the  box- 
door,  shot,  with  great  velocity  and 
within  a  hairbreadth  distance,  past  a 
retiring  carriage.  The  consequence 
was  inevitable:  a  sudden  shriek  an- 
nounced the  dislocation  of  the  young 
lady's  shoulder,  and  the  shocking  la- 
ceration of  the  fore-arm  and  hand. 
When  I  arrived  at  the  carriage-door, 
the  unfortunate  sufferer  was  lying  mo- 
tionless in  the  arms  of  an  elderly  gen- 
tleman and  a  young  lady,  both  of  them, 
as  might  be  expected,  dreadfully  agi- 
tated.   It  was  the  Earl  of and 

his  two  daughters.  Having  entered 
the  carriage,  1  placed  my  fair  patient 
in  such  a  position  as  would  prevent 
her  suffering  more  than  was  necessary 
from  the  motion  of  the  carriage  — 
despatched  one  of  the  servants  for  Mr 
Cline,  to  meet  us  on  our  arrival,  and 
then  the  coachman'  was^  ordered  to 
drive  home  as  fast  as  possible.  I  need 
not  say  more  than  that,  by  Mr  Cline's 
skill,  the  dislocation  was  quickly  re- 
duced, and  the  wounded  hand  and  arm 
duly  dressed.  I  then  prescribed  what 
medicines  were  necessary — received  a 
check  for  ten  ^ineas  from  the  Earl, 
accompanied  with  fervent  thanks  for 
my  prompt  attentions,  and  was  re- 
quested to  call  as  early  as  possible  the 
next  morning. 

As  soon  as  I  had  left  his  lordship's 
door,  I  shot  homeward  like  an  arrow. 
My  good  fortune  ^truly  it  is  an  ill  wind 
that  blows  nohoay  any  good)  was  al- 
most  too  much  for  me.    I  could  scarce 
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repress  the  violence  of  my  emotions,  but 
felt  a  continual  inclination  to  relieve 
myself,  by  singing,  shouting,  or  com- 
mitting some  other  such  extravagance. 
I  arrived  at  home  in  a  very  few  mi- 
nutes, and  rushed  breathless  up-stairs, 
joy  glittering  in  my  eyes,  to  communi- 
cate— inarticulate  with  emotion — my 
good  fortune  to  my  wife,  and  congra- 
tulate ourselves  that  the  door  of  profes- 
sional success  seemed  at  length  really 
opened  to  us.  How  tenderly  she  tried 
to  calm  my  excitement,  and  moderate 
my  expectations,  without,  at  the  same 
time,  depressing  my  spirits  !  I  did 
certainly  feel  somewhat  damped,  when 
I  recollected  the  little  incident  of  my 

introduction  to  Sir  William ,  and 

its  abrupt  and  unexpected  termination. 
JliiSy  however,  seemed  a  very  different 
affair ;  and  the  event  {proved  that  my 
expectations  were  not  ill-foimded. 

1  continued  in  constant  attendance 
on  my  fair  patient,  who  was  really  a 
very  lovely  girl ;  and,  by  unremittmg 
and  anxious  attentions,  so  conciliated 
the  favour  of  the  Earl  and  the  rest  of 
the  family,  that  the  Countess,  who  had 
long  been  an  invalid,  was  committed 
to  my  care,  jointly  with  that  of  the  fa- 
mily physician.  I  need  hardly  say, 
that  my  poor  services  were  most  nobly 
remunerated;  and  more  than  this — 
having  succeeded  in  securing  the  con- 
fidence of  the  family,  it  was  not  many 
weeks  before  I  had  the  honour  of  visit- 
ing one  or  two  of  their  connections  of 
high  rank :  and  I  felt  conscious  that  I 
was  laying  the  foundation  of  a  fashion- 
able and  lucrative  practice.  "With  joy 
unutterable,  I  contrived  to  be  ready  for 
our  half-yearly  tormentor,  old  L-- — ; 
and  somewhat  surprised  him,  by  ask- 
ing, with  an  easy  air — oh,  the  luxury 
of  that  moment ! — when  he  wished  for 
a  return  of  his  principal.  Of  course, 
he  was  not  desirous  of  losing  such  in- 
terest as  I  was  paying ! 

I  had  seen  too  much  of  the  bitter- 
ness of  adversity  to  suffer  the  dawn  of 
good  fortune  to  elate  me  into  too  great 
confidence.  I  now  husbanded  my  re- 
sources with  rigorous  economy,  and 
had,  in  return,  the  inexpressible  satis- 
faction of  being  able  to  pay  my  way, 


and  stand  fair  with  aU^  my  creditors. 
Oh,  the  rapture  of  being  able  to  |)ay 
every  one  his  own  I  My  beloved  Bmily 
appeared  in  that  society  which  she  was 
born  to  ornament ;  and  we  numbered 
several  families  of  high  respectability 
amon^  our  visiting  friends.  As  is  usual 
in  such  cases,  whenever  accident  threw 
me  in  the  way  of  those  who  formerly 
scowled  upon  me  contemptuously,  1 
was  received  with  an  excess  of  civility. 
The  very  physician  who  sent  me  the 
munificent  donation  of  a  guinea,  I  met 
in  consultation,  and  made  his  cheeks 
tingle,  by  returning  him  the  loan  he 
had  advanced  me ! 

In  four  years*  time  fi-om  the  occur- 
rence at  the  Haymarket,  I  contrived 

to  pay  old  L his  £3000  (though  he 

did  not  live  a  month  after  signing  the 
receipt),  and  thus  escaped — blessed  be 
God ! — ^for  ever  from  tne  fangs  of  the 
money-lenders.  A  word  or  two,  also, 
about  our  Indian  lodger.  He  died 
about  eighteen  months  after  the  acci- 
dent I  have  been  relating.  His  sole 
heir  was  a  young  lieutenant  in  the 
navy ;  and  very  much  to  my  surprise 
and  gratification,  in  a  codicil  to  old 

Mr  G* 's  will,  I  was  left  a  legacy  of 

£2000,  including  the  £300  he  had  lent 
mtf,  saying,  it  was  some  return  for  the 
many  attentions  he  had  received  from 
us  since  he  had  been  our  lodger,  and 
as  a  mark  of  his  approbation  of  the 
honourable  and  virtuous  principles  by 
which,  he  said,  he  had  always  per- 
ceived our  conduct  to  be  actuated. 

Twelve  years  from  this  period,  my 
income  amounted  to  between  £3000 
and  £4000  a-year ;  and  as  my  family 
was  increasing,  I  thought  my  means 
warranted  a  more  extensive  establish- 
ment. I  therefore  removed  into  a  large 
and  elegant  house,  and  set  up  my  car- 
riage. The  recollection  of  past  times 
has  taught  me  at  least  one  useful  les- 
son— whether  my  life  be  long  or  short 
— to  bear  success  with  moderation,  and 
never  to  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  applica- 
tions from  the  younger  and  less  suc- 
cessful members  of  my  profession. 

Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adyersity ; 
Which,  like  a  toad,  u^ly  and  venomous, 
Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head. 
B 
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CHAPTER   IL 


CANCER. 


One  often  hears  of  the  great  firmness 
of  the  female  sex,  and  their  powers  of 
enduring  a  degree  of  physical  pain, 
which  would  utterly  breat  down  the 
stubborn  strength  of  man.  An  inter- 
esting exemplification  of  this  remark 
will  be  found  in  the  short  narrative 
immediately  following.  The  event 
made  a  strong  impression  on  my  mind 
at  the  time,  and  I  thought  it  well 
worthy  of  an  entry  in  my  Diary. 
I  had  for  several  months  been  in 

constant  attendance  on  a  Mrs  St , 

a  young  married  lady  of  considerable 
family  and  fortune,  who  was  the  vic- 
tim of  that  terrible  scourge  of  the  fe- 
male sex,  a  cancer.  To  creat  person- 
al attractions,  she  added  uncommon 
sweetness  of  disposition ;  and  the  for- 
titude with  which  she  submitted  to  the 
agonising  inroads  of  her  malady,  to- 
gether with  her  ardent  expressions  of 
gratitude  for  such  temporary  allevia- 
tions as  her  anxious  medical  attend- 
ants could  supply,  contributed  to  in- 
spire me  with  a  very  lively  interest  in 
her  fate.  I  can  conscientiously  say, 
that,  during  the  whole  period  of  my 
attendance,  I  never  heard  a  word  of 
complaint  fall  from  her,  nor  witnessed 
any  indications  of  impatience  or  irri- 
tability. I  found  her,  one  morning, 
stretched  on  the  crimson  sofa  in  the 
drawing-room  ;  and,  though  her  pallid 
features  and  gently  corrugated  eye- 
brows evidenced  the  intense  s^ony  she 
was  suffering,  on  my  inquiring  what 
sort  of  a  night  she  had  passed,  she  re- 
plied, in  a  calm  but  tremulous  tone, 
"  Oh,  doctor,  I  have  had  a  dreadful 

night !  but  I  am  glad  Captain  St 

was  not  with  me ;  for  it  would  have 
made  him  very  wretched."  At  that 
moment,  a  fine  flaxen-haired  little  boy. 


her  first  and  only  child,  came  running 
into  the  room,  his  blue  laughing  eyes 
glittering  with  innocent  merriment. 
I  took  him  on  my  knee  and  amused 
him  with  my  watch,  in  order  that  he 
might  not  disturb  his  mother.  The 
poor  sufferer,  after  gazing  on  him  with 
an  air  of  intense  fondness  for  some  mo- 
ments, suddenly  covered  her  eyes  with 
her  hand  (oh !  how  slender — ^how  snowy 
— ^how  almost  transparent  was  that 
hand !),  and  I  presently  saw  the  tears 
trickling  through  her  nneers ;  but  she 
uttered  not  a  word.  There  was  the 
mother  I  The  ags^ravated  malignity  of 
her  disorder  rendered  an  operation  at 
length  inevitable.  The  eminent  sur- 
geon who,  jointly  with  myself,  was 
in  regular  attendance  on  her,  feel- 
ingly communicated  the  intelligence, 
and  asked  whether  she  thought  she 
had  fortitude  enough  to  submit  to  an 
operation  ?  She  assured  him,  with  a 
sweet  smile  of  resignation,  that  she 
had  for  some  time  been  suspecting  as 
much,  and  had  made  up  her  mind  to 
submit  to  it ;  but  on  two  conditions — 
that  her  husband  (who  was  then  at 
sea)  should  not  be  informed  of  it  till  it 
was  over ;  and  that,  during  the  opera- 
tion, she  should  not  be  in  anywise 
bound  or  blindfolded.  Her  calm  *and 
decisive  manner  convinced  me  that 
remonstrance  would  be  useless.    Sir 

looked  at  me  with  a  doubtful  air. 

She  observed  it,  and  said,  "  I  see  what 

you  are  thinking.  Sir ;  but  I  hope 

to  show  you  that  a  woman  has  more 
courage  than  you  seem  willing  to  give 
her  credit  for."  In  short,  after  the 
surgeon  had  acquiesced  in  the  latter 
condition — ^to  which  he  had  especially 
demurred — a  day  was  fixed  for  the 
operation— subject,  of  course,  to  Mrs 
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St 's  state  of  health.    When  the 

Wednesday  arrived,  it  was  with  some 
i^tation  that  I  entered  Sir *s  car- 
riage, in  company  with  himself  and  his 

senior  pupil,  Mr .    I  could  scarce 

avoid  a  certain  nervous  tremor — ^unpro- 
fessional as  it  may  seem— when  I  saw 
the  servant  place  the  operating-case 
on  the  seat  of  the  carriage.  "  Are  you 
sure  you  have  everything  ready,  Mr 

?  "  inquired  Sir ^  with  a  calm, 

business-like  air,  which  somewhat  irri- 
tated me.  On  being  assured  of  the  affir- 
mative, and  after  cautiously  casting  his 
eye  over  the  case  of  instruments,*  to 
make  assurance  doubly  sure,  we  drove 

off.    We  arrived  at  Mrs  St 's,  who 

resided  a  few  miles  from  town,  about 
two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  and  were 
immediately  ushered  into  the  room  in 
which  the  operation  was  to  be  per- 
formed— a  back  parlour,  the  winaow 
of  which  looked  mto  a  beautifdl  gar- 
den. I  shall  be  pardoned,  I  hope,  for 
aclmowledging,  that  the  glimpse  I 
caught  of  the  nale  and  disordered 
countenance  of  the  servant,  as  he  re- 
tired after  showing  us  into  the  room, 
somewhat  disconcerted  me ;  for,  in  ad- 
dition to  the  deep  interest  I  felt  in  the 
fate  of  the  lovely  sufferer,  I  had  al- 
ways an  abhorrence  for  the  operative 
part  of  the  profession,  which  many 
years  of  practice  did  not  suffice  to  re- 
move. Tne  necessary  arrangements 
being  at  length  completed — consisting 
of  a  hateful  array  of  instruments, 
cloths,  sponge,  warm  water,  &c.  &c. — 

a  message  was  sent  to  Mrs  St ,  to 

inform  her  all  was  ready. 

Sir was  just  making  a  jocular 

and  not  very  well-timed  allusion  to  my 
agitated  air,  when  the  door  was  opened, 

and  Mrs  St entered,  followed  by 

her  two  attendants.  Her  step  was  firm, 
her  air  composed,  and  her  pale  features 
irradiated  with  a  smile — sad,  however, 
as  the  cold  twilight  of  October.  She 
was  then  about  twenty-six  or  seven 
years  of  age — and,  under  all  the  dis- 

*  I  once  saw  the  life  of  a  patient  lost^ 
merely  through  the  want  of  such  simple  pre- 
caution as  that  of  Sir ,  in  the  present  in- 
stance. An  indispensable  instrument  was 
suddenly  required  in  the  midst  of  the  opera- 
tion ;  and,  to  the  dismay  of  the  operator  and 
those  around  him,  there  was  none  at  hand  1 


advantageous  circumstances  in  which 
she  was  placed,  looked  at  that  moment 
a  beautind  woman.  Her  hair  was  light 
auburn,  and  hung  back  neglectedly 
over  a  forehead  and  neck  white  as 
marble.  Her  full  blue  eyes,  wlaeb 
usually  beamed  with  a  delicious  pei^ 
sive  expression  from  beneath 

the  soft  languor  of  the  drooping  hd^ 

were  now  lighted  with  the  glitter  of  A 
restlessness  and  agitation,  which  the 
noblest  degree  of  self-command  could 
not  entirely  conceal  or  repress.  Her 
features  were  regular — ^her  nose  and 
mouth  exquisitely  chiselled — and  her 
complexion  fair,  almost  to  transpa- 
rency. Indeed,  an  eminent  medical 
writer  has  remarked,  that  the  most 
beautiful  women  are  generally  the 
subjects  of  this  terriUe  disease.  A 
large  Indian  shawl  wa»  thrown  over 
her  shoulders,  and  she  wore  a  white 
muslin  dressing-gown^  And  was  it 
this  innocent  and  beautifl^  being  who 
was  doomed  to  writhe  beneath  the  tor- 
ture and  disfigurement  of  the  operating 
knife?  M^  heart  ached.  A  decanter 
of  port  wme  and  some  glasses  were 

5 laced  on  a  small  table  near  the  win- 
ow;  she  beckoned  me  towards  it,  and 
was  going  to  speak. 

"  Allow  me,  mj  dear  madam,  to  pour 
you  a  glass  of  wme,"  said  I — or  rather 
faltered. 

"  If  it  would  do  me  good,  doctor," 
she  whispered.  She  barely  touched  the 
glass  with  her  lips,  and  then  handed 
one  to  me,  saying,  with  assumed  cheer- 
fulness, "  Come,  doctor,  I  see  you  need 
it  as  much  as  I  do,  after  all.  Yes,  doc- 
tor," she  continued,  with  emphasis, 
"  you  are  very,  very  kind  and  feeling 
to  me."  When  I  had  set  down  the 
glass,  she  continued,  "  Dear  doctor,  do 
forgive  a  woman's  weakness,  and  try 
if  jrou  can  hold  this  letter,  which  I  re- 
ceived yesterday  from  Captain , 

and  in  which  he  speaks  very  fondly, 
so  that  my  eyes  may  rest  on  his  dear 
handwriting  all  the  while  I  am  sitting 
here,  without  being  noticed  by  any  one 
else — ^will  you?" 

"  Madam,  you  must  really  excuse  me 

— it  will  agitate  ^ou — ^I  must  beg" 

**You  are  mistaken"  she  replied, 
with  firmness ;  "  it  will  rather  coi)^ 
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pose  me.     And  if  I  should'''' ex- 

Eire,  she  was  going  to  have  said — ^but 
er  tongue  refused  utterance.  8he 
then  put  the  letter  into  my  hand — 
hers  was  cold,  icy  cold,  and  clammy — 
but  I  did  not  perceive  it  tremble. 

"  In  return,  madam,  you  must  give 
me  leave  to  hold  your  hand  during  the 
operation." 

"  What — ^you  fear  me,  doctor?"  she 
replied,  with  a  faint  smile,  but  did  not 
remse  my  request.    At  this  moment. 

Sir approached  us  with  a  cheerfiil 

air,  saying,  "Well,  madam,  is  your 
t^te-lUtigte  finished?  I  want  to  get  this 
little  matter  over,  and  give  you  per- 
manent ease."  I  do  not  think  there 
ever  bved  a  professional  man  who 
could  speak  wiu  such  an  assuring  air 
as  Sir ! 

"  I  am  ready,  Sir .  Are  the  ser- 
vants sent  out?"  she  inquired  from 
one  of  the  women  present. 

"  Tes,  madam,"  she  replied,  in  tears. 

"  And  my  little  Harry  ?  "  Mrs  St 

asked,  in  a  fainter  tone.  She  was  an- 
swered in  the  affirmative. 

"Then  I  am  prepared,"  said  she, 
and  sat  down  in  the  chair  that  was 
placed  for  her.  One  of  the  attendants 
then  removed   the  shawl  from   her 

shoulders,  and  Mrs    St herself, 

with  perfect  composure,  assisted  in 
displacing  as  much  of  her  dress  as  was 

necessary.  She  then  suffered  Sir 

to  place  her  on  the  comer  side  of  the 
chair,  with  her  left  arm  thrown  over 
the  back  of  it,  and  her  face  looking  over 
her  left  shoulder.  She  gave  me  her 
right  hand ;  and,  with  my  left,  I  endea- 
voured to  hold  Captain  St 's  letter, 

as  she  had  desired.  She  smiled  sweetly, 
as  if  to  assure  me  of  her  fortitude ;  and 
there  was  something  so  indescribablv 
affecting  in  the  expression  of  her  fuU 
blue  eyes,  that  it  almost  broke  my 
heart.  I  shall  never  forget  that  smile 
as  long  as  I  live  !  Half  closing  her 
eyes,  she  fixed  them  on  th«  letter  I 
held — and  did  not  once  remove  them 
till  all  was  over.  Nothing  could  con- 
sole me  at  this  trying  moment,  but  a 
conviction  of  the  consummate  skill  of 


Sir 


who  now,  with  a  csdm  eye 
■     ■      ■  'the 


and  a  steady  hand,  commenced  the 
operation.  At  the  instant  of  the  first 
incision,  her  whole  frame  quivered  with 
a  convulsive  shudder,  and  her  cheeks 
became  ashy  pale.  I  prayed  inwardly 
that  she  might  faint,  so  that  the  earlier 
stage  of  the  operation  might  be  got  over 
while  she  was  in  a  state  of  insensibility . 
It  was  not  the  case,  however— her  eyes 
continued  riveted,  in  one  long  bummg 
gaze  of  fondness,  on  the  beloved  hand- 
writing of  her  husband ;  and  she  moved 
not  a  umb,  nor  uttered  more  than  an 
occasional  sigh,  during  the  whole  of 
the  protracted  and  pamfrd  operation. 
When  the  last  bandage  had  been  ap- 
plied, she  whispered  almost  inarticu- 
lately, "Is  it  all  over,  doctor?" 

"  Yes,  madam,"  I  replied,  "  and  we 
are  ffoing  to  carry  you  up  to  bed." 

"  No,  no — ^I  think  I  can  walk — ^I  will 
try,"  said  she,  and  endeavoured  to  rise ; 

but  on  Sir assiirine  her  that  the 

motion  might  perhaps  induce  fatal  con- 
sequences, she  desisted,  and  we  carried 
her,  sitting  in  the  chair,  up  to  bed. 
The  instant  he  had  laid  her  down  she 
swooned — and  continued  so  long  in- 
sensible, that  Sir held  a  looking- 
glass  over  her  mouth  and  nostrils,  ap- 
prehensive that  the  vital  energies  hsid 
at  last  sunk  under  the  terrible  struggle. 
She  recovered,  however ;  and  under  the 
influence  of  an  opiate  draught,  slept 
for  several  hours. 


Mrs  St recovered,  though  very 

slowly ;  and  I  attended  her  assiduously 
— sometimes  two  or  three  times  a-day, 
till  she  could  be  removed  to  the  sea- 
side. I  shall  not  easily  forget  an  ob- 
servation she  made  at  the  last  visit  I 
paid  her.  She  was  alluding,  one  mom- 
mg,  distantly  and  delicately,  to  the  per- 
sonal disfigurement  she  had  suffered. 
I,  of  course,  said  all  that  was  soothing. 

"  But,  doctor,  my  hmhcand  " said 

she  suddenly,  while  a  faint  crimson 
mantled  on  ner  cheek — adding,  faltcr- 

ingly,  after  a  pause,  "  I  think  St 

wm  love  me  yet ! " 
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CHAPTER    IIL 


THB  DENTIST  AND  THE  COMEDIAN. 


Fridat, 


18 — .     A  ludicrous 


contre-temps  happened  to-day,  which  I 
wish  I  oould  describe  as  forcibly  as  it 

struck  me.    Mr ^  the  well-known 

comedian,  with  whom  I  was  on  terms 
of  intimacy,  after  having  suffered  so 
severely  from  the  toothach  as  to  be  ]^re- 
vented,  for  two  evenings,  from  ta£ng 
his  part  in  the  play,  sent,  under  my 
direction,  for  Monsieur ^  a  fashion- 
able dentist,  then  but  recently  imported 
from  France.  While  I  was  sitting  with 
my  friend,  endeavouring  to  "  screw  his 
courage  up  to  the  sticking  place,"  Mon- 
sieur arrived,  duly  furnished  with  the 
**  tools  of  his  craft."  The  comedian  sat 
down  with  a  rueftil  visage,  and  eyed 
the  dentist's  formidable  preparations 
with  a  piteous  and  disconcerted  air. 
As  soon  as  I  had  taken  my  station  be- 
hind, for  the  purpose  of  holding  the 
patient's  head,  the  gum  was  lanced 
without  much  ado;  but  as  the  doomed 
tooth  was  a  very  fonnidable  broad- 
rooted  molar,  Monsieur  prepared  for  a 
vigorous  effort.  He  was  just  com- 
mencing the  dreadful  wrench,  when  he 
suddenly  relaxed  his  hold,  retired  a 
step  or  two  from  his  patientand  burst 
into  a  loud  fit  of  laughter  1  Up  started 
the  astounded  comedian,  and,  with 
denched    fists,  demanded   furiously, 

"What  the  he  meant  by  such 

conduct?"  The  Uttle  bewhiskered  fo- 
reigner, however,  continued  standing 
at  a  little  distance,  still  so  convulsed 
with   huighter   as  to  disreg^   the[ 


menacing  movements  of  his  patient ; 
and  ezclsuming,  "  Ah,  mon  Dieu ! — ver 
good — ver  good — ^bien !  ha,  ha  ! — ^Be 

Gar,  Monsieur,  you  pull  one  such  d 

queer,  extraordinaire  comiaue  face — 
be  Gar,  like  one  big  fiddle  1  br  words 
to  that  effect.    The  dentist  was  right : 

Mr 's  features  were  odd  enough 

at  all  times ;  but,  on  the  present  occa- 
sion, they  suffered  such  excruciating 
contortions — such  a  strange  puckering 
together  of  the  mouth  and  cheeks,  and 
upturning  of  the  eyes,  that  it  was  ten 
thousand  times  more  laughable  than 
any  artificially  distorted  features  with 
wmch  he  used  to  set  Drury  Lane  in  a 
roar ! — Oh  that  a  painter  had  been  pre- 
sent I — There  was,  on  one  side,  mj 
friend,  standing  in  a  menacing;  atti- 
tude, with  both  fists  clenched,  his  left 
cheek  swollen,  and  looking  as  if  the 
mastication  of  a  large  ap^le  had  been 
suddenly  suspended,  and  lus  whole  fea- 
tures ezhibitm|^  a  potes^ue  expression 
of  mingled  pam,  mdecision,  and  fury. 
Then  there  was  the  operator  beginning 
to  look  a  little  startled  at  the  probable 
consequences  of  his  sally ;  and,  lastly, 
I  stood  a  little  aside,  almost  suffocated 
with  suppressed  laughter  1  At  length, 
however, 's  perception  of  the  ridi- 
culous prevailed;  and  after  a  very 
hearty  laugh,  and  exclaiming,  "I  must 
liave  look^  odd,  I  suppose !  he  once 
more  resigpied  himself  into  the  hands 
of  Monsieur,  and  the  tooth  was  out  in 
a  twinkling. 
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CHAPTER   IV. 


A    SCHOLABS    DEATHBED. 


[Much  more  of  the  following  short, 
hut  melancholy,  narrative,  might  have 
heen  committed  to  press;  hut  as  it 
would  have  related  chieflj  to  a  mad 
devotion  to  cUckymy^  which  some  of 

Mr   's  few  posthumous    papers 

ahundantly  evidence,  it  is  omitted, 
lest  the  reader  should  consider  the  de- 
tails as  romantic  or  improhahle.  All 
that  is  worth  recoi-ding  is  told ;  and  it 
is  hoped,  that  some  young  men  of 
poweirfiil,  undisciplined,  and  amhitious 
minds,  will  find  their  account  in  an 
attentive  consideration  of  the  fate  of 
a  kindred  spirit.  B&m  fadt.  qui  ex 
(di^xrum  errorUma  fM  exemphim  etmat.] 
Thinking,  one  mormng,  that  I  had 
gone  through  the  whole  of  my  usual 
levee  of  home  patients,  I  was  prepar- 
ing to  go  out,  when  the  servant  in- 
formed me  there  was  one  yet  to  be 
spoken  with,  who,  he  thought,  must 
have  been  asleep  in  the  comer  of  the 
room,  else  he  could  not  have  failed  to 
summon  him  in  his  turn.  Directing 
him  to  be  shown  in  immediately,  J 
retook  my  place  at  my  desk.  The  ser- 
vant, in  a  few  moments,  ushered  in  a 
young  man,  who  seemed  to  have  scarce 
strength  enough,  even  with  the  assist- 
ance of  a  walking-stick,  to  totter  to  a 
chair  opposite  me.  I  was  much  struck 
with  his  appearance,  which  was  that 
of  one  in  reduced  circumstances.  His 
clothes,  though  perfectly  clean  and 
neat,  were  faded  and  threadbare ;  and 
his  coat  was  buttoned  up  to  his  chin, 
where  it  was  joined  by  a  black  silk 
neckerchief^  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
lead  me  to  suspect  the  absence  of  a 
shirt.  He  was  rather  below  than  above 
the  average  height,  and  seemed  wasted 
almost  to  a  shadow.  There  was  an  air 
of  superior  ease  and  politeness  in  his 


demeanour ;  and  an  expression  about 
his  countenance,  sickly  and  sallow 
though  it  was,,  so  melancholy,  mild, 
and  mtelligent,  that  I  could  not  help 
viewing  him  with  peculiar  interest. 

"  I  was  afraid,  my  friend,  I  should 
have  missed  you,"  said  I,  in  a  kind 
tone,  "  as  I  was  on  the  point  of  going 
out." — "I  heard  your  carriage  drive 
up  to  the  door,  doctor,  and  shall  not 
detain  you  more  than  a  few  moments: 
nay,  I  will  call  to-morrow,  if  that  would 
be  more  convenient,"  he  replied  faintly, 
suddenly  pressing  his  hand  to  his  side, 
as  though  the  effort  of  speaking  occa- 
sioned him  pain.  I  assured  him  I  had 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  at  his  service, 
and  begged  he  would  proceed  at  once 
to  state  the  nature  of  his  complaint. 
He  detailed  what  I  had  anticipated 
from  his  appearance — ^all  the  symp- 
toms of  a  very  advanced  stag^  of  pul- 
monary consumption.  He  expressed 
himself  in  very  select  and  forcible 
laiigniage,  and  once  or  twice,  when  at 
a  loss  for  what  he  conceived  an  ade- 
quate expression  in  English,  chose 
such  an  appropriate  Latin  phrase,  that 
the  thought  perpetually  suggested  it- 
self to  me,  while  he  was  speaking — 
a  starved  scholar  I  He  had  not  the 
most  distant  allusion  to  poverty,  but 
confined  himself  to  the  leading  symp- 
toms of  his  indisposition.  I  deter- 
mined, however,  (kaud  prceleritorum 
immemoriy  to  ascertain  his  circum- 
stances, with  a  view,  if  possible,  of 
relieving  them.  I  asked  if  he  eat  ani- 
mal food  with  relish — enjoyed  his  din- 
ner— ^whether  his  meals  were  regular. 
He  coloured,  and  hesitated  a  Uttle,  for 
I  put  the  question  searchingly ;  and 
replied,  with  some  embarrassment, 
that  he  did  not,  certainly,  tJ^en  eat 
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regularly,  nor  enjoy  his  food  when  he 
did.  I  soon  found  that  he  was  in 
very  straitened  circumstances;  that, 
in  short,  he  was  sinking  rapidly  under 
the  pressure  of  want  ana  harassing 
anxiety,  which  alone  had  accelerate(^ 
if  not  wholly  induced,  his  present  ill- 
ness ;  and  that  all  that  he  had  to  ex- 
pect from  medical  aid  was  a  little  alle- 
viation.  I  prescribed  a  few  simple 
medicines,  and  then  asked  him  in  what 
part  of  the  town  he  resided. 

"I  am  afraid,  doctor,"  said  he, mo- 
destly, "I  shall  be  unable  to  afford 
your  visiting  me  at  my  own  lodgings. 
I  will  occasionally  call  on  you  here,  as 
a  morning  patient " — ^andne  proffered 
me  half-a-giiinea.  The  conviction  that 
it  was  probably  the  very  last  he  had 
in  the  world,  and  a  keen  recollection 
of  similar  scenes  in  my  own  history, 
almost  brought  the  tears  into  my  eyes. 
I  refused  the  fee,  of  course ;  and  pre- 
vailed on  Mm  to  let  me  set  him  down, 
as  I  was  driving  close  past  his  resi- 
dence. He  seemed  overwhelmed  with 
gratitude;  and,  with  a  blush,  hinted 
that  he  was  "  not  quite  in  carriage  cos- 
tume." He  lived  in  one  of  the  small 
streets  leading  from  May-fair;  and 
after  baring  made  a  note  in  my  tablets 
of  his  name  and  number,  I  set  him 
down,  )>romising  him  an  early  call. 

The  clammy  pressure  of  his  wasted 
fingers,  as  I  shook  his  hand  at  parting, 
remained  with  me  all  that  day.  I  could 
not  d^miss  from  my  mind  the  mild  and 
sorrowful  countenance  of  this  young 
man,  ^  where  I  would,  and  I  was  on 
the  point  of  mentioning  the  incident  to 
a  most  excellent  and  generons  noble- 
man, whom  I  was  then  attending, 
and  soliciting  his  assistance,  but  the 
thought  that  it  was  premature  checked 
me.  There  might  oe  something  un- 
worthy in  the  young  man ;  he  might 
possibly  be  an — ^impostor.  These  were 
nard  thoughts — cnilling  and  unwor- 
thy suspicions — ^but  I  could  not  resist 
them ;  alas !  an  eighteen  years*  inter- 
course with  a  deceitful  world  has  alone 
taught  me  how  to  entertain  them ! 

As  my  wife  dined  a  little  way  out  of 
town  that  evening,  I  hastily  swallowed 
a  solitary  meal,  and  set  out  in  quest  of 
my  morning  patient.    With  some  dif- 


ficulty I  found  the  house  ;  it  was  the 
meanest,  and  in  the  meanest  street  I 
had  visited  for  months,  i  knocked  at 
the  door,  which  was  open,  and  sur- 
rounded by  a  babbling  throng  of  dirty 
children.  A  slatternly  woman,  with  a 
child  in  her  arms,  answered  my  sum- 
mons.   Mr f  she  said,  lived  there, 

in  the  top  floor ;  but  he  was  just  gone 
out  for  a  few  moments,  she  supposed, 
"  to  get  a  mouthful  of  victuals,  but  I 
was  welcome  to  go  up  and  wait  for 
him,  since,"  said  the  rude  wretch, 
*'  there  was  not  much  to  make  away 
with,  howsoever ! "  One  of  her  chil- 
dren led  me  up  the  narrow,  dirty 
staircase,  and  having  ushered  me  into 
the  room,  left  me  to  my  meditations. 
A  wretched  hole  it  was  m  which  I  wag 
sitting !  The  evening  sun  streamed  in 
discoloured  rays  through  the  unwashed 
panes,  here  and  there  mended  with 
brown  paper,  and  sufficed  to  show  me 
that  the  only  furniture  consisted  of  a 
miserable,  curtainless  bed  (the  dis- 
ordered clothes  showingthat  the  weary 
limbs  of  the  wretched  occupant  had 
but  recently  left  it) — three  old  rush- ' 
bottom  chairs,  and  a  rickety  deal  table 
— on  which  were  scattered  sever^ 
pages  of  manuscript,  a  letter  or  two, 
pens,  ink,  and  a  few  books.  There 
was  no  chest  of  drawers — nor  did  I  see 
anything  likely  to  serve  as  a  substi- 
tute.   Poor  Mr probably  carried 

about  with  him  all  he  had  in  the  world ! 
There  was  a  small  sheet  of  writing- 
paper  pinned  over  the  mantelpiece  (if 
such  it  deserved  to  be  called),  which  I 
gazed  at  with  a  sigh :  it  bore  simply 

the  outline  of  a  coffin,  with  Mr 's 

initials,  and  ^^obiii  18 — ^."evi- 
dently in  his  own  handwriting.  Cu- 
rious to  see  the  kind  of  books  ne  pre- 
feired,  I  took  them  up  and  examined 
them.  There  were,  if  I  recollect  right, 
a  small  Amsterdam  edition  of  Plautus 
— a  Horace — a  much  befingered  copy 
of  Aristophanes — a  neat  pocket  edition 
of  -ffischylus — a  small  copy  of  the 
works  of  Lactantius — and  two  odd 
volumes  of  English  books.  I  had  no 
intention  of  being  impertinently  in- 
quisitive, but  my  eye  accidentally  lit 
on  the  uppermost  manuscript,  and  see- 
ing it  to  be  in  the  Greek  cnaracter,  I 
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took  it  up,  and  found  a  few  verses  of 
Greek  sapphics,  entitled,  E<V  r^  ruurm 
rOMvmSm — evidently  the  recent  compo- 
sition of  Mr .    He  entered  the 

room  as  I  was  laying  down  the  paper, 
and  started  at  seing  a  stranger,  for  it 
seems  the  people  of  the  house  had  not 
taken  the  trouole  to  inform  him  I  was 
waiting.  On  discovering  who  it  was,  ■ 
he  bowed  politely,  and  gave  me  his 
hand;  but  the  sudden  agitation  my 
presence  had  occasioned,  deprived  him 
of  utterance.  I  thought  I  could  almost 
?iear  the  palpitation  of  his  heart.  I 
brought  him  to  a  chair,  and  begged 
him  to  be  calm. 

"  You  are  not  worse,  Mr ^  I  hope, 

since  I  saw  you  this  morning  ?"  I  in- 
quired. He  whispered  almost  inarti- 
culately, holding  his  hand  to  his  left 
side,  that  he  was  alwavs  worse  in  the 
evenings.  I  felt  his  pulse ;  it  beat  130 ! 
I  discovered  that  he  had  gone  out  for 
the  purpose  of  trying  to  get  employ- 
ment in  a  neighbouring  printing-office ! 
— but,  having  failed,  had  returned  in 
a  state  of  deeper  depression  than  usual. 
The  perspiration  rolled  from  his  brow 
almost  faster  than  he  could  wipe  it 
away.  I  sat  by  him  for  nearly  two 
minutes,  holding  his  hand  without  ut- 
tering a  word,  for  I  was  deeplv  affected. 
At  length  I  begged  he  would  forgive 
my  inquiring  how  it  was  that  a  young 
man  of  talent  and  education,  like  him- 
self could  be  reduced  to  a  state  of  such 
utter  destitution  ?  While  I  was  wait- 
ing for  an  answer,  he  suddenly  fell 
from  his  chair  in  a  swoon.  The  exer- 
tion of  walking,  the  pressure  of  disap- 
pointment, and,  I  fear,  the  almost  un- 
broken fast  of  the  day,  added  to  the 
sudden  shock  occasioned  by  encoun- 
tering me  in  his  room,  had  completely 
prostrated  the  small  remains  of  his 
strength.  When  he  had  a  little  revived, 
I  succeeded  in  laying  him  on  the  bed, 
and  instantly  summoned  the  woman 
of  the  house.  After  some  time,  she 
sauntered  lazily  to  the  door,  and  asked 
me  what  I  wanted.  "  Are  you  the  per- 
son that  attends  on  this  gentleman,  my 
good  woman  ?  '*  I  inquired. 

"  Marry !  come  up,  sir,"  she  replied 
in  a  loud  tone — "  Tve  no  manner  of 
cause  for  attending  on  him,  not  I ;  he 


ought  to  attend  on  himself:  and  as  for 
his  being  a  gendeman^^*  she  continued, 
with  an  insolent  sneer,  for  which  I  felt 
heartily  inclined  to  throw  her  down 
stairs,  "  not  a  stiver  of  his  money  have 
I  seen  for  this  three  weeks  for  his 
rent,  and  " Seeing  the  fluent  vi- 
rago was  warming,  and  approaching 
close  to  my  unfortunate  patient's  beo- 
side,  I  stopped  her  short  by  putting 
half-a-guinea  into  her  h&na,  and  di- 
recting her  to  purchase  a  bottle  of 
port  wine ;  at  the  same  time  hinting, 
that,  if  she  conducted  herself  properly, 
I  would  see  her  rent  paid  myself.  I 
then  shut  the  door,  and  xesumed  my 

seat  by  Mr :,  who  was  tremblinff 

violently  all  over  with  agitation,  and 
endeavoured  to  soothe  him.  The  more 
I  said,  however,  and  the  Hnder  were 
my  tones,  the  more  was  ie  affected. 
At  length  he  burst  into  a  flood  of 
tears,  and  continued  weeping  for  some 
time  like  a  child.  I  saw  it  w^  hys- 
terical, and  that  it  was  best  to  let  his 
feelings  have  their  full  cotrse.  His 
nervous  excitement  at  length  gradu- 
ally subsided,  and  he  begaa  to  con- 
verse with  tolerable  coolness 

"Doctor,"  he  faltered,  "your  con- 
duct is  very — ^very  noble — ^it  must  be 
disinterested,"  pomting,  with  a  bitter 
air,  to  the  wretcned  room  in  wkich  we 
were  sitting. 

"  I  feel  sure,  Mr ,  that  j<n  have 

done  nothing  to  merit  your  present  mis- 
fortunes," I  replied,  with  a  serious  and 
inquiring  air. 

"Yes — yes,  I  have! — I  have  in- 
dulged in  wild  ambitious  hopes — lived 
in  aosurd  dreams  of  future  greatness — 
been  educated  beyond  my  fortunes — 
and  formed  tastes,  and  cherished  feel- 
ings, incompatible  with  the  station  it 
seems  I  was  bom  to— beggary  or  daily 
labour ! "  was  his  answer,  with  as  much 
vehemence  as  his  weakness  would 
allow. 

"  But,  Mr f  your  friends — ^your 

relatives — ^they  cannot  be  apprised  of 
your  situation." 

"  Alas !  doctor,  friends  I  have  none 
— ^onless  you  will  permit  me  to  name 
the  last  and  noblest— yourself ;  rela- 
tives, several." 

"  And  they,  of  course,  do  not  l^ow 
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of  your  illness  and  straitened  circum- 
stances ?  " 

"  They  do,  doctor — ^and  kindly  assure 
me  I  have  brought  it  on  myself.  To 
do  them  justice,  however,  they  could 
not,  I  believe,  efficiently  help  me,  if 
they  would." 

"  Why,  have  you  offended  them,  Mr 
?    Have  they  cast  you  off?  " 

"Not  avowedly — not  in  so  many 
words.  They  have  simply  refused  to 
receive  or  answer  any  more  of  my  let- 
ters. Possibly  I  may  have  offended 
them,  but  am  content  to  meet  them 
hereaiter,  and  try  the  justice  of  the  case 
—there,^'  said  ]\£r ,  solemnly  point- 
ing upwards.  "  Well  I  know,  ana  so  do 
you,  doctor,  that  my  days  on  earth  are 
very  few,  and  likely  to  be  very  bitter 
also."  It  was  in  vain  I  pressed  him 
to  tell  me  who  his  relatives  were,  and 
suffer  me  to  solicit  their  personal  at- 
tendance on  his  last  moments.  "  It  is 
altogether  useless,  doctor,  to  ask  me 
farther,"  said  he,  raising  himself  a  little 
in  bed — "  my  father  and  mother  are 
both  dead,  and  no  power  on  earth  shall 
extract  from  me  a  syllable  further.  It 
u  hard,"  he  continued,  bursting  again 
into  tears,  "  if  I  must  die  amid  their 
taimts  and  reproaches."  I  felt  quite 
at  a  loss  what  to  say  to  all  this.  Tnere 
was  something  very  sing^ilar,  if  not  re- 
prehensible, in  his  manner  of  alluding 
to  his  relatives,  which  led  me  to  fear 
that  he  was  by  no  means  free  from 
blame.  Had  I  not  felt  myself  very  de- 
licately situated,  and  dreaded  even  the 
possibility  of  hurting  his  morbidly  irri- 
table feelings,  I  felt  inclined  to  have 
asked  him  how  he  thought  of  eadtting 
without  their  aid,  especially  in  his  for- 
lorn and  helpless  state — Shaving  neither 
friends  nor  the  means  of  obtaining 
them.  I  thought  also,  that,  short  as 
had  been  my  intimacy  with  him,  I  had 
discerned  symptoms  of  a  certain  ob- 
stinacy, and  haughty  imperiousness  of 
temper,  which  would  sufficiently  ac- 
count, if  not  for  occasioning,  at  least 
for  widening,  any  unhappy  breach 
which  might  have  occurred  m  his  fa- 
mily. But  what  was  to  be  done  ?  I 
could  not  let  him  starve ;  as  I  had  vo- 
luntarily stepped  in  to  his  assistance, 
I  determined  to  make  his  last  moments 


easy — at  least  as  far  as  lay  in  my 
power. 

A  little  to  anticipate  the  course  of 
my  narrative,  I  may  here  state  what 
information  concerning  him  was  eli- 
cited in  the  course  of  our  various  inter- 
views. His  father  and  mother  had  left 
Ireland,  their  native  place,  early,  and 
gone  to  Jamaica,  where  they  lived  as 
slave  superintendents.  They  left  theii 
only  son  to  the  care  of  the  wife's  bro- 
ther-in-law, who  put  him  to  school, 
where  he  much  distinguished  himself. 
On  the  faith  of  it,  he  contrived  to  get 
to  the  college  in  Dublin,  where  he 
stayed  two  years :  and  then,  in  a  con- 
fident reliance  on  his  own  talents,  and 
the  sum  of  £50,  which  was  sent  him 
from  Jamaica,  with  intelli^nce  of  the 
death  of  both  his  parents  in  impover- 
ished circumstances,  he  had  come  up 
to  London,  it  seems,  with  no  very  de- 
finite end  in  view.  Here  he  continued 
for  about  two  years ;  but,  in  addition 
to  the  failure  of  his  health,  all  his  ef- 
forts to  establish  himself  proved  abor- 
tive. He  contrived  to  glean  a  scanty 
sum,  Heaven  knows  how,  which  was 
gradually  lessening  at  a  time  when  his 
impaired  health  rather  required  that 
his  resources  should  be  augmented. 
He  had  no  Mends  in  respectable  life, 
whose  influence  or  wealth  might  have 
been  serviceable ;  and,  at  the  time  he 
called  on  me,  he  had  not  more  in  the 
world  than  the  solitary  half  guinea 
he  proffered  to  me  as  a  fee.  I  never 
learned  the  names  of  any  of  his  rela- 
tives; but  &om  several  things  occa- 
sionally dropped  in  the  heat  of  conver- 
sation, it  was  clear  there  must  have 
been  unhappy  differences. 

To  return,  however.  As  the  even- 
ing was  far  advancing,  and  I  had  one 
or  two  patients  yet  to  visit,  I  began  to 
think  of  taking  my  departure.  I  en- 
joined him  strictly  to  keep  his  bed  till 
I  saw  him  again,  to  preserve  as  calm 
and  equable  a  frame  of  mind  as  pos- 
sible, and  to  dismiss  all  anxiety  for  the 
future,  as  I  would  gladly  supply  his 
present  necessities,  and  send  mm  a 
civil  and  attentive  nurse.  He  tried  to 
thank  me,  but  his  emotions  choked  his 
utterance.  He  grasped  my  hand  with 
convulsive  energy.   His  eye  spoke  elo- 
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quently ;  but,  alas !  it  shone  with  the 
fierce  and  unnatural  lustre  of  consump- 
tion, as  though,  I  have  often  thought 
in  such  cases,  the  conscious  soul  was 
elowing  with  the  reflected  light  of  its 
kindred  element — eternity.  I  knew 
it  was  impossible  for  him  to  survive 
many  days,  firom  several  unequivocal 
symptoms  of  what  is  called,  in  common 
language,  a  galloping  consumption.  I 
was  as  good  as  my  word,  and  sent  him 
a  nurse  (the  mother  of  one  of  my  ser- 
vants), who  was  charged  to  pay  him 
the  utmost  attention  in  her  power.  My 
wife  also  sent  him  a  little  bed-furniture, 
linen,  preserves,  jellies,  and  other  small 
matters  of  that  sort,  r  I  visited  him 
every  evening,  and  found  him  on  each 
occasion  verifying  my  apprehensions, 
for  he  was  sinking  rapidly.  His  men- 
tal energies,  however,  seemed  to  in- 
crease inversely  with  the  decline  of 
his  physical  powers.  His  conversation 
was  animated,  various,  and,  at  times, 
enchainingly  interesting.  I  have  some- 
times sat  at  his  bedside  for  several 
hours  together,  wondering  how  one  so 
young  (he  was  not  more  than  two  or 
three  and  twenty)  could  have  acquired 
80  much  information.  He  spoke  with 
spirit  and  justness  on  the  leading  {>oli- 
tical  topics  of  the  day  ;  and  I  particu- 
larly recollect  his  making  some  very 
noble  reflections  on  the  character  and 
exploits  of  Buonaparte,  who  was  then 
blazing  in  the  zenith  of  his  glorv.  Still, 
however,  the  current  of  his  thoughts 
and  language  was  frequently  tinged 
with  the  enthusiasm  and  extravagance 
of  delirium.  Of  this  he  seemed  himself 
conscious ;  for  he  would  sometimes  sud- 
denly stop,  and  pressing  his  hand  to 
his  forehead,  exclaim,  "  Doctor,  doctor, 
I  am  failing  here — here  /  "  He  acknow- 
ledged that  he  had,  from  his  childhood, 
given  himself  up  to  the  dominion  of 
ambition ;  and  that  his  whole  life  had 
been  spent  in  the  most  extravagant 
and  visionary  expectations.  He  would 
smile  bitterly  when  he  recounted  some 
of  what  he  justly  stigmatised  as  his 
insane  projects.  "  The  objects  of  my 
ambition,"  he  said,  "«have  been  vague 
and  general ;  I  never  knew  exactly 
where,  or  what,  I  would  be.  Had  my 
powers,  such  as  they  are,  been  concen- 


trated on  one  point — had  I  formed  a 
more  just  and  modest  estimate  of  my 
abilities — ^I  might  possibly  have  be- 
come something  ,  *  *  * 
Besides,  doctor,  I  had  no  mcmetf — ^no 
solid  substratum  to  build  upon ;  there 
was  the  rotten  point !  0  doctor ! "  he 
continued,  with  a  deep  sigh,  "if  I 
could  but  have  seen  these  tlungs  three 
years  ago,  as  I  see  them  now^  I  might 
at  this  moment  have  been  a  sober  and 
respectable  member  of  society;  but 
now  I  am  dying — ^a  hanger-on — a  fool 
— a  beggar ! "  and  he  burst  into  tears. 
"You,  doctor,"  he  presently  continued, 
"  are  accustomed,  I  suppose,  to  listen 
to  these  deathbed  repinings — these 
soul-scourgings — these  wailings  over 
a  badly-spent  life  !  Oh  yes ;  as  I.  am 
nearing  eternity  I  seem  to  look  at 
things — at  my  own  mind  and  heart, 
especially — through  the  medium  of  a 
strange,  searching,  unearthly  light! 
Oh !  how  many,  many  things  it  makes 
distinct,  which  I  would  fain  have  for- 
gotten for  ever !  Do  you  recollect  the 
terrible  language  of  Scripture,  doctor, 
which  compares  the  human  breast  to 
a  cage  of  unclean  birds  f  " — ^I  left  him 
that  evening  deeply  convinced  of  the 
compulsory  truths  he  had  uttered ;  I 
never  thought  so  seriously  before.  It  is 
some  Scotch  divine  who  has  said,  that 
one  deathbed  preaches  a  more  startling 
sermon  than  a  bench  of  bishops. 
«             *             «             * 

Mr was  an  excellent  and  tho- 
rough Greek  scholar,  perfectly  well 
versed  in  the  Greek  dramatists,  and 
passionately  fond,  in  particular,  of 
oophocles.  I  recollect  his  reciting, 
one  evening,  with  great  force  and  feel- 
ing, the  touching  exclamation  of  the 
chorus,  in  the  (J^ipus  Tyranmu — 

font  ii  fMi  trfOTOf  oYioXtff , 

:  rte  kXx^nm*  &C-~1 67-172. 

— which,  he  said,  was  never  absent 
from  his  mind,   sleeping  or  waking. 

♦  Ah  me !  I  groan  beneath  the  preasare  of 
innumerable  aorrows ;  truly  my  subetanoe  ia 
languishing  away,  nor  can  I  devise  any  means 
of  bettering  my  condition,  or  diaoover  any 
source  of  consolation. 
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I  once  asked  him,  if  he  did  not  regret 
having  devoted  his  life  almost  exclu- 
sively to  the  study  of  the  classics.  He 
replied,  with  enthusiasm,  "  No,  doctor 
— ^no,  no !  I  should  he  an  ingrate  if 
I  did.  How  can  I  regret  having  lived 
in  constant  converse,  through  their 
works,  with  the  greatest  and  nohlest 
men  that  ever  hreathed !  I  have  lived 
in  Elysium — ^have  breathed  the  celes- 
tial aur  of  those  hallowed  plains,  while 
engaged  in  the  study  of  the  philosophy 
and  poetry  of  Greece  and  Kome.  Yes, 
it  is  a  consolation  even  for  my  bitter 
and  premature  deathbed,  to  think  that 
my  mind  wiU  quit  this  wretched,  dis- 
eased, unworthy  body,  imbued  with 
the  refinement — ^redolent  of  the  eternal 
freshness  and  beauty  of  the  most  exqui- 
site poetry  and  philosophy  the  world 
ever  saw !  With  my  faculties  quick- 
ened and  strengthened,  I  shall  go  con- 
fidently, and  claim  kindred  with  the 
great  ones  of  Eternity.  They  know  I 
love  their  works — ^have  consumed  all 
the  oil  of  my  life  in  their  study,  and 
they  will  welcome  their  son — ^their 

disciple."    HI  as  he  was,  Mr  

uttered  these  sentiments  (as  nearly  as 
I  can  recollect,  in  the  very  words  I 
have  given)  with  an  energy,  an  enthu- 
siasm, and  an  eloquence,  which  I  never 
saw  surpassed.  He  faltered  suddenly, 
however,  firom  this  lofty  pitch  of  ex- 
citement, and  complained  bitterly  that 
his  devotion  to  ancient  literature  had 
engendered  a  morbid  sensibility,  which 
had  rendered  him  totally  unfit  for  the 
ordinary  business  of  life,  or  intermix- 
ture with  society.        »        #        * 

Often  I  found  him  sitting  up  in  bed, 
and  reading  his  favourite  play,  the 
I^rometheuayinctus  of  .ZEschylus,  while 
his  pale  and  wasted  features  glowed 
with  delighted  enthusiasm.  He  told 
me  that,  m  his  estimation,  there  was 
an  air  of  grandeur  and  romance  about 
that  play,  such  as  was  not  equalled  by 
any  of  the  productions  of  the  other 
Greek  dramatists ;  and  that  the  open- 
ing dialogue  waspeculiarly  impressive 
and  affecting.  He  had  committed  to 
memory  nearly  three-fourths  of  the 
whole  play  !  I  on  one  occasion  asked 
him,  how  it  came  to  pass  that  a  person 
of  his  superior  classical  attainments 


had  not  obtained  some  tolerably  lucra- 
tive  engagement  as  an  usher  or  tutor? 
He  answered,  with  rather  a  haughty 
air,  that  he  would  rather  have  broken 
stones  on  the  highway.  "  To  hear," 
said  he,  "  the  magnificent  language  of 
Greece,  the  harmonious  cadences  of 
the  Romans,  mangled  and  disfig^ed 
by  stupid  lads  and  duller  ushers — oh ! 
it  would  have  been  such  a  profanation 
as  the  sacred  groves  of  old  suffered, 
when  their  solemn  silence  was  dis- 
turbed by  a  rude  unhallowed  throng 
of  Bacchanalians.  I  should  have  ex- 
pired, doctor !  "  I  told  him  I  could 
not  help  lamenting  such  an  absurd 
and  morbid  sensitiveness;  at  which  he 
seemed  exceedingly  piqued.  He  pos- 
sibly thought  I  should  rather  have  ad- 
mired than  reprobated  the  lofty  tone 
he  assumed.  1  asked  him  if  the  sta- 
tions, of  which  he  spoke  with  such 
supercilious  contempt,  had  not  been 
joyfully  occupied  by  some  of  the  great- 
est scholars  tnat  had  ever  lived  ?  He 
replied  simply,  with  a  cold  air,  that  it 
was  his  misfortune,  not  his  fault.  He 
told  me,  however,  that  his  classical  ac- 
quirements had  certainly  been  capable 
of  something  like  a  prontable  employ- 
ment ;  for  that,  about  two  months  be- 
fore he  had  called  on  me,  he  had  nearly 
come  to  terms  with  a  bookseller,  for 
publishing  a  poetical  version  of  the 
comedies  of  Aristophanes;  that  he  had 
nearly  completed  one,  the  NE^EAAI,  if 
I  recollect  right,  when  the  great  diffi- 
culty of  the  task,  and  the  wretched  re- 
muneration offered,  so  dispirited  him, 
that  he  threw  it  aside  in  disgust.* 

*  Among  his  papers  I  found  the  following 
spirited  and  dose  version  of  one  of  the  choral 
odes  in  the  Nubet,  commencing, 

Afifi  fZM  «£n  $«7/S^  £ii«| 

Thoe,  too,  imat  Phcebu !  I  InTOke, 

Thoa  DolUia  King, 
Wlio  d-w«U^  on  Cynthim't  lofty  rock. 
Thy  fiamge  hither  wing, 
Blest  Goddees !  whom  Spbesian  tplendonrs  hoM 
Id  temple*  bright  with  gold, 

'Mid  Lydian  m«idens  nobly  worehipping ! 
And  thee,  oar  native  deity, 

Pallas,  oar  city*!  guardian,  thoa  f 
Who  ^Tlelde  the  dmwKUl  Mg'i^    Thee, 
Thee,  too,  gay  Bacchae.  fIrom  PamaMian  height. 
Baddy  with  IMlTa  torehe«*  glow- 
To  crown  the  sacrea  choir,  I  thee  invito ! 

Those  who  are  conversant  with  the  original, 
will  perceive  that  many  of  the  diflBcult  Greek 
expressions  are  rendered  into  literal  English. 
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His  only  means  of  subsistence  had 
been  the  sorry  pay  of  an  occasional 
reader  for  the  press,  as  well  as  a  con- 
tributor to  the  columns  of  a  daily  paper. 
He  had  paii:ed  with  almost  the  whole 
of  his  slender  stock  of  books,  his  watch, 
and  all  his  clothes,  except  what  he 
wore  when  he  called  on  me.  "Did 
you  never  try  any  of  the  magazines  ?" 
I  inquired ;  "  for  they  afford  to  young 
men  of  talent  a  fair  livelihood.  He 
said  he  had  indeed  struggled  hard  to 
gain  a  footing  in  one  of  the  popular 
periodicals,  but  that  his  communicar 
tions  were  invariably  returned  "  with 
polite  acknowledgments."  One  of 
these  notes  I  saw,  and  have  now  in 
my  possession.    It  was  thus  :— 

"  Mr  M' begs  to  return  the  en- 
closed *  BemarTcs  on  English  Versions  of 
Euripides ^^  with  many  thanks  for  the 

writer's  polite  offer  of  it  to  the  E 

M ;  but  fears  that,  though  an  able 

performance,  it  is  not  exactly  suited 
for  the  readers  of  the  E M , 

"To  A  A." 

A  series  of  similar  disappointments, 
and  the  consequent  poverty  and  em- 
barrassment into  which  he  sank,  had 
gradually  imdermined  a  constitu- 
tion naturally  feeble;  and  he  told 
me,  with  much  agitatipn,  that  had  it 
not  been  for  the  trifling,  but  timely 
assistance  of  myself  and  family,  he 
saw  no  means  of  escaping  literal  star- 
vation! Could  I  help  sympathising 
deeply  with  him  ?  Alas !  his  misfor- 
tunes were  verv  nearljr  paralleled  by 
my  own.  While  listening  to  his  me- 
lancholy details,  I  seemed  living  over 
again  the  four  first  wretched  years  of 
my  professional  career. 

«  »  *  « 

I  must  hasten,  however,  to  the  clos- 
ing scene.    I  had  left  word  with  the 

nurse,  that  when  Mr  appeared 

dying,  I  should  be  instantly  summon- 
ed. About  five  o'clock  in  the  evening 
of  the  6th  July  18—,  I  received  a  mes- 
sage from  Mr  himself,  saying 

that  he  wished  to  breathe  his  last  in 
my  presence,  as  the  only  friend  he  had 
on  earth.  Unavoidable  and  pressing 
professional  engagements  detained  me 


until  half-past  six ;  and  it  was  seven 
o'clock  before  I  reached  his  bedside. 

"  Lord,  Lord,  doctor,  poor  Mr 

is  dying  sure !  "  exclaimed  the  woman 
of  the  house,  as  she  opened  the  door. 
"  Mrs  Jones  says  he  has  been  picking 
and  clawinff  the  bed-clothes  awfully, 
so  he  must  be  dying !"  *  On  entering 
the  room,  I  found  he  had  dropt  asleep. 
The  nurse  told  me  he  had  been  wan- 
dering a  good  deal  in  his  mind.  I 
asked  what  he  had  talked  about? 
"  Laming^  doctor,"  she  replied,  "  and 
a  proud  young  lady."  I  sat  down  by 
his  bedside.  I  saw  the  dews  of  death 
were  stealing  rapidly  over  him.  His 
eyes,  which  were  naturally  very  dark 
and  piercing,  were  now  far  sunk  into 
their  sockets ;  his  cheeks  were  hollow, 
and  his  hair  matted  with  perspiration 
over  his  damp  and  pallid  forehead. 
While  I  was  gazing  silently  on  the 
melancholy  spectacle,  and  reflecting 
what  great  but  undisciplined  powers 
of  mind  were  about  soon  to  be  disunited 

from  the  body,  Mr  opened  his 

eyes,  and,  seeing  me,  said  m  a  low, 
but  clear  and  steady  tone  of  voice — 
"  Doctor-^he  last  act  of  the  tragedy.'* 
He  gave  me  his  hand.  It  was  all  he 
could  do  to  lift  it  into  mine.  I  could 
not  speak ;  the  tears  were  nearly  gush- 

*  This  very  prevalent  but  absurd  notion  is 
not  confined  to  the  vulgar ;  and  as  I  have,  in 
tiie  course  of  my  prance,  met  with  hun- 
dreds of  resectable  and  intelligent  people, 
who  liave  held  that  a  patient's  *^pickina  and 
clawing  the  bed-cMhet**  is  a  symptom  of  death, 
and  who,  consequently,  view  it  with  a  Idnd 
of  superstitious  horror,  I  cannot  refirain  from 
explainiiu^  the  philosophv  of  it  in  the  simple 
and  satis&ctory  words  of  Mr  C  Bell : — f 

"  It  is  very  common,"  he  says,  "  to  see  the 
patient  pickmg  the  bed-clothes,  or  catchiiig 
at  the  empty  air.  This  proceeds  ft'om  an  up- 
pearance  of  motu  or  Jliet  passing  before  the 
eyes,  and  is  occasioned  by  an  afitection  of  the 
retina,  producing  in  it  a  sensation  similar  to 
that  produced  by  the  impression  of  images ; 
and  what  is  deficient  in  sensation,  the  imagi- 
nation ttmfdiei :  for  although  the  resemblance 
betwixt  those  diseased  affections  of  the  re- 
tina, and  the  sensation  conveyed  to  the  brain 
may  be  very  remote,  yet,  by  that  slight  re- 
semblance, the  idea  usually  assodated  with 
the  sensation  will  be  excited  in  the  mind.'*— ■ 
BthL'a  Anatomtf,  vol.  iii.  pp.  67,  58. 

The  secret  lies  in  a  disordered  circulation 
of  the  blood,  forcing  the  red  gkbvkt  into  the 
minute  vessels  of  the  retina. 

f  Now  sir  CharlM  BtU. 
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ing  forth.  I  felt  as  if  I  were  gazing 
on,  my  dying  urn. 

"I  have  been  dreaming,  doctor, 
since  you  went,"  said  he,  "  and  what 
do  you  think  about  ?  I  thought  I  had 
squared  the  circle,  and  was  to  perish 
for  ever  for  my  discovery." 

"  I  hope,  Mr ,"  I  replied,  in  a 

serious  tone,  and  with  something  of 
displeasure  in  my  manner — "I  hope 
tibat,  at  this  awful  moment,  you  have 
more  suitable  and  consolatory  thoughts 
to  occupy  your  mind  with  than  those  ?  " 
He  sighed.  "  The  clergyman  you  were 
so  good  as  to  send  me,  he  said,  after  a 
pause,  "was  here  this  afternoon.  He 
IS  a  good  man,  I  dare  say,  but  weak, 
and  has  his  head  stuffi^  with  the 
quibbles  of  the  schools.  He  wanted 
to  discuss  the  Question  of free-vnU  with 
a  dying  man,  aoctor !  '* 

"  I  hope  he  did  not  leave  you  with- 
out adnunistering  the  ordinances  of  re- 
ligion ?"  I  inquired. 

"  He  read  me  some  of  the  church 
prayers,  which  were  exquisitely  touch- 
mg  and  beautiful,  and  the  fifteenth 
chapter  of  Corinthians,  which  is  very 
sublime.  He  could  not  help  giving  me 
a  rehearsal  of  what  he  was  shortly  to 
repeat  over  my  erave ! "  exclaimed  the 
dying  man,  witn  a  melancholy  smile. 
I  felt  some  irritation  at  the  li^ht  tone 
of  his  remarks,  but  concealed  it. 

"  You   received   the  sacrament,  I 

hope,  Mr ?"     He  paused  a  few 

moments,  and  his  brow  was  clouded. 
"No,  doctor,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  de- 
clined it " 

"Declined  the  sacrament!"  I  ex- 
claimed, with  surprise. 

"  Yes — but  dear  doctor,  I  beg— I  en- 
treat you  not  to  ask  me  about  it  any 

farther,"  replied  Mr  gloomily, 

and  lapsed  into  a  fit  of  abstraction  for 
some  moments.  Unnoticed  by  him,  I 
despatched  the  nurse  for  another  cler- 
gyman, an  excellent  and  learned  man, 
who  was  my  intimate  friend.    I  was 

gazing  earnestly  on  Mr ,  as  he  lay 

with  closed  eyes;  and  was  surprised 
to  see  the  tears  trickling  from  them. 

"  Mr f  you  have  nothing,  I  hope, 

on  your  mind,  to  render  your  last  mo- 
ments unhappy?"  I  asked  in  a  gentle 
tone. 


"  No — nothing  material,"  he  replied, 
with  a  deep  sigh ;  continuing  witn  his 
eyes  closed,  "I  was  only  thinking  what 
a  bitter  thing  it  is  to  be  struck  down 
so  soon  from  among  the  bright  throng 
of  the  living — to  leave  this  fair,  this 
beautiftd  world,  after  so  short  and  sor- 
rowful a  sojourn.  Oh,  it  is  hard ! "  He 
shortly  opened  his  eyes.  His  agita- 
tion had  apparently  passed  away,  and 
delirium  was  hovering  over  and  dis- 
arranging his  thoughts. 

"  Doctor,  doctor,  what  a  strange  pas- 
sage that  is,"  said  he  suddenly,  start- 
ling me  with  his  altered  voice,  and  the 
dreamy  thoughtfdl  expression  of  his 
eyes,  "  in  the  chorus  of  the  Medea — 

"Avtt  wTtbfJuif  hfSf  x'^i''^^  watytu 

Is  not  there  something  very  myste- 
rious and  romantic  about  these  lines  ? 
I  could  never  exactly  understand  what 
was  meant  by  them."  Finding  I  con- 
tinued silent — ^for  I  did  not  wish  to 
encourage  his  indulging  in  a  train  of 
thought  so  foreign  to  his  situation — 
he  kept  murmuring  at  intervals,  metri- 
cally, 

in  a  most  melancholy  monotony.  He 
then  wandered  on  from  one  to^ic  of 
classical  literature  to  another,  till  he 
suddenly  stopped  short,  and  turning  to 
me,  said,  "  Doctor,  I  am  raving  very 
absurdly ;  I  feel  I  am ;  but  I  cannot 
dismiss  from  my  thoughts,  even  though 
I  know  I  am  dying,  the  subjects  about 
which  my  mind  has  been  occupied 
nearly  all  my  life  through.  On!" 
changing  the  subject  abruptly — "  tell 
me,  doctor,  do  those  who  die  of  my 
disorder  generally  continue  in  the  pos- 
session of  their  intellects  to  the  last  ?" 
I  told  him  I  thought  they  generally 
did. 

"  Then  I  shall  bum  brightly  to  the 
last !  Thank  God !— And  yet,"  with 
a  shudder,  "  it  is  shocking,  too,  to  find 
oneVself  gradually  ceasing  to  exist. — 
Doctor,  I  shall  recover.—-!  am  sure  I 
should  if  you  were  to  bleed  me,"  said 
he.    His  intellects  were  wandering. 

The  nurse  now  returned,  and,  to  my 

♦  Eurip.  Med.  411-18. 
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vexation,  unaccompanied  by  Dr , 

who  had  gone  that  morning  into  the 
country.  I  did  not  send  for  any  one 
else.  His  frame  of  mind  wasjpeculiar, 
and  very  unsatisfactory ;  but  Ithought 
it,  on  the  whole,  better  not  to  disturb 
or  irritate  him  by  alluding  to  a  sub- 
ject he  evidently  disliked.  I  ordered 
candles  to  be  brought,  as  it  was  now 
nearly  nine  o'clock.  "Doctor,"  said 
the  dying  young  man,  in  a  feeble  tone, 
"  I  think  you  will  find  a  copy  of  Lac- 
tantius  lying  on  my  table.  He  has 
been  a  great  favourite  with  me.  May 
I  trouble  you  to  read  me  a  passage — 
the  eighth  chapter  of  the  seventh  book 
— on  the  immortality  of  .the  soul?  I 
should  like  to  die  thoroughlv  convinced 
of  that  noble  truth — ^if  truth  it  is — ^and 
I  have  often  read  that  chapter  with 
much  satisfaction."  I  went  to  the 
table,  and  found  the  book — a  pocket 
copy — ^the  leaves  of  which  were  ready 
turned  down  to  the  very  page  I  wanted. 
I  therefore  read  to  him,  slowly  and 
emphatically,  the  whole  of  the  eighth 
and  ninth  chapters,  beginning,  "  Nam 
est  igitur  summum  honum  immoridUkis, 
ad  cjuam  ca^piendam^  etformati  a  prin- 
cipio,  et  na!U  gwmusy  When  I  had  got 
as  far  as  the  allusion  to  the  vacillating 

view  of  Cicero,  Mr repeated  with 

me,  sighing,  the  words,  "  Karum  inquit 
serUeiUiarunif  qua  vera  sity  Dms  aliquia 
viderit" — As  an  instance  of  the 

Ruling  pasdoD,  strong  in  death, 

I  may  mention,  though  somewhat  to 
my  own  discredit,  that  he  briskly  cor- 
rected a  false  quantity  which  slipped 
from  me.  "  Allow  me,  doctor — '  exp&Uf'' 
not  *  expetit.' "  He  made  no  other  ob- 
servation, when  I  had  concluded  read- 
ing the  chapter  from  Lactantius,  than, 
"I  certainly  wish  I  had  early  formed 
fixed  principles  on  religious  subjects — 
but  it  is  now  too  late."  He  then 
dropped  asleep,  but  presently  began 
murmuring  very  sorrowfully — "Em- 
ma, Emma!  haughty  one!  Not  one 
look?— I  am  dying— and  you  don't 
Imow  it — ^nor  care  for  me  I  *  *  * 
How  beautiful  she  looked  stepping 
from  the  carriage !  How  magnificently 
dressed !  I  think  she  saw — why  can  t 
she  love  me !    She  cannot  love  some- 


body else — No — madness — ^no ! "  In 
this  strain  he  continued  soliloquising 
for  some  minutes  longer.  It  was  the 
first  time  I  had  ever  heard  anything 
of  the  kind  fall  from  him.  At  length 
he  asked,  "  I  wonder  if  they  ever  came 
to  her  hands?"  as  if  strivmg  to  recol- 
lect something.  The  nurse  whispered 
that  she  had  often  heard  him  talk  in 
the  night-time  about  this  lady,  and  that 
he  would  go  on  till  he  stopped  in  tears. 
I  discovered,  from  a  scrap  or  two  found 
among  his  papers,  after  his  decease, 
that  the  person  he  addressed  as  Emma, 
was  a  young  lady  in  the  higher  circles 
of  society,  of  considerable  beauty,  whom 
he  first  saw  by  accident,  and  fancied 
she  had  a  regard  for  him.  He  had,  in 
turn,  indulged  in  the  most  extravagant 
and  hopeless  passion  for  her.  He  sus- 
pected himself,  that  she  was  wholly 
unconscious  of  bein^  the  object  of  his 
almost  frenzied  admuration.  When  he 
was  asking  "  if  something  came  to  her 
hands,"  I  have  no  doubt  he  alluded  to 
some  copy  of  verses  he  had  sent  to  her, 
of  which  the  followine  fragments,  writ- 
ten in  pencil,  on  a  olamc  leaf  of  his 
Aristojphanes,  probably  formed  a  part. 
There  is  some  merit  in  them,  but  more 
extravagance. 

I  could  go  through  the  world  with  thee. 
To  spend  with  thee  eternity  I 

»          »  »  ♦ 

To  see  thy  blue  and  pasnonate  eye 
light  on  another  scornfully, 
But  fix  its  melting  glance  on  me, 
And  blend 

Bead  the  poor  heart  that  throbs  for  thee, 
Imprint  all  o'er  with  thy  dear  name — 
Tet  withering  'neath  a  lonely  flame, 
That  warms  thee  not,  yf  t  me  consumes  I 


Ay,  I  would  have  thee  all  my  own, 
Thy  love^  thv  life,  mine,  mine  alone ; 
See  nothing  in  the  world  but  me. 
Since  nought  /  know,  or  love,  but  thee ! 

The  eves  that  on  a  thousand  fall, 
I  would  collect  their  glances  all. 
And  fling  their  lustre  on  my  soul, 
Till  it  imbibed,  absorb'd  the  whole. 

These  are  followed  by  several  more 
lines ;  but  tiie  above  will  suflSce.  This 
insane  attachment  was  exactly  what  I 
might  have  expected  from  one  of  his 
ardent  and  enthusiastic  temperament. 
To  return,  however,  once  more.  To- 
wards eleven  o'clock  he  began  to  fail 
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rapidly.  I  had  my  fingers  on  his  pulse, 
which  heat  very  feebly,  almost  imper- 
ceptibly. He  opened  his  eyes  slowly, 
and  gazed  upwards  with  a  vacant  air. 

"  Why  are  you  taking  the  candles 
away,  nurse  ?"  he  inquired  faintly. 
They  had  not  been  touched.  His  cold 
fingers  gently  compressed  my  hand 
— they  were  stiffening  with  death. 
"Don  t,  doiCt  put  the  candles  out,  doc- 
tor," he  commenced  again,  looking  at 
me  with  an  eye  on  which  the  thick 
mists  and  shadows  of  the  grave  were 
settling  fast — they  were  filmy  and 
glazed. 

"Don't  blow  them  out  —  don't — 
don't!"  he  again  exclaimed,  almost 
inaudibly. 


"  No,  we  will  not !  My  dear  Mr , 

both  candles  are  burning  brightly  be- 
side you  on  the  table,"  I  relied,  tre- 
mulously— ^for  I  saw  the  senses  were 
forgetting  their  functions — that  life 
ana  consciousness  were  fast  retiring ! 
^  "  Well,"  he  murmured  almost  inar- 
ticulately, "  I  am  now  quite  in  dark- 
ness !  Oh,  there  is  something  at  my 
heart — cold,  cold !  Doctor^  k»ep  them 
off!  *  Why— 0  death !  "—He  ceased. 
He  had  spoken  his  last  on  earth.  Hie 
intervals  of  respiration  became  gradu- 
ally longer  and  longer ;  and  the  precise 
moment  when  he  ceased  to  breathe  at 
all  could  not  be  ascertained.    Yes ;  it 

was  all  over.    Podr  Mr was  dead. 

I  shall  never  forget  him. 


CHAPTER    V. 
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"  Do,  dear  doctor,  be  so  good  as  to 

drop  in  at Place,  in  the  course  of 

the  morning,  hy  accident — for  I  want 

you  to  see  Mr .    He  has,  I  verily 

believe,  bid  adieu  to  his  senses,  for  he 
is  conducting  himself  very  strangely. 
To  tell  you  the  truth,  he  is  resolved  on 
going  down  to  the  House  this  evening, 

for  the  purpose  of  speaking  on  the 

Bill,  and  will,  I  fear,  act  so  absurdly 
as  to  make  himself  the  laughing-stock 
of  the  whole  country — ^at  least  I  sus- 
pect as  much,  from  what  I  have  heard 
of  his  preparations.    Ask  to  be  shown 

*  I  onoe  before  heard  these  strange  words 
fijkll  from  tiie  lips  of  a  djdng  patient— « 
lady.  To  me  they  suggest  very  unpleasant, 
I  may  say  fearful  thoughts.  What  is  to  be 
kept  off? 

(This  note  has  called  forth  an  angry  com- 
mentary from  the  able  editor  of  the  Spectator 
nowspapeor,  who  heads  the  paragraph  of  which 
I  complain,  with  the  words — ' '  It^udidoui 
Saneticn  of  Superstitiout  Terrors.**  I  feel  satis- 
fied that  the  writer,  on  a  reconsideration  of 
what  he  has  there  expressed,  will  be  disposed 


up  at  once  to  Mr when  you  arrive, 

and  gradually  direct  the  conversation 
to  poUtics — when  you  will  soon  see 
what  is  the  matter.  But  mind,  doctor, 
not  a  word  of  this  note !  Your  visit 
will  be  quite  aocu2efito2,  you  know.  Be- 
lieve me,  my  dear  doctor,  yours,"  &c. 
&c.  Such  was  the  note  put  into  my 
hands  by  a  servant,  as  my  carriage  was 
driving  off  on  my  first  morning  round. 

I  knew  Mrs ,  the  fair  writer  of  it, 

very  intimately — as,  indeed,  the  fiEuni- 
liar  and  confidential  strain  of  her  note 
will  suffice  to  show.    She  was  a  very 

to  withdraw  his  censures.  True — a  dying 
man  may  often  utter  "unintelligible  gibber- 
ish ;"  but  if  we  find  several  dying  persons,  of 
digrerent  characters  and  situations,  concur  in 
uttering,  in  their  last  moments,  the  same 
words— 18  it  so  unwarrantable  for  an  observer 
to  hasard  an  in^iry  concerning  their  possible 
import?  There  is  a  lecture  of  Sir  Henry 
Hidford,  lately  published,  which  contains 
some  highly  pertinent  and  interesting  obser- 
vations on  the  subject.  I  beg  to  refer  the 
reader  to  it.] 
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amiable  and  clever  woman,  and  would 
not  have  complained,  I  was  sure,  with- 
out reason.  Wishing,  therefore,  to 
oblige  her,  by  a  prompt  attention  to 
her  request,  and  in  the  full  expectation, 
from  what  I  knew  of  the  worthy  mem- 
ber's eccentricities,  of  encountering 
some  singular  scene,  I  directed  the 
horses*  heads  to  be  turned  towards 

Place.   I  reached  the  house  about 

twelve  o'clock,  and  went  up-stairs  at 
once  to  the  drawing-room,  where  I  un- 
derstood Mr had  taken  up  quar- 
ters for  the  day.  The  servant  opened 
the  door  and  announced  me. 

"  Oh  I  show  Dr in."  I  entered. 

The  object  of  my  vidit,  I  may  just  say, 
was  the  very  beau  ideal  of  a  county 
member ;  somewhat  inclined  to  corpu- 
lency, with  a  fine,  fresh,  rubicund,  good- 
natured  face,  and  that  bluff  old  English 
frankness  of  manner,  which  flings  you 
back  into  the  age  of  Sir  Boger  de  Co- 
verly .  He  was  dressed  in  a  long,  grey, 
woollen  morning-gown ;  and,  with  his 
hands  crammed  into  the  hind  pockets, 
was  pacing  rapidly  to  and  fi:o  from  one 
end  of  the  spacious  room  to  the  other. 
At  one  extremity  was  a  table,  on  which 
lay  a  sheet  of  foolscap,  closely  written, 
and  crumpled  as  if  with  constant  hand- 
ling, his  gold  repeater,  and  a  half-emp- 
tied decanter  of  sherry,  with  a  wine- 
glass. A  glaaoe  at  all  these  parapher- 
nalia oonvinced  me  of  the  nature  of  Mr 

' -'s  occupation ;  he  was  committing 

his  epeech  to  memory  I 

"How  d'ye  do,  now  d'ye  do,  doc- 
tor ? "  he  exclaimed,  in  a  hearty  but 
hurried  tone ;  "  you  must  not  keep  me 
long:  busy — very  busy  indeed,  doc- 
tor. I  had  looked  in  by  accident,  I 
told  him,  and  did  not  intend  to  detain 
him  an  instant.  I  remarked  that  I  sup- 
posed he  was  busy  preparing  for  the 
House. 

"  Ah,  right,  doctor— right !    Ay,  by 

!  and  a  grand  hit  it  will  be,  too ! — 

I  shall  peg  it  into  them  to-night,  doc- 
tor !  I'll  let  them  know  what  an  Eng- 
lish county  member  is !  I'll  make  the 
House  too  hot  to  hold  them  I "  said  Mr 
,  walking  to  and  £ro,  at  an  accel- 
erated pace.  He  was  evidently  boiling 
over  with  excitement. 

"  You  are  going  to  speak  to-night, 


then,  on  the  great question,  I  sup- 
pose ?  "  said  I,  hardly  aole  to  repress 
a  smile. 

"  Speak,  doctor?  I'll  burst  on  them 
with  such  a  view-halloo  as  shall  startle 
the  whole  pack !    TU  show  my  Lord 

what  kind  of  stuff  I'm  made  of— 

I  will,  by !    He  was  plestsed  to 

tell  the  House,  the  other  evening — 
curse  his  impudence! — ^that  the  two 

members  for shire  were  a  mere 

couple  of  dumb-bells — he  did,  by ! 

But  Til  show  him  whether  or  not  /,  for 
one  <tf  them,  am  to  be  jeered  and 
flammed  with  impunity!  Ha!  doctor, 
what  d'ye  think  of  this?"  said  he, 
hurrying  to  the  table,  and  ta^ng  up 
the  manuscript  I  have  mentioned.  He 
was  going  to  read  it  to  me,  but  sud- 
denly stopped  short,  and  laid  it  down 
again  on  the  table, exclaiming,  "Nay, 
I  must  know  it  off  by  this  time — so 
listen !  have  at  ye,  doctor ! " 

After  a  pompous  hem!  hem!  he 
commenced,  and  with  infinite  energy 
and  boisterousness  of  manner  recited 
the  whole  oration.  It  was  certainly  a 
wonderful — a,  matchless  performance 
— ^parcelled  out  with  a  rigid  adherence 
to  the  roles  of  ancient  rhetoric.  As 
he  proceeded,  he  recited  such  astound- 
ing absurdities  —  such  preposterous 
Bombastes-Furioso  declamations — as, 
had  they  been  uttered  in  the  House, 
would  assuredly  have  procured  the  tri- 
umphant speaker  six  or  seven  rounds 
of  convulsive  laughter!  Had  I  not 
known  well  the  simplicity  and  since- 
rity— the  perfect  bonhomie  —  of  Mr 

,  I  should  have  supposed  he  was 

hoaxing  me;  but  I  assuredly  suspected 
he  was  hinudf  the  hoaxed  party — ^tlie 
ioking-post  of  some  witty  wag,  who 
had  determined  to  afford  the  House  a 
night's  sport  at  poor  Mr  's  ex- 
pense! Indeed,  I  never  in  my  Itfe 
listened  to  such  pitifully  puerile — such 
almost  idiotic  gdUimatia.  I  felt  certain 
it  could  never  have  been  the  composi- 
tion of  fox-hunting  Mr !    There 

was  a  hackneyed  quotation  from  Ho- 
race— ^from  the  Septuagint  (!),  and  from 
Locke ;  and  then  a  scampering  through 
the  whole  flowery  realms  of  rhetorical 
ornament — and  a  glancing  at  every 
topic  of  foreign  or  domestic  policy  that 
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could  conceiTably  attract  the  attention 
of  the  most  erratic  fancy.  In  short, 
there  surely  never  before  was  such  a 
speech  composed  since  the  world  be- 
gan !    And  this  was  the  sort  of  thing 

that  poor  Mr actually  intended  to 

deliver  that  memorable  evening  in  the 
House  of  Commons !  As  for  myself, 
I  could  not  control  my  risible  faculties ; 
but  accompanied  the  peroration  with 

a  perfect  snout  of  laugnter !    Mr 

laid  down  the  paper  (which  he  had 
twisted  into  a  sort  of  scroll)  in  an  ec- 
stasy, and  joined  me  in  full  chorus, 
slapping  me  on  the  shoulder,  and  ex- 
claiming— "Ah!  d it!  doctor,  I 

hnew  you  would  like  it !  It*s  just  the 
thing — isn't  it?  There  will  be  no 
standing  me  at  the  next  election  for 

shire,  if  I  can  only  deliver  all 

this  in  the  House  to-night  1  Old  Turn- 
penny,  that's  going  to  start  against 
me,  backed  by  the  manufacturing  in- 
terest, won't  come  up — and  you  see  if 
he  does ! — Curse  it !  I  thought  it  was 
in  me,  and  would  come  out  some  of 
these  days.  They  shall  have  it  all  to- 
night— they  shall,  by !    Only  be 

on  the  look-out  for  the  morning  papers, 
doctor — that's  all!"  and  he  set  off, 
walking  rapidly,  with  long  strides, 
from  one  end  of  the  room  to  the  other. 
I  began  to  be  apprehensive  that  there 

was  too  much  ground  for  Mrs 's 

suspicions,  that  he  had  literally  "taken 
leave  of  his  senses."  Recollecting,  at 
length,  the  object  of  my  visit,  which 
the  amusing  exhibition  I  have  been 
attempting  to  describe  had  almost  dri- 
ven from  my  memory,  I  endeavoured 
to  think,  on  the  spur  of  the  moment, 
of  some  scheme  for  diverting  him  from 
his  purpose,  and  preventing  the  lamen- 
table exposure  ne  was  preparing  for 
himself.  I  could  think  of  nothing  else 
than  attacking  him  on  the  sore  point 
— one  on  which  he  had  been  hipped 
for  years,  and  not  without  reason — a 
hereditary  tendency  to  apoplexy. 

"But,  my  dear  sir,"  said  I,  "this 
excitement  will  destroy  you — ^you  will 
bring  on  a  fit  of  apoplexy,  if  you  go  on 
for  an  hour  longer  in  this  way — you 
will  indeed ! "  He  stood  still,  changed 
colour  a  little,  and  stammered, "  What ! 


! — ^you  don't 
em!  how  is  my 


eh,  d it! — apop 

say  so,  doctor? 

pulse?"  extending  his  wrist.   I  felt  it 

— ^looked  at  my  watch,  and  shook  my 

head. 

"  Eh  —  what,  doctor  I  Nevmiarket, 
eh  ?  "  said  he,  with  an  alarmed  air — 
meaning  to  ask  me  whether  his  pulse 
was  beating  rapidly. 

"  It  is,  indeed,  Mr .    It  beats 

upwards  of  one  hundred  and  fifteen  a 
minute,"  I  replied,  still  keeping  my 
fingers  at  his  wrist,  and  my  eyes  ri- 
veted on  my  watch — for  I  dared  not 
trust  my  sell  with  looking  in  his  coun- 
tenance. He  started  from  me  without 
uttering  a  syllable ;  hurried  to  the 
table,  poured  out  a  glass  of  wine,  and 
gTilped  it  down  instantly.  I  suppose 
he  caught  an  unfortunate  smile  or  a 
smirk  on  my  face,  for  he  came  up  to 
me,  and  in  a  coaxing  but  disturbed 
manner,  said  — "  Now,  come,  come, 
doctor — doctor,  no  humbug!     I  feel 

well  enough  all  over !  D it,  I  toiU 

speak  in  the  House  to-night,  come 
what  may,  that's  flat !  Why,  there'll 
be  a  general  election  in  a  few  months, 
and  it's  of  consequence  for  me  to  do 
something— -to  make  a  figure  in  the 
House.  Besides,  it  is  a  great  constitu- 
tional"  

"  Well,  well,  Mr ,  undoubtedly 

you  must  please  yourself,"  said  I  seri- 
ously ;  "  but  if  a  fit  ahnildr-yoxCYi.  re- 
member I  did  my  duty,  and  warned 
you  how  to  avert  it ! " — "  Hem,  ahem ! " 
he  ejaculated,  with  a  somewhat  puzzled 
air.  I  thought  I  had  succeeded  m  shak- 
ing his  purpose.  I  was,  however,  too 
sanguine  in  my  expectations.  "  I  must 
bid  you  ^ood-moming,  doctor,"  said 
he  abruptly,  "  I  must  speak!  I  mO,  try 
it  to-night,  at  all  events ; — ^but  I'll  be 
calm— I  will !  And  if  I  ahovld  die — 
but — devil  take  it — ^that's  impossibley 
you  know  I  But  if  I  should — ^why,  it 
will  be  a  martyr's  death ;  I  shall  die  a 

Satriot — ^lia,  ha,  ha!  Good-mominff, 
octor ! "  He  led  me  to  the  door,  laugh- 
ing as  he  went,  but  not  so  heartily  or 
boisterously  as  formerly.  I  was  hurry- 
ing down  stairs  when  Mr  re- 
opened the  drawing-room  door,  and 
called  out,  "  Doctor,  doctor,  just  be  so 
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good  as  to  look  in  on  my  good  lady  be- 
fore you  go.  She's  somewhere  about 
the  house — ^in  her  boudoir^  I  dare  say. 
She's  not  quite  well  this  morning — a 
fit  of  the  vapours — hem  I  You  under- 
stand me,  doctor  ?"  putting  his  finger 
to  the  side  of  his  nose  with  a  wise  air. 
I  could  not  help  smiling  at  the  reci- 
procal anxiety  K)r  each  other's  health 
simultaneously  mailifested  by  this  wor- 
thy couple. 

"Well,  doctor,  am  not  I  right?'*  ex- 
claimed Mrs in  a  low  tone,  open- 
ing the  dining-room  door,  and  beckon- 
ing me  in. 

"Yes,  indeed,  madam.  My  inter- 
view was  little  else  than  a  running 
commentary  on  your  note  to  me." 

"How  did  you  find  him  engaged, 
Doctor? — ^Learning  his  speech^  as  he 
calls  it — eh  ?  "  inquired  the  lady,  with 
a  chagrined  air,  which  was  heightened 
when  I  recounted  what  had  passed  up- 
stairs. 

"  Oh,  absurd !  monstrous !  Doctor, 
I  am  ready  to  expire  with  vexation  to 

see  Mr acting  so  foolishly  ! — 'Tis 

all  owing  to  that  odious  Dr ,  our 

village  rector,  who  is  up  in  town  now, 

and  an  immense  crony  of  Mr 's. 

I  suspected  there  was  something  brew- 
ing oetween  them ;  for  they  have  been 
laying  their  wise  heads  together  for  a 
week  past.  Did  not  he  repeat  the  speech 
to  you,  doctor  ? — ^the  whole  of  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed,  madam,  he  did,"  I 
replied,  smiling  at  the  recollection. 

"Ah — ^hideous  rant  it  was,  I  dare 
say ! — I'll  tell  you  a  secret,  doctor.  I 
know  it  was  every  word  composed  by 
that    abominable  old  addlehead   Dr 

,  a  doodle  that  he  is  ! — (I  wonder 

what  brought  him  up  from  his  parish !) 
— And  it  is  he  that  has  inflamed  Mr 

's  fancy  with  making  ^aprealt  hit ' 

in  the  House,  as  they  call  it.  That 
precious  piece  of  stuff  which  they  call 
a  speech,  poor  Mr has  been  learn- 
ing for  this  week  past ;  and  has  seve- 
ral times  woke  me  in  the  night  with 
ranting  snatches  of  it." 

I  begged  Mrs not  to  take  it  so 


senously. 

"Now,  tell  me  candidly.  Dp , 

did  you  ever  hear  such  horrible  non- 
sense in  your  life  ?  It  is  all  that  coun- 


tnr  parson's  trash,  collected  by  bits  out 
of  his  old  stupid  sermons  !  I'm  sure 
our  name  will  run  the  gauntlet  of  all 
the  papers  in  England,  for  a  fortnight 
to  come ! " 

I  said,  I  was  sorry  to  be  compelled 
to  acquiesce  in  the  truth  of  what  she 
was  saying. 

"Really,"  she  continued,  pressing 
her  hand  to  her  forehead,  "  I  feel  quite 
poorly  myself  with  agitation  at  the 
thought  of  to-night's  farce.  Did  you 
attempt  to  dissuade  him?  You  might 
have  frightened  him  with  a  hint  or 
two  about  his  tendency  to  apoplexy, 
you  know." 

"  I  did  my  utmost,  madam,  I  assure 

}rou ;  and  certainly  startled  him  not  a 
ittle.  But,  alas !  he  rallied,  and  good- 
humouredly  sent  me  firom  the  room, 
telling  me,  that,  if  the  effort  of  speak- 
ing killed  him,  he  should  share  the 
fate  of  Lord  Chatham,  or  something  of 
that  sort." 

"  Preposterous  !  '*  exclaimed  Mrs 
— -— ,  almost  shedding  tears  with  vex- 
ation. "  But  entre  nous,  doctor,  could 
you  not  think  of  anything — ^hem  ! — 
something  in  the  medical  way — to 
prevent  his  going  to  the  House  to- 
night?— ^A — ^a  sleeping  draught — eh, 
doctor?" 

"  Really,  my  dear  madam,"  said  I 
seriously,  "  I  should  not  feel  justified 
in  going  so  far  as  that." 

"  0,  dear,  dear  doctor,  what  possible 
harm  can  there  be  in  it  ?  Do  consent 
to  my  wishes  for  once,  and  I  shall  be 
eternally  obliged  to  you.  Do  order 
a  simple  sleeping-draught  —  strong 
enough  to  kee^  him  in  bed  till  five 
or  six  o'clock  in  the  morning — ^and 
I  will  myself  slip  it  into  his  wine  at 
dinner." 

In  short,  there  was  no  resisting  the 
importunities  and  distress  of  so  nne  a 

woman  as  Mrs  ;  so  I  ordered 

about  five-and-thirty  drops  of  lauda- 
num, in  a  little  syrup  and  water.  But, 
alas!  this  scheme  was  frustrated  by 
Mr 's,  two  hours  afterwards,  un- 
expectedly ordering  the  carriage  (while 

Mrs was  herself  gone  to  procure 

}A%qaiet%ts\  and  leaving  word  he  should 
dine  with  some  members  that  even- 
ing at  Brookes'.    After  all,  however, 
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a  lucky  accident  accomplished  Mrs 

's  wishes,  though  it  aeprived  her 

husband  of  that  opportunity  of  seizing 
the  laurels  of  parliamentary  eloquence ; 
for  the  ministry,  finding  the  measure, 


against  which  Mr had  intended 

to  level  his  oration,  to  be  extremely 
unpopular,  and  anticipating  that  they 
should  be  dead  beat,  wisely  postponed 
it  «ine  die. 


CHAPTER  TI 


DUELLING.* 


I  HAD  been  invited  by  young  Lord 

f  the  nobleman  mentioned  in  my 

first  chapter,  to  spend  the  latter  part 
of  my  last  college  vacation  with  his 
lordship  at  his  shooting  -  box  f  in 
shire.  As  his  destmed  profes- 
sion was  the  army,  he  had  already  a 
tolerably  numerous  retinue  of  military 
friends,  several  of  whom  were  engaged 
to  join  us  on  our  arrival  at  ;  so 
that  we  anticipated  a  very  gay  and 
jovial  sestson.  Our  expectations  were 
not  disappointed.  What  with  shoot- 
ing, fishmg,  and  riding  abroad — ^bU- 

*  The  melancholy  fsMSts  on  which  the  en- 
suing narratiye  is  founded,  I  find  entered  in 
the  I)iary  as  fax  back  as  nearlv  twenty-five 
vears  ago :  and  I  am  convinced,  after  some 
little  inquiry,  that  there  is  no  one  now  living 
whose  Ibeliufls  could  he  shocked  hy  its  perusal. 

t  —  "  r^adences  temporaires,  nommtes 
^UMting-ioxes,'*  says  the  French  Translator, 
adding  in  a  note,  "  Loges-de-Chas$ei  rendez- 
vous de  chasse. "  I  cannot  resist  transcribing 
part  of  the  French  Uxty  in  which  I  am  made 
to  talk  thus : — "  Shooting-boxes  sont  le  ren- 
dezvous ordinaire  de  gens  de  bon  ton,  que  la 
vie  monotone  de  leurs  tourellesgothiques,  et 
la  vie  hxtilante  de  Londrea,  ont  fatigues,  pen- 
dante  I'^t^  et  p^idant  lliiver  C'est  1&  que 
les  gouts  de  la  jeune  noblesse  Anglaiae  se  de" 
veloppent  avec  le  plus  d'^nerale.  Lord  ^- 
rcm,  dans  Newstead  Abbey,  (ut  un  ezemple 
ranarquable  de  oe  genre  a'ezistence  pugilis- 
tique,  chasseresse,  Ubertine,  buveuse,  assure 
ment  fort  plus  morale,  oppose  a  la  d^licatesse 
desmoeurs,  maisvlve,  amusante,  entrainante, 
^tourdinante,  et  oU  la  morgue  aristocratiqu^ 
SB  d^uiDant  enfin  de  ses  privileges  et  de 
ses  ridicules^  rentze  dans  touts  rindepen- 
dance  sauvage,  et  ne  se  distingue  de  la  roture 
que  par  I'extrdme  v^^mence  des  exote  qui 
rentrainent." 


liards,  songs,  and  hi^  feeding  at  home 
— our  days  and  nights  glided  as  mer- 
rily away  as  fun  and  firoHc  could  make 
them.  One  of  the  many  schemes  of 
amusement  devised  by  our  party  was 

giving  a  sort  of  military  subscription- 
all  at  the  small  town  of ,  from 

which  we  were  distant  not  more  than 

four  or  five  miles.    All  my  Lord *s 

party,  of  course,  were  to  be  there,  as 
well  as  several  others  of  his  friends, 
scattered  at  a  little  distance  from  him 
in  the  country.  On  the  appointed  day 
all  went  off  admirably.      The  little 

town  of absolutely  reeled  beneath 

the  unusual  excitement  of  music,  danc- 
ing, and  universal  fating.  It  was,  in 
short,  a  sort  of  miniature  carnival, 
which  the  inhabitants,  for  several  rea- 
sons, but  more  especially  the  melan- 
choly one  I  am  going  to  mention,  have 
not  yet  forgotten.  It  is  not  very  won- 
derful that  all  the  rustic  beauty  of  the 
place  was  collected  together.  Many  a 
village  belle  was  there,  in  truth  pant- 
ing and  fluttering  with  delightea  agi- 
tation at  the  unusual  attentions  of  their 
handsome  and  agreeable  partners ;  for 
there  was  not  a  young  military  member 
of  our  party  but  merited  the  epithets. 
As  for  myself,  being  cursed — as  I  once 
before  hinted — with  a  very  insignifi- 
cant person,  and  not  the  most  attrac- 
tive or  communicative  manners ;  being 
utterly  incapable  of  pouring  that  soft, 
delicious  nonsense — ^that  fascinating, 
searching  small-talk,  which  has  stolen 
so  often  right  through  a  lady's  ear, 
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into  the  very  centre  of  her  heart ;  being 
no  adept,  I  say,  at  this,  I  contented 
myself  with  dancing  a  set  or  two  with 
a  young  woman  whom  nobody  else 
seemed  inclined  to  lead  out,  and  con- 
tinued for  the  rest  of  the  evening,  more 
a  spectator  than  a  partaker  of  the  gai- 
eties of  the  scene.  There  was  one  girl 
there — the  daughter  of  a  reputable  re- 
tired tradesman — of  singular  beauty, 
and  known  in  the  neighbourhood  by 

the  name  of  "The  Blue  Bed  of ."  * 

Of  course  she  was  the  object  of  univer- 
sal admiration,  and  literally  besieged 
the  whole  evening  with  applications 
for  the  "  honour  of  her  hand."  I  do 
not  exaggerate  when  I  say  that,  in  my 
opinion,  this  young  woman  was  per- 
fectly beautiful.  Her  complexion  was 
of  dazzling  purity  and  transparence — 
her  symmetrical  features  of  a  placid 
bust-like  character,  which,  however, 
would  perhaps  have  been  considered 
insipid,  had  it  not  been  for  a  brilliant 
pair  of  large  languishing  blue  eyes, 
resembling 

■  blue  water-liliei,  whan  the  hreece 
If  aketh  the  crystal  waters  round  them  tremble, 

which  it  was  almost  madness  to  look 
upon.  And  then  her  light  auburn 
hair,  which  hung  in  loose  and  easy 
curls  on  each  cheek,  like  soft  golden 
clouds  flitting  past  the  moon!  Her 
figure  was  in  keeping  with  her  coun- 
tenance— ^slender,  graceful,  and  deli- 
cate, with  a  most  exquisitely-turned 
foot  and  ankle.  I  have  spent  so  many 
words  about  her  description,  because! 
have  never  since  seen  any  woman  that 
I  thought  equalled  her;  and  because 
her  beauty  occasioned  the  wretched 
catastrophe  I  am  about  to  relate. 

She  riveted  the  attention  of  all  our 
party,  except  my  young  host.  Lord 

J  who  adhered  all  the  evening  to 

a  sweet  creature  he  had  selected  on 
first  entering  the  room.  I  observed, 
however,  one  of  our  party — a  dashing 
young  captain  in  the  Guards,  highly 
connected,  and  of  handsome  and  pre- 
possessing person  and  manners — and 
a  gentleman  of  nearly  eaual  personal 
pretensions,  who   had   oeen  invited 

*  Sumoinm&,  la  Violette  de  Ilazkden  /  **— 
French  Translator. 


from Hall,  his  father^s  seat — ^to 

exceed  every  one  present  in  their  at- 
tentions to  sweet  Mary ;  and,  as 

she  occasionally  smiled  on  one  or  the 
other  of  the  rivals,  I  saw  the  counte- 
nance of  either  alternately  clouded 

with  displeasure.    Captain was 

soliciting  her  hand  for  the  last  set — a 
coimtry  dance — ^when  his  rival  (whom, 
for  distinction's  sake,  I  shall  call  Tre- 
voTf  though  that  of  course  is  very  far 
from  his  real  name),  stepping  up  to 
her,  seized  her  hand,  and  said,  in 
rather  a  quick  and  sharp  tone,  "  Cap- 
tain   ,  she  has  promised  me  the 

last  set ;  I  beg  therefore  you  will  re- 
sign her.    I  am  right.  Miss ?"  he 

inquired  of  the  girl,  who  blushingly 
replied,  "I  think  I  did  promise,  Mr 
Trevor — but  I  would  dance  with  both, 
if  I  could.  Captain,  you  are  not  an- 
gry with  me — ^are  you?"  she  smiled 
appealingly.  ' 

"  Certainly  not,  madam,"  he  replied 
with  a  peciiliar  emphasis;  and  after 
directing  an  eye,  wmch  kindled  Uke  a 
star,  to  nis  more  successful  rivaJ,  re- 
tired haughtily  a  few  paces,  and  soon 
afterwards  left  the  room.  A  strong 
conviction  seized  me,  that  even  this 
small  and  trifling  incident  would  be 
attended  with  mischief  between  those 
two  fierce  and  undisciplined  spirits; 
for  I  occasionally  saw  Mr  TVevor  turn 
a  moment  fi:om  his  beautiful  part- 
ner, and  cast  a  stem  inquiring  glance 
round  the  room,  as  if  in  search  of 

Captain .     I  saw  he  had  noticed 

the  haughty  frown  with  which  the 
cantain  had  retired. 

Most  of  the  gentlemen  who  had  ac- 
companied Lord to  this  ball,  were 

engaged  to  dine  with  him  the  next 
Sunday  evening.  Mr  Trevor  and  the 
captain  (who,  I  think  I  mentioned,  was 
staying  a  few  days  with  his  lordship) 
would  meet  at  this  party;  and  I  de- 
termined to  watch  their  demeanour. 

Captain was  at  the  window,  when 

Mr  Trevor,  on  horseback,  attended  by 
his  groom,  alighted  at  the  door ;  and, 
on  seeing  who  it  was,  walked  away  to 
another  part  of  the  room,  with  an  air 
of  assumed  indifference ;  but  I  caught 
his  quick  and  restless  glance  invo- 
luntarily directed  towaras  the  door 
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througli  which  Mr  Trevor  would  en- 
ter. They  saluted  each  other  with  civi- 
lity— rather  coldly,  I  thought — but 
there  was  nothing  particidarly  marked 
in  the  manner  of  either.  About  twenty 
sat  down  to  dinner.  All  promised  to 
go  off  well — ^for  the  cooking  was  ad- 
mirable, the  wines  first-rate,  and  the 
conversation  brisk  and  various.  Cap- 
tain   and  Mr  Trevor  were  seated 

at  some  distance  from  each  other — 
the  former  being  my  next  neighbour. 
The  cloth  was  not  removed  till  a  few 
minutes  after  eight,  when  the  dessert, 
with  a  fresh  and  large  supply  of  wine, 
was  introduced.  The  late  ball,  of 
course,  was  a  prominent  topic  of  con- 
versation ;  and  after  a  few  of  the  usual 
bachelor  toasts  had  been  drunk  with 
noisy  enthusiasm,  and  we  all  felt  the 
elevating  influence  of  the  wine  we 

had  been  drinking,  Lord motioned 

silence,  and  said,  "  Now,  my  dear  fel- 
lows, I  have  a  toast  in  my  eye  that 
will  delight  you  all — so,  bumpers,  gen- 
tlemen— bumpers! — up  to  the  very 
brim  and  over — to  make  tyre  your 
glasses  are  full — ^while  I  propose  to 
you  the  health  of  a  beautiful — nay,  by 

!  the  most  beautiful  girl  we  have 

any  of  us  seen  for  this  year.  Ha !  I 
see  all  anticipate  me — so,  to  be  short, 

here  is  the  health  of  Mary ,  the 

Blue  Bell  of !"     It  was  drunk 

with  acclamation.  I  thought  I  per- 
ceived Captain *s  hand,  however, 

shake  a  little,  as  he  lifted  his  glass  to 
his  mouth.  "  Who  is  to  return  thanks 
for  her?" — "The  chosen  one,  to  be 
sure ! "— "  Who  is  he  ?"— " Legs— rise 
— ^legfs — ^whoever  he  is ! "  was  shouted, 
asked,  and  answered  in  a  breath.  "  Oh ! 
Trevor  is  the  happy  swain — ^there's  no 
doubt  of  that — ^he  monopolised  her  all 
the  evening — ^/ could  not  get  her  hand 
once  1 "  exclaimed  one  near  Mr  Trevor. 
"  Nor  I," — "  Nor  I  "—echoed  several. 
Mr  Trevor  looked  with  a  delighted  and 
triumphant  air  round  the  room,  and 
seemed  about  to  rise,  but  there  was  a 
cry — "  No ! — ^Trevor  is  not  the  man — 

/  say  Captain is  the  favourite ! " 

— "  Ay,  ten  to  one  on  the  Captain  1 " 
roared  a  young  hero  of  Ascot.  "  Stuff 
— stuff !  muttered  the  Captain,  hur- 
riedly cutting  an  apple  to  fritters,  and 


now  and  then  castin^a  fierce  glance 
towards  Mr  Trevor.  There  were  many 
noisy  maintainers  of  both  Trevor  and 
the  Captain. 

"Come,  come,  gentlemen,"  said  a 
young  Cornish  baronet  good-humour- 
edly,  seeing  the  two  young  men  ap- 
peared to  view  the  affair  very  seriously, 
"  the  best  way,  since  I  dare  be  sworn 
the  girl  herself  does  not  know  which 
she  likes  best,  will  be  to  to88  tip  who 
shall  be  given  the  credit  of  her  beau ! " 
A  loud  laugh  followed  this  droll  pro- 
posal ;  in  which  all  joined  except  Tre- 
vor and  the  Captain.    The  latter  had 

poured  out  some  claret  while  Sir 

was  speaking,  and  sipped  it  with  an  air 
of  assumed  carelessness.  I  observed, 
however,  that  he  never  removed  his 
eye  from  his  glass ;  and  that  his  face 
was  pale^  as  if  from  some  strong  inter- 
nal emotion.  Mr  Trevor's  demeanour, 
however,  also  indicated  considerable 
embarrassment ;  but  he  was  older  than 
the  Captain,  and  had  much  more  com- 
mand of  manner.  I  was  amazed,  for 
my  own  part,  to  see  them  take  up  such 
an  insignificant  affair  so  seriously ;  but 
these  things  generally  involve  so  much 
of  the  strong  passions  of  our  youth- 
ful nature,  especially  our  vanity  and 
jealousy,  that,  on  second  thoughts,  my 
surprise  abated. 

"I  certainly  fancied  you  were  the 
favourite.  Captain ;  for  I  saw  her  blush 
with  satisfaction  when  you  squeezed 
her  hand,"  I  whispered.     "You  are 

right,   ,"    he   answered,  with  a 

forced  smile.  "  I  don*t  think  Trevor 
can  have  any  pretensions  to  her  fa- 
vour." The  noisiness  of  the  party 
was  now  siibsiding,  and,  nobody  Knew 
why,  an  air  of  blank  embarrassment 
seemed  to  pervade  all  present. 

"  Upon  my  honour,  gentlemen,  this 
is  a  vastly  nlly  affair  altogether,  and 
quite  unworthy  such  a  stir  as  it  has 
excited,"  said  Mr  Trevor;  "but  as  so 
much  notice  has  been  taken  of  it,  I 
cannot  help  saying,  though  it  is  child- 
ishly absurd  perhaps,  that  I  think  the 

beautiful  *  Blue  Bell  of '  is  mine 

— ^mine  alone !  I  believe  I  have  good 
ground  for  sayine  I  am  the  sole  winner 
of  the  prize,  and  have  distanced  my 
militaiy  competitor,"  continued  jMr 
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Trevor,  turning  to  Captain  — —  with 
a  smiling  air,  which  was  very  foreim 
to  his  real  feelings,  though  his  hright 
eyes — his  debonair  demeanour — ^that 
fascinating  I'e  ne  sais  quoi  of  his 

"Trevor!  don*t  be  insolent!"  ex- 
claimed the  Captain  sternly,  reddening 
with  passion. 

"  JMBolent  I  Captain?"  inquired  Tre- 
vor, with  an  amazed  air — "  What  the 
deuce  do  you  mean?  I'm  sure  }rou 
don*t  want  to  quarrel  with  me — oh,  it's 
impossible !    If  I  have  said  what  was 

offensive,  by ,  I  did  not  mean  it : 

and,  as  we  said  at  Bugby,  tndietwn 
puta — and  there's  an  end  of  it.  But 
as  for  my  sweet  little  Blue  Bell,  I  know 
— am  perfectly  certain — ay,  spite  of 
the  Captain's  dark  looks — ^that  I  am 
the  happy  man.  So,  gentlemen,  de 
jure  and  de  fado^-for  her  I  return  you 
thsmks."  He  sat  down.  There  was 
so  much  kindness  in  his  manner,  and 
he  had  so  handsomely  disavowed  any 

intentions  of  hurting  Captain s 

fbelings,  that  I  hoped  the  young  Hot- 
spur beside  me  was  quieted.  Not  so, 
however. 

"  Trevor,"  said  he,  in  a  hurried  tone, 

"  you  are  mistaken — you  are,  by ! 

You  don't  know  what  passed  lietween 

Mary and  myself  that  evening. 

On  mj  word  and  honour,  she  told  me 
she  wished  she  could  be  off  her  engage- 
ment with  you." 

'^  Nonsense!  nonsense  I  She  must 
have  said  it  to  amuse  you.  Captain 
— she  ecndd  have  had  no  other  inten- 
tion. The  very  next  morning  she 
told  me  " 

"  The  very  next  morning ! "  shouted 

Captain  ,  "why,  what  the  

could  you  have  wanted  with  Mary 

the  next  morning?" 

"That  is  my  affair,  Captain — not 
yours.  And  since  you  mU  have  it 
out,  I  tell  you  for  your  consolation, 
that  Mary  and  I  have  met  every  day 
since  I "  said  Mr  Trevor  loudly — even 
vehemently.  He  was  getting  a  little 
fltisteredy  as  the  phrase  is,  with  wine, 
which  he  was  pouring  down  glass  after 
glass,  else,  of  course,  he  could  never 
have  made  such  an  absurd — such  an 
unusual  disclosure. 

"  Trevor,  I  must  say  you  act  very 


meanly  in  telling  us— if  it  really  is 
so,"  said  the  Captain,  with  an  intensely 
chagrined  and  mortified  air ;  "  and  if 
.you  intend  to  ruin  that  sweet  and  in- 
nocent creature,  I  shall  take  leave  to 
say,  that  you  are  a — a— a— curse  on  it, 
it  WILL  out — a  villain ! "  continued  the 
Captain,  slowly  and  deliberately.  My 
heart  flew  up  to  my  throat,  wnere  it 
fluttered  as  though  it  would  have 
choked  me.  There  was  an  instant 
and  dead  silence. 

"A  viUain — did  you  say.  Captain? 
and  accuse  me  of  meanness  ?  "  inquired 
Mr  Trevor  coolly,  while  the  colour 
suddenly  faded  from  his  darkening 
features ;  and,  rising  from  his  chair, 
he  stepped  forward,  and  stood  nearly 
opposite  to  the  Captain,  with  his  half- 
emptied  glass  in  his  hand,  which, 
however,  was  not  observed  by  him  he 
addressed.  "Yes,  sir,  I  did  say  so," 
replied  the  Captain  firmly — "and  what 
then?" 

"  Then,  of  course,  you  will  see  the  ne- 
cessity of  apologising  for  it  instantly," 
rejoined  Mr  Trevor. 

"As  I  am  not  in  the  habit,  Mr 
Trevor,  of  saying  what  requires  an 
apology,  I  have  none  to  offer,"  said 

Captain ,  drawing  himself  up  in 

his  chair,  and  eyeing  Mr  Trevor  with 
a  steady  look  of  haughty  composure. 

"  Then,  Captain,  don^  expect  me  to 
apologise  for  this  I "  thundered  Mr  Tre- 
vor, at  the  same  time  hurling  his  glass, 
wine  and  all,  at  the  Captain's  head. 
Part  of  the  wine  fell  on  me,  but  the 
glass  glanced  at  the  ear  of  Captain 
— ,  and  cut  it  slightly ;  for  he  had 
started  aside  on  seeing  Mr  Trevor's 
intention.  A  mist  seemed  to  cover 
my  eyes,  as  I  saw  every  one  present 
rising  from  his  chair.  The  room  was, 
of  course,  in  an  uproar.  The  two  who 
had  quarrelled  were  the  only  calm  per- 
sons present.  Mr  Trevor  remained 
standing  on  the  same  spot,  with  his 
arms  folded  on  his  breast ;  while  Cap- 
tain   calmly  wiped  off  the  stains 

of  wine  from  his  shirt-ruffles  and  white 

waistcoat,  walked  up  to  Lord ,  who 

was  at  but  a  yard  or  two's  distance, 
and  inquired,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice, 
"Your  lordship  has  pistols  here,  of 
course?     We  nad  better  settle  thia 
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little  matter  now,  and  here.    Captain 

V ,  you  will  kindly  do  what  is 

necessary  for  me  ?" 

"  My  aear  fellow,  be  cakn !  This  is 
really  a  very  absurd  quarrel— likely  to 
be  a  drea^iiil  business  though  I "  re- 
plied his  lordship,  with  great  agita- 
tion. 

"  Gome,  shake  hands  and  be  friends  1 
Cknne,  don't  let  a  trumpery  dinner 
brawl  lead  to  bloodshed — and  in  my 
house,  too !  Make  it  up  like  men  of 
sense  " 

"That,  your  lordship  of  course  knows 
as  well  as  I  do,  is  impossible.    Will 

you,  Captain  V ,  be  good  enough 

to  bring  the  pistols?  You  will  find 
them  in  his  lordship's  shooting-gallery 
— we  had  better  amoum  there,  by  the 
wa7,  eh  ?"  inquired  the  Captain  coolly 
— ^He  had  seen  many  of  these  affairs  ! 

"  Then,  bring  them— bring  them,  by 
all  means." 

"  In  God's  name,  let  this  quarrel  be 

settled  on  the  spot ! "  exclaimed , 

and ,  and . 

"We  all  know  they  irmst  fight — 
that's  as  clear  as  the  sun — so  the 
sooner   the   better!"   exclaimed  the 

Honourable   Mr  ,  a  hot-headed 

cousin  of  Lord 's. 

"  Eternal  curses  on  the  silly  slut ! " 
groaned  his  lordship;  "here  will  be 
bloodshed  for  her!  My  dear  Trevor ! " 
said  he,  hurrying  to  that  gentleman, 
who,  with  seven  or  eight  people  round 
him,  was  conversing  on  the  affair  with 

rrfect  composure;  "do,  I  implore — 
beg — I  supplicate,  that  you  would 
leave  my  house !  Oh,  don't  let  it  be 
said  I  ask  people  here  to  kill  one  an- 
other! Wny  may  not  this  wretched 
business  be  made  up? — ^By  — — ,  it 
tihaJU  be,"  said  he  vehemently ;  and, 
putting  his  arm  into  that  of  Mr  Tre- 
vor, he  endeavoured  to  draw  him  to- 
wards the  spot  where  Captain  

was  standing. 

"  Your  lordship  is  very  good,  but  it's 
useless,"  replied  Mr  Trevor,  struggling 
to  disen^ge  his  arm  from  that  oi  Lord 
.  "  1  our  lordship  knows  the  busi- 
ness must  be  settled,  and  the  sooner 

the  better.     My  friend  Sir has 

undertaken  to  do  what  is  correct  on 
the  occasion.    Come,"  addressing  the 


young  baronet,  "  come  away,  and  join 

Captain  V ."  All  this  was  uttered 

with  real  nonchalance !  Somebody  pre- 
sent told  him  that  the  Captain  was  one 
of  the  best  shots  in  England — could 
hit  a  sixpence  at  ten  yaras'  distance. 

"Can  he,  by ?"  said  he  with  a 

smile,  without  evincing  the  slightest 
symptoms  of  trepidation.  "  Why,  then, 
I  m9,j  as  well  make  mj  will,  for  I'm 
as  bhnd  as  a  mole  ! — Ha !  I  have  it." 
He  walked  out  from  among  those  who 
were  standing  round  him,  and  strode 
up  to  Captain ,  who  was  convers- 
ing earnestly  with  one  or  two  of  his 
brother  officers. 

"Captain  ,"  said  Mr  Trevor 

sternly,  extending  his  right  hand,  with 
his  glove  half  drawn  on ;  the  Captain 
turned  suddenly  towards  him  with  a 
furious  scowl — "I  am  told  you  are  a 
dead  shot— eh  ?  " 

"  Well,  sir,  and  what  of  that  ?  "  in- 
quired the  Captain  haughtily,  and  with 
some  curiosity  in  his  countenance. 

"You  know  I  am  short-sighted — 
blind  as  a  beetle — and  not  very  well 

versed  in  shooting  matters  " ^fevery 

one  present  started,  and  looked  with 
surprise  and  displeasure  at  the  speaker; 
and  one  muttered  in  my  ear — "  Eh? — 

d ! — Trevor  showing  the  white 

feather  ?    I  am  astonished ! " 

"  Why,  what  cam,  you  mean  by  all 
this,  sir  ?  "  inquired  the  Captain,  with 
a  contemptuous  sneer. 

"  Oh !  merely  that  we  ought  not  to 
fight  on  unequal  terms.  Do  you  think, 
my  good  sir,  I  will  stand  to  be  shot  at 
without  having  a  chance  of  returning 
the  favour  ?  I  have  to  say  therefore, 
merely,  that  since  this  quarrel  is  of 
your  own  seeking — and  your  own  in- 
fernal folly  only  has  brought  it  about 
— I  shall  insist  on  our  fighting  breast 
to  breast  —  muzzle  to  muzzle  —  and 
across  a  table.  Yes,"  he  continued, 
elevating  his  voice  to  nearly  a  shout, 
"  we  will  go  down  to  hell  together — 
if  we  go  at  all — ^that  is  some  conso- 
lation.^ 

"  Infamous  I " — "  Monstrous  1 "  was 
echoed  from  all  present.  They  would 
not,  they  said,  near  of  such  a  thing 
— ^they  would  not  stand  to  see  sucn 
butchery  !   Eight  or  ten  left  the  room 
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abruptly,  and  did  not  return.  Captain 
made  no  reply  to  Trevor's  pro- 
posal, but  was  conversing  anxiously 
with  his  friends. 

"  NoWy  sir,  who  is  the  coward?"  in- 
quired Mr  Trevor  sarcasticallv. 

"  A  few  moments  will  show, '  replied 
the  Captain,  stepping  forward  witn  no 
sign  of  agitation  except  a  countenance 
of  an  ashy  hue ;  "  for  I  accede  to  your 
terms — ^ruflfianly — ^murderous  as  they 
are ;  and  may  the  curse  of  a  ruined 
house  overwhelm  you  and  your  family 

for  ever ! "  fidtered  Captain ,  who 

saw,  of  course,  that  certain  death  was 
before  both. 

"  Are  the  pistols  preparing  ? "  in- 
quired Mr  Trevor,  without  regarding 

the  exclamation  of  Captain .    He 

was  answered  in  the  affirmative,  that 

Captain  V and  Sir were  both 

absent  on  that  errand.  It  was  agreed 
that  the  dreadful  affair  should  take 
place  in  the  shooting-gallery,  where 
their  noise  would  be  less  likely  to 
alarm  the  servants.  It  is  hardly  ne- 
cessary to  repeat  the  exclamations  of 
"Murder! — downright,  savage,  deli- 
berate murder ! "  which  burst  from  all 
around.  Two  gentlemen  left  abruptly, 
saddled  their  horses,  and  galloped  after 

peace-officers;  while  Lord ,  who 

'  was  almost  distracted,  hurried,  accom- 
panied by  several  gentlemen  and  my- 
self, to  ue  shooting-gallery,  leaving 
the  Captain  and  a  fnend  in  the  dining- 
room,  while  Mr  Trevor,  with  another, 
betook  themselves  to  the  shrubbery 
walk.    His  lordship  informed  Captain 

V and  the  Baronet  of  the  dreadful 

nature  of  the  combat  that  had  been 
determined  on  since  they  had  left  the 
room.  They  both  threw  down  the 
pistols  they  were  in  the  act  of  loading, 
and,  horror-struck,  swore  they  would 
have  no  concern  whatever  in  such  a 
barbarous  and  bloodv  transaction.  A 
sudden  suggestion  of  Lord 's,  how- 
ever, was  adopted.  They  agreed,  after 
much  hesitation  and  doubt  as  to  the 
success  of  the  project,  to  charge  the 
pistols  with  powaer  only,  and  put 
them  into  the  hands  ^f  the  Captain 
and  Mr  Trevor,  as  though  they  were 
loaded  with  ball.  Lord was  san- 
guine enough  to  suppose  that,  when 


they  had  both  stood  fire,  and  indis- 
putably proved  their  courage,  the  affair 
might  l]«  settled  amicabl/.  As  soon 
as  the  necessary  preparations  were 
completed,  and  two  dreary  lights  were 
placed  in  the  shooting-gallery,  both 
the  hostile  parties  were  summoned. 
As  it  was  well  known  that  I  was  pre- 
paring for  the  medical  profession,  my 
services  were  put  into  requisition  for 
both. 

*'  But  have  you  any  instruments  or 
bandages?"  inquired  some  one. 

"  It  IS  of  little  consequence — ^we  are 
not  likely  to  want  them,  I  think,  if 
our  pistols  do  their  duty,"  said  Mr 
Trevor,  with  a  smile  that  to  me  seemed 
ghastly. 

But  a  servant  was  mounted  on  the 

fleetest  horse  in  Lord *s  stable, 

and  despatched  for  the  sur^on,  who 
resided  at  not  more  than  half  a  mile's 
distance,  with  a  note  requesting  him 
to  come  furnished  with  the  necessary 
instruments  for  a  gunshot  wound.  As 
the  principals  were  impatient,  and  the 
seconds,  as  well  as  the  others  pre- 
sent, were  in  the  secret  of  the  blank 
char|^  in  the  pistols,  and  anticipated 
nothing  like  oloodshed,  the  pistols 
were  placed  in  the  hands  of  each  in 
dead  silence,  and  the  two  parties,  with 
their  respective  friends,  retired  to  a 
little  distance  from  each  other. 

"Are  you  prepared,  Mr  Trevor?" 

inquired  one  of  Captain 's  party ; 

and,  being  answered  in  the  affirmative, 
in  a  moment  after,  the  two  principals, 
pistol  in  hand,  approached  one  another. 
Though  I  was  almost  blinded  with  agi- 
tation, and  was,  in  common  with  those 
around,  quaking  for  the  success  of  our 
scheme,  my  eyes  were  riveted  on  their 
every  movement.  There  was  some- 
thing fearfully  impressive  in  their  de- 
meanour. Though  stepping  to  certain 
death,  as  they  supposed,  there  was  not 
the  slightest  symptom  of  terror  or  agi- 
tation visible — no  swaggering — no 
afi'ectation  of  a  calmness  they  did  not 
feel.  The  countenance  of  each  was 
deadlv  pale  and  damp;  hvH  not  a 
muscle  trembled. 

"Who  is  to  give  us  the  word?" 
asked  the  Captain  in  a  whisper,  which, 
though  loW|  was  heard  all  over  the 
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loom;  "for,  in  this  sort  of  affair,  if 
one  fires  a  second  before  the  other,  he 
is  a  murderer."  At  that  moment  there 
was  a  noise  heard ;  it  was  the  surgeon 
who  had  arrived,  and  now  entered 
breathless.  "  Step  out,  and  give  the 
word  at  once,"  said  Mr  Trevor  impa- 
tiently. Both  the  Captain  and  Mr 
Trevor  returned  and  shook  hands,  with 
a  melancholy  smile,  with  their  Mends, 
and  then  retook  their  places.  The 
^ntleman  who  was  to  give  the  signal 
men  stepped  towards  them,  and,  clos- 
ing his  eyes  with  his  hands,  said,  in  a 
tremulous  tone,  "  Raise  your  pistols! " 
— the  muzzles  were  instantly  touching 
one  another's  breasts — "and  when! 
have  counted  three,  fire.  One — two 
— ^three  ! " — ^They  fired — ^both  recoiled 
with  the  shock  several  paces,  and  their 
friends  rushed  forward. 

"Why,  what  is  the  meaning  of 
this!"  exclaimed  both  in  a  breath. 
"Who  has  dared  to  mock  us  in  this 
way?  There  were  no  balls  in  the 
pistols!"   exclaimed  Trevor  fiercely. 

Lord and  the  seconds  explained 

the  well-meant  artifice,  and  received 
an  indignant  curse  for  their  pains.  It 
was  in  vain  we  all  implored  them  to 
be  reconciled,  as  each  had  done  amply 
sufficient  to  vindicate  his  honour. 
Trevor  almost  gnashed  his  teeth  with 
fwry.  There  was  something  fiendish, 
I  thought,  in  the  expression  of  his 
countenance.   "  It  is  easily  remedied," 

said  Captain ,  as  his  eye  cau^t 

several  small  swords  haoging  up.  He 
took  down  two,  measured  them,  and 
proffered  one  to  his  antagonist,  who 
clutched  it  eagerly. — "  There  can  be  no 
deception  here,  however,"  he  gas])ed ; 
"and  now" — each  put  himself  into 
posture — "  stand  off  there  I " 

We  fell  back,  horror-struck  at  the 
relentless  and  revengeful  spirit  with 
which  tiiey  seemed  animated.  I  do 
not  know  which  was  the  better  swords- 
man ;  I  recollect  only  seeing  a  rapid 
glancine  of  their  weapons  flashmg 
about  like  sparks  of  fire,  and  a  hurry- 


ing about  in  all  directions,  which  lasted 
for  several  moments,  when  one  of  them 
fell.  It  was  the  Captain ;  for  the  strong 
and  skilfiil  arm  of  Mr  Trevor  had  thrust 
his  sword  nearly  up  to  the  hilt  in  the 
side  of  his  ant^gomst.  His  very  heart 
was  cloven !  Ine  unfortunate  young 
man  fell  without  uttering  a  groan — 
his  sword  dropped  from  his  grasp — ^he 
pressed  his  right  hand  to  his  neart, 
and,  with  a  quivering  motion  of  the 
lips,  as  thoujrh  struggling  to  speak, 
expired!  "0,  my  great  God!'*  ex- 
cUumed  Trevor,  in  a  broken  and  hol- 
low tone,  with  a  face  so  blanched  and 
horror-stricken  that  it  froze  mv  very 
blood  to  look  upon,  "  what  have  I  done  ? 
Can  aU  ikis  be  beal  ! "  He  continued 
on  his  knees  b^  the  side  of  his  fallen 
antagonist,  with  his  hands  clasped 
convulsively,  and  his  eyes  glaring  up- 
wards, for  several  moments. 

*  •  •  » 

A  haze  of  horror  is  spread  over  that 
black  transaction;  and  if  it  is  dissi- 
pated for  an  instant,  when  my  mind's 
eye  suddenly  looks  back  through  the 
vista  of  years,  the  scene  seems  only 
the  gloomy  representation  or  picture 
of  some  occurrence  which  I  cannot  per- 
suade myself  that  I  actuaUy  witnessed. 
To  this  hour,  when  I  advert  to  it,  I  am 
not  free  from  fits  of  incredulousness. 
The  affair  created  a  great  ferment  at 
the  time.  The  unhappy  survivor  (who, 
in  this  narrative,  has  passed  under  the 
name  of  TrevorJ  instantly  left  Eng- 
land, and  died,  a1x>ut  five  years  after- 
wards, in  the  south  of  France,  in  truth 
broken-hearted. — In  a  word,  since  that 
day  I  have  never  seen  men  entering 
into  discussion,  when  warmed  with 
wine,  and  approaching,  never  so  slow- 
ly, towards  the  confines  of  personality, 
without  reverting,  with  a  shudder,  to 
the  trifling — the  utterly  insignificant 
— circumstances,  which  wine  and  the 
hot  passions  of  ^outh  kin(Ued  into  the 
fatal  brawl  which  cost  poor  Captain 

his  life,  and  drove  Mr abroad, 

to  die  a  broken-hearted  exile ! 
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CHAPTER   VII. 


INTRIGUINO  AND   MADNESS. 


Note  to  the  Editob  of  Blackwood.* 
— Sir  Christopher, — ^A  letter,  under  the 
title  of  ''  Blackwood's  Magaavne  t.  the 
Secrets  cf  the  Medical I^^ession"  ap- 
peared in  the  Lancet  of  the  28th  August 
last — "  the  most  influential  and  popu- 
lar organ,'*  it  says,  "the  profession 
possesses  " — a  paragraph  from  which  I 
beg  to  extract,  and  call  the  attention 
of  your  numerous  readers  to  it.  I  do 
this  in  justice  to  myself;  because,  in 
the  event  of  my  name,  insignificant 
perhaps  as  it  is,  happening  to  be  dis- 
closed, the  said  letter  is  calculated  to 
work  me  much  prejudice  with  my  pro- 
fessional brethren,  and  also  with  the 
public  in  general ;  for  I  need  not  tell 
.  you,  Sir  Christopher,  of  the  extensive 
and  miscellaneous  circulation  of  the 
publication  alluded  to.  After  some 
complimentary   remarks,  the   writer 


*  But  I  enter  my  protest,  as  a  phy- 
sician in  some  little  practice,  against 
the  custom  of  disdosing  to  the  puhUc  the 
sacred  secrets  which  are  communicated 
to  us  in  perfect  cor^idence  hy  ourpatientSf 
and  ought  to  be  preserved  ifwioUible. 
The  Editor  of  Blackwood  happily 
enough  says,  'what  periodical  has 
simk  a  shaft  into  this  rich  mine  of  in- 
cident and  sentiment?'  True;  the 
reason  has  been,  and  is  yet,  I  hope,  to 
be  found  in  the  honour  of  our  profes- 
sion, and  the  determination  of  its 
members  to  Tnerit  the  confidence  of 
their  patients,  hj  continuing,  in  the 
language  of  Junius,  *  the  sole  deposi- 
tary of  their  secrets,  which  shall  pe- 
rish with  them.'    If  the  writer  of  the 

*  As  considerable  currency  has  been  given 
to  the  objections  which  called  forth  this  an- 
swer. I  have  retained  it  as  a  sort  of  standing 
defence. 


papers  in  question,  or  the  Editor  of 
Blackwood,  should  see  this  letter,  they 
are  itn^oihred  to  consider  its  purport, 
and  thus  prevent  the  pubUc  from  view- 
ing their  medical  attendants  with  dis- 
trustj  and  withholding  those  confiden- 
tial disclosures  which  are  essential  to 
the  due  performance  of  our  profes- 
sional duties.  The  very  persons  who 
would  read  such  a  series  of  articles  as 
the  *  Passages  from  the  Diar^  of  a  Late 
Physician '  promise  to  be,  with  intense 
interest,  would  be  the  first  to  act  on 
the  principle  I  have  mentioned." 

If  I  were  not  credibly  assured.  Sir 
Christopher,  that  this  letter  is  the  pro- 
duction of  a  distinguished  member  of 
the  profession,  I  should  have  felt  in- 
clined to  compress  m^  commentary  on 
it  into  one  emphatic  little  word — 
humbug!  As  it  is,  however,  I  beg  to 
ask  the  writer,  who  is  so  ready  at 
starting  the  grave  charge  of  a  breach 
of  professional  confidence,  what  I  do 
more,  in  publishing  in  your  Magazine 
these  papers  of  my  late  friend,  with 
the  most  scrupulous  concealment  of 
everything  which  could  possibly  lead 
to  undue  disclosures,  than  is  constantly 
done  in  the  pages  of  the  Lancet  itself, 
as  well  as  all  the  other  professional 
journals,  text-books,  and  treatises, 
which  almost  invariably  append  real 
initials — (I  appeal  to  every  medical 
man  whether  such  is  not  tne  fact) — 
and  other  indicia^  to  the  most  painfril, 
and,  in  many  instances,  revolting  and 
offensive  details  ?  It  may  possibly  be 
answered-^as  it  really  has  been — ^that, 
in  the  latter  case,  the  narratives  meet 
only  professional  eyes.  What!  in  the 
Lancetf  in  the  Medical  Gazette  f  in  Dr 
Beece's  Journal  f    Are  these  works  to 
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be  found  in  the  hands  of  professional 
men  only  ? — ^I  have  but  one  other  ob- 
servation to  make.  Would  the  deli- 
cacy of  patients  be  less  shocked  at 
fincung  tne  peculiar  features  of  their 
phjrsical  maladies — a  subject  on  which 
their  feelings  are  morbi<fiy  irritable — 
exposed  to  every  member,  high  and 
low,  young  and  old,  of  our  extensive 
profession — ^the  theme  of  lectures— the 
subject  of  constant  allusion  and  com- 
ment, £rom  beneath  the  thin  veil  of 

«  Mrs  J M 1,"  &c. ;  is  this,  I 

say,  less  likely  to  hurt  their  feelings, 
than  seeing  (as  is  improbable  in  nine 
cases  out  often  of  those  who  read  these 
Passctgea)  the  morale^  the  seTUiment  of 
their  case  extracted,  dressed  in  the 
shape  of  simple  narrative,  and  chal- 
len^g  the  sympathy  and  admiration 
of  the  public  ?  Take,  as  an  instance, 
the  first  narrative,  entitled  "  CanceVy" 
which  appeared  in  your  last  Magazine. 

Could  Mrs  St y  were  she  living,  be 

pained  at  reading  it — or  any  surviving 
niend  or  relative,  for  her  ?  And  if  any 
subsequent  sketch  should  disclose  mat- 
ter of  reprobation,  in  the  shape  of  weak, 
criminal,  or  infamous  conduct,  A*ely 
the  exposure  is  merited ;  such  subjects 
should  suffer  in  silence,  and  none  will 
be  the  wiser  for  it.  I  conceive  that 
several  scenes  of  this  character,  which 
I  have  trembled  and  blushed  over  in 
my  late  friend's  journal,  are  properly 
dealt  with,  if  made  public  property — & 
source  of  instruction  and  warning  to 
all.  In  a  word,  I  cannot  help  thinking 
that  the  writer  of  the  letter  in  question 
has  wasted  much  fervent  zeal  to  little 
purpose,  and  conjured  up  a  ghost  for 
the  mere  purpose  of  exorcism.  This  I 
have  done  for  him ;  and  I  hope  his  fears 
will  henceforth  abate. 

A  moment  farther,  good  Sir  Christo- 
pher. As  to  one  or  two  individuals 
who  have  been  singled  out  by  the  va- 
rious knowing  papers  of  the  day,  as  the 
writer  or  subject  of  these  chapters,  you 
and  I  know  well  that  the  proper  partj 
has  never  yet  been  glanced  at,  nor  is 
likely  to  be ;  and  for  the  future,  no  no- 
tice whatever  will  be  taken  of  their 
curious  speculations. — ^Believe  me  ever, 
reverend  Sir  Christopher,  &c. 

London,  September  9, 1830. 


When  I  have  seen  a  beautifiil  and  po- 
pular actress,  I  have  often  thought  how 
many  young  playgoers  these  women 
must  intoxicate — ^how  many  even  sen- 
sible, and  otherwise  sober  heads,  they 
must  turn  upside  down!  Some  years 
ago,  a  case  came  under  my  care,  which 
showed  fully  the  justness  of  this  re- 
flection ;  and  I  now  relate  it,  as  I  con- 
sider it  pre^ant  both  with  interest 
and  instruction.  It  will  show  how  the 
energies  of  even  a  powerful  and  well- 
informed  mind  may  be  prostrated  by 
the  indulgence  of  unbridled  passions. 

Late  one  evening  in  November,  I 
was  summoned  in  haste  to  visit  a  gen- 
tleman who  was  staying  at  one  of  the 
hotels  in  Covent  Garden,  and  informed 
in  a  note  that  he  had  manifested  symp- 
toms of  insanity.  As  there  is  no  time 
to  be  lost  in  such  cases,  I  hurried  to 

the Hotel,  which  I  reached  about 

nine  o'clock.  The  poprietor  gave  me 
some  preliminary  information  about 
the  patient  to  whom  I  was  summoned, 
which,  with  what  I  subsequently  glean- 
ed from  the  party  himself  and  other 
quarters,  I  shall  present  connectedly 
to  the  reader,  before  introducing  him 
to  the  sick  man's  chamber. 

Mr  Wamingham — ^for  that  name 
may  serve  to  indicate  him  through 
this  narrative — ^was  a  young  man  of 
considerable  fortune,  some  family,  and 

a  member  of College,  Cambridge. 

His  person  and  manners  were  gfentle- 
manty ;  and  his  countenance,  without 
possessing  any  claims  to  the  character 
of  handsome,  faithfully  indicated  a 
powerful  and  cultivated  mind.  He 
nad  mingled  largely  in  college  gaieties 
and  dissipations,  but  knew  little  or 
nothing  of  what  is  called  "town  life;" 
which  may,  in  a  great  measure,  ac- 
count for  much  of  the  simplicity  and 
extravagance  of  the  conduct  I  am 
about  to  relate.  Having,  from  his 
youth  upwards,  been  accustomed  to 
the  instant  gratification  of  almost 
every  wish  he  could  form,  the  slight- 
est obstacle  in  his  way  was  sufficient 
to  irritate  him  almost  to  frenzy.  His 
temperament  was  very  ardent — his 
imagination  lively  and  active.  In 
short,  he  passed  everywhere  for  what 
he  really  was — a  very  clever  man — 
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extensively  read  iu  elegant  literature, 
and  particularly  intimate  with  the  dra- 
matic writers.  About  a  fortnight  be- 
fore the  day  on  which  I  was  summoned 
to  him,  he  had  come  up  from  College 
to  visit  a  young  lady  whom  he  was 
addressing;  but  finding  her  imexpect- 
edly  gone  to  Paris,  he  resolved  to  con- 
tinue in  London  the  whole  time  he  had 
proposed  to  himself,  and  enjoy  all  the 
amusements  about  town,  particularly 
the  theatres.    The  evening  of  the  day 

on  which  he  arrived  at  the Hotel 

beheld  him  at  Drury  Lane,  witnessing 
a  new,  and,  as  the  event  proved,  a  very 
popular  tragedy.     In  the  afterpiece, 

Miss was  a  prominent  performer; 

and  her  beauty  of  person — ^ner  "  mad- 
dening eyes,"  as  Mr  Wamingham  often 
called  them — added  to  her  fascinating 
naiveti  of  manner,  and  the  interesting 
character  she  sustained  that  evening 
— at  once  laid  prostrate  poor  Mr  War- 
ningham  among  the  throng  of  wor- 
shippers at  the  feet  of  this  "Diana  of 
the  Ephesians." 

As  ne  found  she  played  again  the 
next  evening,  he  took  care  to  engage 
the  stage-box;  and  fancied  he  had 
succeeded  in  attracting  her  attention. 
He  thought  her  lustrous  eyes  fell  on 
him  several  times  during  the  evening, 
and  that  they  were  instantly  with- 
drawn, with  an  air  of  conscious  con- 
fusion and  embarrassment,  from  the 
intense  and  passionate  gaze  which 
they  encountered.  This  was  suffi- 
cient to  fire  the  train  of  Mr  Wamin|^- 
ham*s  susceptible  feelings;  and  his 
whole  heart  was  in  a  blaze  instantly. 

Miss sang  that  evening  one  of 

her  favourite  songs — an  exquisitely- 
pensive  and  beautiful  air;  and  Mr 
Warningham,  almost  frantic  with  ex- 
citement, applauded  with  such  ob- 
streperous venemencc,  and  continued 
shouting  "fiTicore — encore^ ^ — so  long 
after  the  general  calls  of  the  house 
had  ceased,  as  to  attract  all  eyes  for 

an  instant  to  his  box.   Miss could 

not,  of  course,  fail  to  observe  his  con- 
duct ;  and  presently  herself  looked  up 
with  what  he  considered  a  gratified 
air.  Quivering  with  excitement  and 
nervous  irritability,  Mr  Wamingham  j 
could  scarcely  sit  out  the  rest  of  the  I 


piece;  and  the  moment  the  cin*tain 
fell,  he  hurried  round  to  the  stage- 
door,  determined  to  wait  and  see  her 
leave,  for  the  purpose,  if  possible,  of 
speaking  to  her.  He  presently  saw 
her  approach  the  door,  closely  muffled, 
veiled,  and  bonneted,  leaning  on  the 
arm  of  a  man  of  military  appearance, 
who  handed  her  into  a  very  gay  cha- 
riot.   He  perceived  at  once  that  it  was 

the  well-known  Captain .     Will 

it  be  believed  that  this  enthusiastic 
young  man  actually  jumped  up  behind 
the  carriage  which  contamedthe  object 
of  his  idolatrous  homage,  and  did  not 
alight  till  it  drew  up  opposite  a  large 
house  in  the  western  suburbs;  and 
that  this  absurd  feat,  moreover,  was 
performed  amid  an  incessant  shower 
of  small  searching  rain  ? 

He  was  informed  by  the  footman, 
whom  he  had  bribed  with  five  shillings, 

that  Miss  *s  own  house  was  in 

another  nart  of  the  town,  and  that  her 

stay  at  Captain ^'s  was  only  for  a 

day  or  two.  He  returned  to  his  hotel 
in  a  state  of  tumultuous  excitement, 
which  can  be  better  conceived  than 
deso^bed.  As  may  be  supposed,  he 
slept  little  that  night;  and  the  first 
thing  he  did  in  the  morning  was  to 
despatch  his  groom,  with  orders  to 
establish  himself  in  some  public-house 
which  could  command  a  view  of  Miss 

*s  residence,  and  return  to  Covent 

Garden  as  soon  as  he  had  seen  her  or 
her  maid  enter.  It  was  not  till  seven 
o'clock  that  he  brought  word  to  his 
master  ^at  no  one  had  entered  but 

Miss 's  maid.  The  papers  informed 

him  that  Miss played  again  that 

evening ;  and  thougn  he  coula  not  but 
be  aware  of  the  sort  of  intimacy  which 

subsisted  between  Miss and  the 

Captain,  his  enthusiastic  passion  only 
increased  with  increasing  obstacles. 
Though  seriously  unwell  with  a  deter- 
mination of  blood  to  the  head,  induced 
by  the  perpetual  excitement  of  his 
feelings,  and  a  severe  cold  caught 
through  exposure  to  the  rain  on  the 

reding  evening — he  was  dressing 
the  play,  when,  to  his  infinite 
mortification,  his  friendly  medical  at- 
tendant, happening  to  step  in,  posi- 
tively forbade  his  leaving  the  room, 
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and  consigned  him  to  bed  and  physic, 
instead  of  the  maddening  scenes  of  the 
theatre.  The  next  morning  he  felt 
relieved  from  the  more  urgent  symp- 
toms ;  and  his  servant  having  brought 
him  word  that  he  had  at  last  watched 
Miss enter  her  house,  unaccom- 
panied, except  by  her  maid,  Mr  War- 
ningham  despatched  him  with  a  copy 
of  passionate  verses,  enclosed  in  a 
blank  envelope.  He  trusted  that  some 
adroit  allusions  in  them  might  possibly 
give  her  a  clue  to  the  discovery  of  the 
writer — especially  if  he  could  contrive 
to  be  seen  by  her  that  evening  in  the 
same  box  he  had  occupied  formerly; 
for  to  the  play  he  was  resolved  to  go, 
in  defiance  of  the  threats  of  his  medical 
attendant.  To  his  vexation  he  found 
the  box  in  question  pre-engaged  for  a 
family  partv ;  and — ^will  it  be  credited  ? 
— he  actually  entertained  the  idea  of 
discovering  who  they  were,  for  the 
purpose  of  prevailing  on  them  to  va- 
cate in  his  favour !  Finding  that,  how- 
ever, of  course,  out  of  the  (]^uestion,  he 
was  compelled  to  content  himself  with 
the  corresponding  box  opposite,  where 
he  was  duly  ensconced  the  m^ent 
the  doors  were  opened. 

Miss appeared  that  evening  in 

only  one  piece,  but,  in  the  course  of 
it,  she  hsui  to  sing  some  of  her  most 
admired  songs.  The  character  she 
played,  also,  was  a  favourite  both  with 
herself  and  the  public.  Her  dress  was 
exquisitely  tasteful  and  picturesque, 
and  calculated  to  set  off  her  figure  to 
the  utmost  advantage.  Whten,  at  a 
particular  crisis  of  the  play,  Mr  War- 
ningham,  by  the  softened  lustre  of  the 

lowered  foot-lights,  beheld  Miss 

emerging  from  a  romantic  glen,  with 
a  cloSk  thrown  over  her  shoulders,  her 
head  covered  with  a  velvet  cap,  over 
which  drooned,  in  snowy  pendency,  an 
ostrich  feauer,  while  her  hair  strayed 
from  beneath  the  cincture  of  her  cap 
in  loose  negligent  curls,  down  her  face 
and  beautiful  cheeks;  when  he  saw 
the  timid  and  alarmed  air  which  her 
part  required  her  to  assume,  and  the 
sweet  and  sad  expression  of  her  eyes, 
while  she  stole  about,  as  if  avoiding  a 
pursuer ;  when,  at  length,  as  the  raised 
foot-lights  were  restored  to  their  for- 


mer glare,  she  let  fall  the  cloak  which 
had  enveloped  her,  and,  like  a  meta- 
morphosed chrysalis,  burst  in  beauty 
on  the  applaudmg  house,  habited  in  a 
costume  which,  without  beinff  posi- 
tively indelicate,  was  calculated  to  ex- 
cite the  most  voluptuous  thoughts; 
when,  I  say,  poor  Mr  Wamingham 
saw  all  this,  he  was  almost  over- 
powered, and  leaned  back  in  his  box 
Dreathless  with  agitation. 

A  little  before  Miss quitted  the 

stage  for  the  last  time  that  evening, 
the  order  of  the  play  required  that  she 
should  stand  for  some  minutes  on  that 
nart  of  the  sUt^  next  to  Mr  Warnin^- 
ham*s  box.  TVhile  she  was  standing  m 
a  pensive  attitude,  with  her  face  turned 
full  towards  Mr  Wamingham,  he  whis- 
pered, in  a  (|uivering  and  under  tone, 
"  Oh,  beautifiil,  beautiful  creature  ! " 

Miss heard  him,  looked  at  him 

with  a  little  surprise ;  her  features  re- 
laxed into  a  smile,  and,  with  a  gentle 
shake  of  the  head,  as  if  hinting  that 
he  should  not  endeavour  to  distract 
her  attention,  she  moved  away  to  pro- 
ceed with  her  part.  Mr  Warningnam 
trembled  violently;  he  fancied  she  en- 
couraged his  attentions,  and — ^Heaven 
knows  how — ^had  recognised  in  him 
the  writer  of  the  verses  she  had  re- 
ceived. When  the  play  was  over,  he 
hurried,  as  on  a  former  occasion,  to 
the  stage-door,  where  he  mingled  with 
the  inquisitive  little  throng  usually  to 
be  found  there,  and  waited  till  she 
made  her  appearance,  enveloped,  as 
before,  in  a  lar^  shawl,  but  followed 
only  by  a  maid-servant,  carrying  a 
bandbox.  They  stepped  into  a  hack- 
ney-coach, and,  though  Mr  Waming- 
ham had  gone  there  for  the  express 
purpose  of  speaking  to  her,  his  knees 
knocked  together,  and  he  felt  so  sick 
with  agitation,  that  he  did  not  even 
attempt  to  hand  her  into  the  coach. 
He  jumped  into  the  one  which  drew 
up  next,  and  ordered  the  coachman  to 
follow  the  preceding  one  wherever  it 
went.  When  it  approached  the  street 
where  he  knew  she  resided,  he  ordered 
it  to  stop,  got  out,  and  hurried  on  foot 
towards  the  house,  which  he  reached 
iust  as  she  was  alighting.  He  offered 
her  his  arm.^  She  looked  at  him  with 
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astonishment,  and  something  like  ap- 
prehension. At  length  she  appeared  to 
recognise  in  him  the  person  who  had 
attracted  her  attention  hy  whispering 
when  at  the  theatre,  and  seemed,  he 
thought,  a  little  discomposed.  She 
declined  his  proffered  assistance — said 
her  maid  was  with  her — and  was  g^g 
to  knock  at  the  door,  when  Mr  War- 
ningham  stammered  fftintly,  "Dear  ma- 
dam, do  allow  me  the  hononr  of  calling 
in  the  morning,  and  inquiring  how  you 
are  after  the  great  exertions  at  the 
theatre  this  evening!"  She  replied 
in  a  cold  and  discouraging  manner: 
could  not  conceire  to  wluit  she  was  in- 
debted for  the  honour  of  his  particular 
attentions,  and  interest  in  her  wel&re, 
so  suddenly  felt  by  an  utter  stranger 
— unusual — singular — ^improper — ^un- 
pleasant, &c.  She  said  that,  as  for 
his  calling  in  the  morning,  if  he  felt 
so  inclineo,  she,  of  course,  could  not 

Erevent  him ;  but  if  he  expected  to.  see 
er  when  he  called,  he  would  find  him- 
self "  perfectly  mistaken."  The  door 
that  moment  was  opened,  and  closed 
upon  her,  as  she  made  him  a  cold  bow, 
leaving  Mr  Wamingham,  what  with 
chagrin  and  excessive  passion  for  her, 
almost  distracted.  He  seriously  as- 
sured me  that  he  walked  to  and  fro 
before  her  door  till  nearly  six  o'clock 
in  the  morning;  that  he  repeatedly 
ascended  the  steps,  and  endeavoured, 
as  nearly  as  he  could  recoUect,  to  stand 
on  the  very  spot  she  had  occupied  while 
speaking  to  him,  and  would  remain 
gazing  at  what  he  fancied  was  the  win- 
dow of  her  bed-room,  for  ten  minutes 
together;  and  all  this  extravagance, 
to  boot,  was  perpetrated  amidst  an  in- 
cessant fall  of  snow,  and  at  a  time — 
Heaven  save  the  mark  I — ^when  he  was 

an  accepted  suitor  of  Miss ,  the 

young  lady  whom  he  had  come  to  town 
for  the  express  purpose  of  marrying. 
I  several  times  asked  him  how  it  was 
that  he  could  bring  himself  to  consider 
such  conduct  consistent  with  honour 
or  delicacy,  or  feel  a  spark  of  real  at- 
tachment for  the  lady  to  whom  he  was 
engaged,  if  it  were  not  sufficient  to  steel 
his  heart  and  close  his  eyes  against 
the  charms  of  any  other  woman  in 
the  world?    His  only  reply  was,  that 


he  "  really  could  not  help  it "  —  he 
felt  '*  rather  the  patient  than  agent." 

Miss took  his  heart,  he  said,  by 

storm,  and  forcibly  ejected,  for  a  while, 
his  love  for  any  other  woman  breath- 
ing! 

To  return,  however :  About  half-past 
six,  he  jumped  into  a  hackney  coach 
which  happened  to  be  passing  mrough 
the  street,  drove  home  to  the  hotel  in 
Govent  Garden,  and  threw  himself  on 
the  bed,  in  a  state  of  utter  exhaustion, 
both  of  mind  and  body.  He  slept  on 
heavily  till  twelve  o^clock  at  noon, 
when  he  awoke  seriously  indisposed. 
For  the  first  few  moments  he  could 
not  dispossess  himself  of  the  idea  that 

Miss was  standing  by  his  bedside, 

in  the  dress  she  wore  the  preceding 
evening/  and  smiled  encouragingly  on 
him.  So  strong  was  the  delusion,  that 
he  actually  addressed  several  sentences 
to  her !  About  three  o'clock  he  drove 
out,  and  called  on  one  of  his  gay 
firiends,  who  was  perfectly  cat,  feat  at 
matters  of  this  sort,  and  resolved  to 
make  him  his  confidant  in  the  afiair. 
Under  the  advice  of  this  Mentor,  Mr 
Wamingham  purchased  a  very  beau- 
tifuremerald  ring,  which  he  sent  off 

instantly  to  Miss ^  with  a  polite 

note,  saying  it  was  some  slight  ac- 
knowledgment of  the  delight  wiUi 
which  he  witnessed  her  exquisite  act- 
ing, &c.  &c.  &c.  This,  his  friend  as- 
sured him,  iMiXt  call  forth  an  answer 
of  some  sort  or  other,  which  would 
lead  to  another — and  another — and 
another*— and  so  on.  He  was  right. 
A  twopenny  post  letter  was  put  into 
Mr  Wamingnam's  hands  the  next 
morning  before  he  rose,  which  was 

from  Miss ^  elegantly  written,  and 

thanked  him  for  the  'Wasteful  present " 
he  had  sent  her,  which  she  should, 
with  great  pleasure,  take  an  early  op- 
portunity of  gratifying  him  by  wearing 
m  public. 

There  never  yet  lived  an  actress, 
I  verily  believe,  who  had  fortitude 
enough  to  refuse  a  present  of  jewel- 
lery! 

What  was  to  be  done  next  he  did 
not  exactly  laiow;  but  having  suc- 
ceeded at  last  in  opening  an  avenue 
of  communication  with  her,  and  in-. 
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duced  her  so  easily  to  lie  under  an 
obligation  to  him,  he  felt  convinced 
that  his  way  was  now  clear.  He  de- 
termined, therefore,  to  call  and  see  her 
that  very  afternoon ;  but  his  medical 
friend,  seeing  the  state  of  feverish  ex- 
citement in  which  he  continued,  abso- 
lutely interdicted  him  from  leaving 
the  house.  The  next  day  he  felt  con- 
siderably better,  but  was  not  allowed 
to  leave  the  house.  He  could,  there- 
fore, find  no  other  means  of  consoling 
himself  than  writing  a  note  to  Miss 
,  saying  he  had  ''  something  im- 
portant "  to  communicate  to  her,  and 
begging  to  know  when  she  would  per- 
mit him  to  wait  upon  her  for  that  pur- 
pose. What  does  the  reader  imagine 
this  pretext  of  "  something  important " 
was  ?  To  ask  her  to  sit  for  ner  por- 
trait to  a  voung  artist  I  His  stratagem 
succeeded ;  for  he  received,  in  the 
course  of  the  next  day,  a  polite  invita- 
tion to  breakfast  with  Miss on 

the  next  Sunday  morning ;  with  a  hint 
that  he  might  expect  no  other  com- 
pany, and  that  Miss was  **  cu- 
rious" to  know  what  his  particular 
business  with  her  was.  JPoo^  Mr 
Wamingham !  How  was  he  to  exist 
in  the  interval  between  this  day  and 
Sunday  ?  He  would  fain  have  annihi- 
lated it. 

Sunday  morning  at  last  arrived; 
and,  about  nine  o'clock,  he  sallied  from 
his  hotel — ^the  first  time  he  had  left  it 
for  several  days — and  drove  to  the 
house.  With  a  fluttering  heart  he 
knocked  at  the  door,  and  a  maidrser- 
vant  ushered  him  into  an  elegant 
apartment,  in  which  breakfast  was 
laid.  An  elderly  lady,  some  female 
relative  of  the  actress,  was  reading  a 
newspaper  at  the  breakfast-table ;  and 

Miss herself  was  seated  at  the 

piano,  practising  one  of  those  exquisite 
songs  which  had  been  listened  to  with 
breathless  rapture  by  thousands.  She 
wore  an  elegant  momin^-dress ;  and, 
though  her  infatuated  visitor  had  come 
prepared  to  see  her  at  a  great  disad- 
vantage, divested  of  the  dazzling  com- 
plexion she  exhibited  on  the  stage,  her 
pale  and  somewhat  sallow  features, 
which  wore  a  pensive  and  fiBktignea 
expression,  served  to  rivet  the  chains 


of  his  admiration  still  stronger  with 
the  feelings  of  sympathy.  Her  beau- 
tiful eyes  beamed  on  him  with  sweet- 
ness and  affability ;  and  there  was  an 
ease,  a  gentleness  in  her  manners,  and 
a  soft  animating  tone  in  her  voice, 
which  filled  Mr  Wamingham  with 
emotions  of  indescribable  tenderness. 
A  few  moments  beheld  them  seated 
at  the  breakfast-table ;  and  when  Mr 
Witmingham  gazed  at  his  fair  hostess, 
and  reflected  on  his  envied  contiguity 
to  one  whose  beauty  and  talents  were 
the  theme  of  universal  admiration — 
listened  to  her  lively  and  varied  con- 
versation, and  ])erceived  a  faint  crim- 
son steal  for  an  instant  over  her  coun- 
tenance, when  he  reminded  her  of  his 
exclamation  at  the  theatre — he  felt  a 
swelling  excitement,  which  would 
barely  suffer  him  to  preserve  an  ex- 
terior calmness  of  demeanour.  He 
felt,  as  he  expressed  it — (for  he  has 
often  recounted  these  scenes  to  me) — 
that  she  was  maddening  him  1  Of 
course,  he  exerted  himself  in  conver- 
sation to  the  utmost ;  and  his  observa- 
tions on  almost  every  topic  of  polite 
literature  were  met  with  equal  spirit 

and  sprightliness  bv  Miss .    He 

found  ner  fully  capable  of  appreciating 
the  noblest  passages  firom  Snakspeare 
and  some  of  the  older  English  drama- 
tists, and  that  was  sufficient  to  lay 
enthusiastic  Mr  Wamingham  at  the 
feet  of  any  woman.  He  was  reciting 
a  passionate  passage  from  Bomeo  and 
Juliet,  to  which  Miss was  listen- 
ing with  an  apparent  air  of  kindling 
enthusiasm,  wnen  a  phaeton  dashed 
up  to  ihe  door,  and  an  unpetuous  thim- 
dering  of  the  knocker  announced  the 
arriv^  of  some  aristocratical  visitor. 
The  elderly  lady  who  was  sitting  with 
them  started,  coloured,  and  exclaimed 
— "  Good  God !  will  you  receive  tAe 
man  this  morning?  " 

"  0,  it's  only  Lord ! "  exclaimed 

Miss with  an  air  of  indifference, 

after  having  examined  the  equipage 
through  the  window-blinds,  "and  I 
won't  see  the  man — ^that's  flat.  He 
pesters  me  to  death,"  she  continued, 
turning  to  Mr  Wamingham,  with  a 
pretty  peevish  air.  It  had  its  effect 
on  him.    What  an  enviable  fellow  I 
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am,  to  be  received  when  Lords  are 
refused !  thought  Mr  Warningham. 

"  Not  at  home ! "  drawled  Miss 

coldly,  as  the  servant  brought  in  Lord 

s  card.    "You  know  one  can't 

see  every  body,  Mr  Warningham,"  she 
said  with  a  smile.  "  Oh,  Mr  Warning- 
ham  ! — ^lud,  lud !— don't  go  to  the  win- 
dow tai  the  man's  gone!"  she  ex- 
claimed; and  her  small  white  hand, 
with  his  emerald  ring  glistening  on 
her  second  finger,  was  hurriedly  laid 
on  his  shoulder,  to  prevent  his  going 
to  the  window.  Mr  Warningham  de- 
clared to  me  he  could  that  moment 
have  settled  his  whole  fortune  on  her ! 

After  the  breakfast  things  were  re- 
moved she  sat  down,  at  his  request, 
to  the  piano — a  very  magnificent  pre- 
sent from  the  Duke  of ^  Mrs 

assured  him — and  sang  and  played 
whatever  he  asked.  She  played  a 
certain  well-known  arch  air,  with  the 
most  bewitching  simplicity.  Mr  War- 
ningham could  onlyTooA;  ms  feelings. 
As  she  concluded  it,  and  was  dashing 
off  the  symphony  in  a  careless  but 

rapid  and  brilliant  style,  Mrs ,  the 

lady  once  or  twice  before  mentioned, 
left  the  room ;  and  Mr  Warningham, 
scarce  knowing  what  he  did,  sucBenly 
sank  on  one  knee,  from  the  chair  on 

which  he  was  sitting  by  Miss ^ 

grasped  her  hand,  and  uttered  some 
exclamation  of  passionate  fondness. 

Miss turned  to  him  a  moment, 

with  a  surprised  air,  her  large,  liquid, 
blue  eyes,  almost  entirely  hid  beneath 
her  hatf-closed  lids ;  her  features  relaxed 
into  a  coquettish  smile,  she  disengaged 
her  hana,  and  went  on  playing  and 
singing — 

**  Ho  sighfl— *  Beauty  I  I  adore  thee, 
Bee  me  fainting  thus  before  thee ; ' 
But  I  say— 

Fal,l£a,lal»lal  Fal.  UU,  lal,  la ! 

Fal,  lal,"  &0. 

"Fascinating,  angelic  woman!  — 
glorious  creature  of  intellect  and 
beauty,  I  cannot  live  but  in  your 
presence ! "  gasped  Mr  Warningham. 

"  0  Lord  I  what  an  actor  you  would 
have  made,  Mr  Warningham — ^indeed 
you  would  I  Only  think  how  it  would 
sound— '  Borneo,  ifr  Warmngham!' — 
Lud,  lud ! — ^the  man  would  almost  per- 


suade me  that  he  was  in  earnest!" 
replied  Miss ,  with  the  most  en- 
chanting air,  and  ceased  playing.  Mr 
Warningham  continued  addressingher 
in  the  most  extravagant  manner ;  in- 
deed, he  afterwards  told  me,  he  felt 
"as  though  his  wits  were  slipping 
from  him  every  instant." 

"  Why  don't  you  go  on  the  stage,  Mr 

Warningham?     inquired  Miss , 

with  a  more  earnest  and  serious  air 
than  she  had  hitherto  manifested,  and 
gazing  at  him  with  an  eye  which  ex- 
pressed real  admiration — ^for  she  was 
touched  by  the  winning,  persuasive, 
and  passionate  eloquence  with  which 
Mr  Warningham  expressed  himself. 
She  had  hurdlv  uttered  the  words, 
when  a  loud  and  long  knock  was  heard 

at  the  street-door.  Miss suddenly 

started  from  the  piano,  turned  pale,  and 
exclaimed,  in  a  hurried  and  agitated 
tone — "Lord,  lord,  what's  to  be  done? 

— Captain !  what  ever  can  have 

brought  him  up  to  town— oh !  my ." 

"  Good  Groa ;  madam,  what  can  pos- 
sibly alarm  you  in  this  manner?'  ex- 
claimed Mr  Warningham,  with  a  sur- 
prised air.    "  What  on  earth  can  there 

pe  in  this  Captain to  startle  you 

in  this  manner?  What  can  the  man 
want  here,  if  his  presence  is  disagree- 
able to  you  ?  Pray,  madam,  give  him 
the  same  answer  you  gave  Loro ! " 

"  0,  Mr  Wam---dear,  dear !  the  door 
is  opened — ^what  wUl  become  of  me  if 

Captain sees  you  here  ?    Ah !  I 

have  it — yoxL  must — country  manager 
— provincial  enga — "  hurriedly  mut- 
tered Miss  y  as  the  room  door 

opened,  and  a  gentleman  of  a  lofty 
and  military  bearing,  dressed  in  a  blue 
surtout  and  white  trousers,  with  a 
slight  waUdn^-cane  in  his  hand,  en- 
tered, and  without  observing  Mr  War- 
ningham, who  at  the  moment  happened 
to  be  standing  rather  behind  the  door, 
hurried  towards  Miss ,  exclaim- 
ing, with  a  gay  and  fond  air,  "  Ha,  my 
charminfi^  fie  Medici,  how  d'ye  do? — 
Why,  whom  have  we  heref  he  in- 
c[mred,  suddenly  breaking  off,  and  turn- 
up with  an  astonished  air  towards  Mr 
Warningham. 

"  What  possible  business  can  this 
person  have  here,  Miss ?  "  inquired 
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the  Captain  with  a  cold  and  angry  air, 
letting  fall  her  hand,  which  he  had 
grasped  on  entering,  and  eyeing  Mr 
Warningham  with  a  furious  scowl. 
Miss muttered  something  indis- 
tinctly ahout  business — a  provincial 
engagement — and  looked  appealinely 
towards  Mr  Warningham,  as  if  be- 
seeching him  to  take  the  cue,  and 
assume  the  character  of  a  country 
manager.  Mr  Warningham,  however, 
was  not  experienced  enough  in  mat- 
ters of  this  kind  to  take  the.  hint. 

"  My  good  sir — ^I  beg  pardon,  Cap- 
tain''''— said  he,  buttoning  nis  coat,  and 
speaking  in  a  voice  almost  choked  with 
fury — "What  is  the  meaning  of  all 
this  ?  What  do  you  mean,  sir,  by  this 
insolent  bearing  towards  me?" 

"Good  Grod!  Do  you  know,  sir, 
whom  you  are  speaking  to?"  inquired 
the  Captain,  with  an  air  of  wonder. 

"  I  care  as  little  as  I  know,  sir ;  but 
this  I  know — I  shall  give  you  to  under- 
stand, that,  whoever  you  are,  I  won't 
be  buUded  by  you." 

"  The  devil ! "  exclaimed  the  Captain 
slowly,  as  if  he  hardly  comprehended 

what  was  passing.    Miss ,  pale  as 

a  statue,  and  trembling  from  head  to 
foot,  leaned  speechless  against  the  cor- 
ner of  the  piano,  apparently  stupified 
by  the  scene  that  was  passing. 

"  Oh,  by !  this  will  never  do," 

at  len^h  exclaimed  the  Captain,  as  he 
rushed  up  to  Mr  Warningham,  and 
struck  him  ftiriously  over  the  shoulders 
with  his  cane.  He  was  going  to  seize 
Mr  Wamingham's  collar  with  his  left 
hand,  as  if  for  the  purpose  of  inflicting 
further  chastisement,  when  Mr  War- 
ningham, who  was  a  very  muscular 
man,  shook  him  off,  and  dashed  his 
right  hand  full  into  the  face  of  the 
Captain.  Miss shrieked  for  assis- 
tance— ^while  the  Captain  put  himself 
instantly  into  attitude,  and,  being  a 
first-rate  "miller,"  as  the  phrase  is, 
before  Mr  Warningham  could  prepare 
himself  for  the  encounter,  let  fall  a 
sudden  shower  of  blows  about  Mr  War- 
ningham's  head  and  breast,  that  fell 
on  him  like  the  strokes  of  a  sledge- 
hammer. He  was,  of  course,  instantly 
laid  prostrate  on  the  floor  in  a  state  of 


insensibility,  and  recollected  nothing 
further  till  he  found  himself  lying  in 

his  bed  at  the Hotel,  about  the 

middle  of  the  night,  faint  and  weak 
with  the  loss  of  blood,  his  head  ban- 
daged, and  amid  all  the  desagrSmens 
and  attendance  of  a  sick  man's  cham- 
ber. How  or  when  he  had  been  con- 
veyed to  the  hotel  he  knew  not,  till  he 
was  informed,  some  weeks  afterwards, 

that  Captain ,  having  learned  his 

residence  from  Miss ,  had  brought 

him  in  his  carriage  in  a  state  of  stupor. 
All  the  circumstances  above  related 
combined  to  throw  Mr  Warningham 
into  a  fever,  which  increased  upon  him : 
the  state  of  nervous  excitement  in 
which  he  had  lived  for  the  last  few 
days  aggravated  the  other  symptoms 
— and  delirium  deepened  into  down- 
right madness.  The  medical  man,  who 
has  been  several  times  before  men- 
tioned as  a  friendly  attendant  of  Mr 
Warningham,  finmng  that  matters 
grew  so  serious,  and  being  unwilling 
any  longer  to  bear  the  sole  responsi- 
bility of  the  case,  advised  Mr  War- 
ningham's  friends,  who  had  been  sum- 
moned from  a  distant  county  to  his 
bedside,  to  call  me  in :  and  this  was 
the  statu  quo  of  affairs  when  I  paid  my 
first  visit. 

On  entering  the  room  I  found  a 
keeper  sitting  on  each  side  of  the  bed 
on  which  lay  Mr  Warningham,  who 
was  raving  fearfully,  gnashing  his 
teeth,  and  imprecating  the  most  fright- 
ful curses  upon  Captain  .  It  was 
with  the  utmost  difficulty  that  the 
keepers  could  hold  him  down,  even 
though  my  unfortunate  patient  was 
suffering  under  the  restraint  of  a  strait 
waistcoat.  His  countenance,  which,  I 
think,  I  mentioned  was  naturally  very 
expressive,  if  not  handsome,  exhibited 
<the  most  ghastly  contortions.  His 
eyes  glared  into  every  comer  of  the 
room,  and  seemed  about  to  start  from 
their  sockets.  After  standing  for  some 
moments  a  silent  spectator  of  this 
painful  scene,  endeavouring  to  watch 
the  current  of  his  malady,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  soothe  the  affliction  of  his 
uncle,  who  was  standing  by  my  side 
dreadfully  agitated,  I  ventured  to  ap- 
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proach  nearer,  observing  him  almost 
exhausted,  and  relapsing  mto  silence — 
undisturbed  but  by  heavy  and  stento- 
rian breathing.  He  lay  with  his  face 
buried  in  the  pillow ;  and,  on  my 
putting  my  fingers  to  his  temples,  he 
suddenly  turned  his  face  towards  me. 
"  God  bless  me — ^Mr  Kean ! "  said  he, 
in  an  altered  tone — "  this  is  really  a 
•very  unexpected  honour! "  He  seemed 
embarrassed  at  seeing  me.  I  deter- 
mined to  humour  his  fancy — the  only 
rational  method  of  dealing  with  such 
patients.  I  may  as  well  say,  in  pass- 
ing, that  some  persons  have  not  un- 
frequently  found  a  resemblance — ^feint 
and  slight,  if  any  at  all — ^between  my 
features  and  those  of  the  celebrated 
tragedian,  for  whom  I  was  on  the  pre- 
sent occasion  mistaken. 

"Oh!  yours  are  terrible  eyes,  Mr 
Kean — ^very,  very  terrible !  Wiere  did 
you  get  them  ?  What  fiend  touched  them 
with  such  unnatural  lustre  ?  They  are 
not  himian — ^no,  no !  What  do  you  think 
I  have  often  fancied  they  resembled  ?" 

"  Really,  I  can't  pretend  to  say,  sir,'* 
I  replied,  with  some  curiosity. 

"Why,  one  of  the  damned  inmates 
of  hell — glaring  through  the  fiery  bars 
of  his  prison,"  replied  Mr  Wamingham 
with  a  shudder.  "  Is  not  that  a  ghastly 
fancy?"  he  inquired. 

"  Tis  horrible  enough,  indeed,"  said 
I,  determined  to  humour  him. 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha !— Ha,  ha,  ha !  "—-roared 
the  wretched  maniac,  with  a  laugh 
which  made  us  all  quake  round  his 
bedside.  "  I  can  say  better  things 
than  that,  though  it  is  good  1  It's 
nothing  like  the  way  in  which  I  shall 
talk  to-morrow  morning — ^ha,  ha,  ha ! — 
for  I  am  going  down  to  hell,  to  learn 
some  of  the  fiends'  talk;  and  when  I 
come  back,  I'll  give  you  a  lesson,  Mr 
Kean,  shall  be  worth  two  thousand  a* 
year  to  you — ^ha,  ha,  ha! — ^What  d'ye 
say  to  that,  Othello?"  He  paused, 
and  continued  mumbling  something  to 
himself,  in  a  stj-angely  different  tone  of 
voice  from  that  in  which  he  had  just 
addressed  me. 

"  Mr  Kean,  Mr  Kean,"  said  he  sud- 
denly, "  you're  the  very  man  I  want ; 
I  suppose  they  had  told  you  I  had  been 
asking  for  you,  eh?" 


"  Yes,  certainly,  I  heard  " 

"  Very  good— 'twas  civil  of  them ; 
but,  now  you  are  here,  just  shade  those 
basilisk  eyes  of  yours,  for  they  blight 
my  soul  within  me."  I  did  as  he  di- 
rected. "  Now,  III  tell  you  what  I've 
been  thinking — I've  got  a  tragedy 
ready,  very  nearly  at  least,  and  there  s 
a  magnificent  character  for  you  in  it — 
expressly  written  for  you — a  com- 
pound of  Richard,  Shylock,  and  Sir 
Giles — your  masterpiece — a  sort  of 
cruafiiim  quiddam — en — you  hear  me, 
Mr  Kean?" 

"Ay,  and  mark  thee,  too,  Hal!"  I 
replied,  thinking  a  quotation  from  his 
favourite  Shakspeare  would  soothe  and 
flatter  his  inflamed  fancy. 

"  Ah — ^aptly  quoted — Chappy,  happy ! 
By  the  way,  talking  of  that,  I  don't 
at  all  admire  your  personation  of  Ham- 
let—I  don't,  Mr  Kean,  I  dcmH.  'Tis 
utterly  misconceived — ^wrong  from  be- 
ginning to  end — ^it  is  really.  You  see 
what  an  independent,  straightforward 
critic  I  am— ^ha,  ha,  ha! " — accompany- 
ing the  words  with  a  laugh,  if  not  as 
loud,  as  fearfiil,  as  his  former  ones.  I 
told  him  I  bowed  to  his  judgment. 

"  Good,"  he  answered ;  "  genius 
should  always  be  candid.  Macready 
has  a  single  whisper,  when  he  inquires, 
*/«  it  the  King?^  which  is  worth  all 
your  fiendish  mutterings  and  gassings 
— ^ha,  ha !  *  Does  the  galled  jade  wince? 
Her  withers  are  un wrung' — Mr  Kean, 
how  absurd  you  are,  ill  mannered — 
pardon  me  for  saying  it — ^for  interrupt- 
ing me,"  he  said,  after  a  pause ;  adding 
with  a  puzzled  air,  "  What  was  it  I  was 
talking  about  when  you  interrupted 
me?" 

"Do  you  mean  the  tragedy?" 

(I  had  not  opened  my  lips  to  interrupt 
him.) 

"  Ila — ^the  tragedy. 

The  play,  the  play's  the  thmg 

Wherein  I'll  catch  the  conscience  of  the  Kiug. 

Ah — the  tragedy  was  it  I  was  mention- 
ing? Bern  acu — <xcu  tetigieti—ihsiVs 
Latin,  Mr  Kean !  Did  you  ever  learn 
Latin  and  Greek,  eh!"— I  told  him  I 
had  studied  them  a  little. 

"  What  can  you  mean  by  interrupt- 
ing me  thus  unmannerly  ? — Mr  Kean, 
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I  won't  stand  it.  Once  more — uihat 
was  it  I  was  talking  aboat  a  few 
minutes  ago  ?  "  He  had  again  let  slip 
the  thread  of  his  thoughts.  "  A  digres* 
sion,  this,  Mr  Kean ;  1  must  be  mad — 
indeed  I  must ! "  he  continued,  with  a 
shudder  and  a  look  of  sudden  sanity — 
"I  must  be  mad,  and  I  can*t  help 
thinking  what  a  profound  knowledge 
of  human  nature  Shakspeare  shows 
when  he  makes  memory  the  test  of 
sanity — ^a  vast  depth  of  philosophy  in 
it,  eh?  DVe  recollect  tne  passage — 
eh,  Kean?  I  said  I  certamly  could 
not  call  it  to  mind. 

"  Then  it's  infamous ! — a  shame  and 
disgrace  to  you.  It's  quite  true  what 
people  say  of  you — ^you  are  a  mere 
tragedy  hack !  Why  won't  you  try  to 
get  out  of  that  mill-horse  round  of  your 
hackneyed  characters  ?  Excuse  me  ; 
YOU  know  I  am  a  vast  admirer  of  yours, 
out  an  honest  one ! — Curse  me,  after 
a  sudden  pause,  adding,  with  a  bewil- 
dered ana  angry  air,  "  what  was  it  I 
was  going  to  say  ? — ^I've  lost  it  again ! 
•^oh,  a  passage  from  Shakspeare — ^me- 
mory test  of ^Ah,  now  we  have  him  1 

'Tis  this :  mark  and  remember  it ! — 'tis 
in  King  Lear — 

Bring  me  to  the  test, 

And  I  the  maUer  trill  re^uiordy  which  nuidness 
Would  gambol  from. 

Profoundly  true — ^isn't  it,  Kean?" — 
Of  course,  I  acquiesced. 

"Ah,"  he  resumed,  with  a  pleased 
smile,  *' nobody  now  can  write  like 
that  except  myself— Go  it,  Harry — ^ha, 
ha,  ha!— -Who— oo—o!"  uttering  the 
strangest  kind  of  revolting  cry  I  ever 
heard^  "  Oh  dear,  dear  me,  what  was 
it  I  was  saying?  The  thought  keeps 
slipping  from  me  like  a  lithe  eel;  I 
can^  hold  it.  Eels,  by  the  way,  are 
nothing  but  a  sort  of  water-snake — 
'tis  brutal  to  eat  them!  What  made 
me  name  eels,  Mr  Kean  ?  "  I  reminded 
him.  "  Ah,  there  must  be  a  screw  loose 
—something  wron^  Aere,"  shaking  his 
head ;  "  it's  all  upside  down — ^ha !  whal 
was  it  now?"  lonce  more  recalled  it 
to  his  mind,  for  I  saw  he  was  fretting 
himself  with  vexation  at  being  unable 
to  take  up  the  chain  of  his  thousfats. 

"  Ah ! — ^well  now,  once  more—-!  said 
I'd  a  character  for  you— good;  do  it 


justice — or,  by-  my  life,  111  hiss  you 
like  a  huge  doa  coiled  in  the  middle 
of  the  pit  1  There's  a  thought  for  you, 
by  the  way! — Stay — ^I'm  losing  the 
thought  again — ^hold  it — ^hold  it. 

"  The  tragedy,  sir" 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure — ^I've  another  cha- 
racter for  Miss (naming  the  ac- 
tress before  mentioned)— magnificent 
queen  of  beauty — ^nightingale  of  song 
— radiant — ^peerless — ^Ah,  lady,  look  on 
me! — look  on  me!"  and  he  suddenly 
burst  into  one  of  the  most  tiger-like 
howls  I  could  conceive  capable  of  being 
uttered  by  a  human  bemg.  It  must 
have  been  heard  in  the  street  and 
market  without.  We  who  were  round 
him  stood  listening,  chilled  with  hor- 
ror. When  he  had  ceased,  I  said,  in  a 
soothing  whisper,  "  Compose  yourself, 
Mr  Wamingham — ^you'll  see  her  by 
and  by."  He  looked  me  full  in  the 
£bu»,  and  uttered  as  shocking  a  yell  as 
before. 

"  Avaunt !  Out  on  ye !  scoundrels  1 
— fiends ! "  he  shouted,  struggling  with 
the  men  who  were  endeavouring  to 
hold  him  down.  "Are  you  come  to 
murder  me  ?  Ha — ^a — ^a — a ! "  and  he 
fell  back  as  though  he  was  in  the  act 
of  being  choked  or  throttled. 

"Where — ^where  is  the  fiend  who 
struck  me?" — ^he  fi;roaned,  in  a  fiercer 
under-toue  ;  "  and  in  her  presence, 
too ;  and  she  stood  by  looking  on — 
cruel,  beautiful,  deceitful  woman !  Did 
she  turn  pale  and  tremble  ?  Will  not 
I  have  his  blood — blood — ^blood?"  and 
he  clutched  his  fists  with  a  savage  and 
murderous  force.  "  Ah !  you  around 
me  say,  does  not  blood  cleanse  the 
deepest,  foulest  stain — or  hide  it? 
Pour  it  on,  warm  and  reeking — a 
crimson  flood — and  never  trust  me  if 
it  does  not  wash  out  insult  for  ever  I 
iHa,  ha,  ha !  Oh,  let  me.  loose !  let  me 
loose !  Let  me  but  cast  my  eves  on 
the  insolent  ruffian — ^the  brutal  bully 
— ^let  me  but  lay  hands  on  him  1 "  and 
he  drew  in  his  breath,  with  a  long, 
fierce,  and  deep  respiration.  "  Will  I 
not  shake  him  out  of  his  military  trap- 
pings and  fooleries  ?  Ha,  devils !  un- 
hand me.  I  say,  unhand  me,  and  let 
me  loose  on  this  Captain ! " 

In  this  strain  the  unhappy  young 
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man  continued  raving  for  about  ten 
minutes  longer,  till  he  utterly  ex- 
hausted himself.  The  paroxysm  was 
over  for  the  present.  The  keepers, 
aware  of  this  ^or,  of  course,  they  were 
accustomed  to  such  fearful  scenes  as 
these,  and  preserved  the  most  cool  and 
matter-of-fact  demeanour  conceivable), 
relaxed  their  hold.  Mr  Wamingham 
lay  perfectly  motionless,  with  his  ey^es 
closed,  breathing  slow  and  heavily, 
while  the  perspiration  burst  from  every 
pore.  His  pulse  and  other  symptoms 
showed  me  that  a  few  more  sunilar 
paroxysms  would  destroy  him ;  and 
that,  consequently,  the  most  active 
remedies  must  be  had  recourse  to  im- 
mediately. I  therefore  directed  what 
was  to  be  done — ^his  head  to  be  shaved 
— ^that  he  should  be  bled  copiously — 
kept  ^rfectly  cool  and  tranquil — and 
prescribed  such  medicines  as  I  con- 
ceived most  calculated  to  effect  this 
object.     On  my  way  down  stairs,  I 

encountered  Mr  ^  the  proprietor 

or  landlord  of  the  hotel,  who,  with  a 
very  agitated  air,  told  me,  he  must 
insist  on  having  Mr  Wamingham  re- 
moved immediately  from  the  hotel ; 
for  that  his  ravings  disturbed  and  agi- 
tated everybody  in  the  place,  and  had 
been  loudly  complained  of.  Seeing  the 
reasonableness  of  this,  my  patient  was, 
with  my  sanction,  conveyed  that  even- 
ing to  airy  and  genteel  lod^ngs  in  one 
of  the  adjoining  streets.  The  three  or 
four  following  visits  I  paid  him,  pre- 
sented scenes  little  varying  from  the 
one  I  have  above  been  attempting  to 
describe.  They  gradually,  however, 
abated  in  violence. 

I  shall  not  be  guilty  of  extravagance 
or  exaggeration,  if  I  protest,  that  there 
was  sometimes  a  vem  of  sublimity  in 
his  ravings.  He  really  said  some  of  the 
very  finest  things  I  ever  heard.  Thiy 
need  not  occasion  wonder,  if  it  be  re- 
collected, that  "out  of  the  fulness  of 
the  heart  the  mouth  speaketh ; "  and 
Mr  Wamingham*s  naturally  power- 
ful mind  was  filled  with  accimaulated 
stores,  ac(][uired  from  almost  every  re- 

Sion  of  literature.  His  fancy  was 
eeply  tinged  with  Germanism — with 
diablerie — and  some  of  his  ghostly 
images  used  to  haunt  and  creep  after 


me,  like  spirits,  gibbering  and  chatter- 
ing the  expressions  with  which  the 
maniac  had  conjured  them  into  being. 
To  me,  nothing  is  so  affecting — so 
terrible — so  humiliating,  as  to  see  a 
powerful  intellect,  like  that  of  Mr 
Wamingham,  the  prey  of  insanity, 
exhibiting  glimpses  of  greatness  and 
beauty,  amid  all  the  chaotic  gloom  and 
havoc  of  madness ;  reminding  *  one  of 
the  mighty  fragments  of  some  dilapi- 
dated structure  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
mouldering  apart  from  one  another, 
still  displaying  the  exquisite  mould- 
ing and  chiseUing  of  the  artist,  and 
enhancing  the  beholder's  regret  that  so 
glorious  a  fabric  should  have  been  de- 
stroyed by  the  ruthless  hand  of  time. 
Insanity,  indeed,  makes  the  most  fear- 
ful inroads  on  an  intellect  distin- 
guished by  its  activity ;  and  the  flame 
is  fed  rapidly  by  the  rael  afforded  from 
an  excitable  and  vigorous  fancy.  A 
tremendous  responsibility  is  incurred, 
in  such  cases,  by  the  medical  attend- 
ants. Long  experience  has  convinced 
me,  that  the  only  successful  way  of 
dealing  with  such  patients  as  Mr  W ar- 
ningham,  is  chiming  in  readily  with 
their  various  fancies,  without  seem- 
ing in  the  slightest  degree  shocked  or 
alarmed  by  the  most  monstrous  extra- 
vagances. The  patient  must  never  be 
startled  by  any  appearance  of  surprise 
or  apprehension  from  those  around  him 
— ^never  irritated  by  contradiction,  or 
indications  of  impatience.  Should  this 
be  done  by  some  inexperienced  atten- 
dant, the  mischief  may  prove  irreme- 
diable by  any  subsequent  treatment ; 
the  flame  will  blaze  out  with  a  fury 
which  will  consume  instantly  every 
vestige  of  intellectual  stmcture,  leav- 
ing the  body — the  shell — the  bare, 
blackened  walls  alone, 
A  soofl;  a  jest,  a  byword  through  the  world. 

Let  the  patient  have  searroom;  allow 
him  to  dash  about  for  a  while  in  the 
tempest  and  whirlwind  of  his  disor- 
dered faculties ;  while  all  that  is  ne- 

•  Two  newspapers  have  charged  the  writer 
with  borrowing  tiiis  image  ft-om  Db  H  allam's 
Titatise  on  Iriianity.  If  that  author  hat  a  simi- 
lar thought,  the  coincidence  is  purely  acci- 
dental ;  for  I  iiever  tav  his  book  in  my  life. 
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cessaij  from  those  around  is  to  watch 
the  critical  moment,  and  pour  the  oil 
of  soothing  acquiescence  on  the  foam- 
ing waters.  Depend  upon  it,  the  up- 
roar will  suhside  when  the  winds  of 
opposition  cease. — To  return,  however, 
to  Mr  Wamin^ham.  The  incuhus 
which  had  brooded  over  his  intellects 
for  more  than  a  week,  at  length  dis- 
appeared, leaving  its  victim  trembling 
on  the  very  verge  of  the  grave.  In 
truth,  I  do  not  recoUec*  ever  seeing  a 
patient  whose  energies,  both  physical 
and  mental,  were  so  dreadfully  shat- 
tered. He  had  lost  almost  all  muscular 
power.  He  could  not  raise  his  hand 
to  his  head,  alter  his  position  in  the 
bed,  or  even  masticate  his  food.  For 
several  days,  it  could  barely  be  said 
that  he  existed.  He  could  utter 
nothing  more  than  an  almost  inau- 
dible wnisper,  and  seemed  utterly  un- 
conscious of  what  was  passing  around 
him.  His  sister,  a  young  and  ver^ 
interesting  woman,  had  flown  to  his 
bedside  immediately  the  family  were 
acquainted  with  his  illness,  and  had 
continued  ever  since  in  daU^  and 
nightly  attendance  on  him,  till  she 
herself  seemed  almost  worn  out.  How 
I  loved  her  for  her  pallid,  exhausted, 
anxious,  yet  affectionate  looks  1  Had 
not  this  ulness  intervened,  she  would 
have  been  before  this  time  married  to 
a  rising  young  man  at  the  Bar ;  yet 
her  devoted  sisterly  sympathies  at- 
tached her  to  her  brother's  bedside 
without  repining,  and  she  would  never 
think  of  leaving  him.  Her  feelings 
may  be  conceived,  when  it  is  known 
that  she  was  in  a  great  measure  ac- 
quainted with  the  cause  of  her  brother's 
sudden  illness ;  and  it  was  her  painful 
duty  to  sit  and  listen  to  many  uncon- 
scious disclosures  of  the  most  afflicting 
nature.  This  latter  circumstance  fur- 
nished the  first  source  of  uneasiness 
to  Mr  Warningham,  on  recovering  the 
exercise  of  his  rational  faculties.  He 
was  excessivelv  agitated  at  the  idea  of 
his  having  alluded  to  and  described 
the  dissipated  and  profligate  scenes  of 
his  college  life ;  ana  when  he  had  once 
compelled  me  to  acknowledge  that  his 
sister  and  other  relations  were  ap- 
prised of  the  events  which  led  to  his 


illness,  he  sank  into  moody  silence  for 
some  time,  evidently  scourging  him- 
self with  the  heaviest  self-reproaches, 
and  presently  exclaimed — "  Well,  doc- 
tor, thus  you  see  has 

Even-handed  justice 
Compeird  the  poison'd  chalice  to  my  lips— 

and  I  have  drunk  the  foul  draught  to 
the  dregs.  Yet,  though  I  would  at 
this  moment  lay  down  half  my  fortune 
to  blot  from  their  memories  what  thej' 
must  have  heard  me  utter,  I  shall  sut 
mit  in  silence — I  have  richly  earned 
it ! — I  now,  however,  bid  farewell  to  de- 
bauchery---profligacy — dissipation,  for 
ever."  I  interrupted  him  by  saying, 
I  was  not  aware,  nor  were  his  rela- 
tives, that  he  had  been  publicly  dis- 
tinguished as  a  debauchee.  "Why, 
doctor,"  he  replied,  "possibly  not — 
there  may  be  others  who  have  exposed 
themselves  more  absurdly  than  Ihave 
— ^who  have  drunk  and  raked  more — 
but  mine  has  been  the  viler  profligacy 
of  the  heart--'the  dissipation  of  the/eet 
inge.  But  it  shall  cease !  God  knows 
I  never  thoroughly  enjoyed  it,  though 
it  has  occasioned  me  a  delirious  sort  of 
excitement,  which  has  at  length  nearly 
destroyed  me.  I  have  clambered  out  of 
the  scorching  crater  of  Etna,  scathed, 
but  not  consumed.  I  will  now  descend 
into  the  tranquil  vales  of  virtue,  and 
never,  never  leave  them  I "  He  wept 
— for  he  had  not  yet  recovered  tne 
tone  or  mastery  of  his  feelings.  These 
salutary  thoughts  led  to  a  permanent 
reformation ;  his  illness,  in  short,  had 
produced  its  effect.  One  other  thing 
there  was  which  yet  occasioned  him 
disquietude  and  uncertainty ;  he  said 
he  felt  bound  to  seek  the  usual  "  satis- 
faction "  from  Captain !    I  and 

all  around  him,  to  whom  he  hinted  it, 
scouted  the  idea;  and  he  himself  re- 
linquished it  on  hearing  that  Captain 
had  called  often  during  his  ill- 
ness, and  left  man^  cards,  with  the 
most  anxious  inquiries  after  his  health, 
and,  in  a  day  or  two,  had  a  private  in- 
terview with  Mr  Warningham,  when 
he  apologised,  in  the  most  prompt  and 
handsome  manner,  for  his  violent  con- 
duct, and  expressed  the  liveliest  re- 
grets at  the  serious  consequences  with 
which  it  had  been  attended. 
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Mr  Warningham,  to  conclude,  re- 
covered but  slowly;  and  as  soon  as 
his  weakness  woum  admit  of  the  jour- 
ney, removed  to  the  family  house  in 

shire ;  from  thence  he  went  to  the 

sea-side,  and  stayed  there  till  the  close 
of  the  aatumn,  reading  plulosophy 


and  some  of  the  leading  writers  on 
morals.  He  was  married  in  October,  and 
set  off  for  the  Continent  in  the  spring. 
His  constitution,  however,  hadreceived 
a  shock  from  which  it  never  recovered; 
and,  two  years  after,  Mr  Warningham 
died  of  a  decline  at  Grenoa.    , 


CHAPTER   VIIL 


THE  BROKEN  HEART. 


There  was  a  large  and  gay  party  as- 
sembled one  evening,  in  the  memo- 
rable month  of  June  1815,  at  a  house 
in  the  remote  western  suburbs  of  Lon- 
don. Throngs  of  handsome  and  well- 
dressed  women — a  large  retinue  of  the 
leading  men  about  town — the  dazzling 
b'ght  of  chandeliers  blazing  like  three 
suns  overhead — the  charms  of  music 
and  dancing— together  with  that  tone 
of  excitement  then  pervading  society 
at  large,  owing  to  our  successfrd  Con- 
tinental campaigns,  which  maddened 
England  with  ahnost  daily  annuncia- 
tions of  victory  —  all  these  circum- 
stances, I  say,  combined  to  supply 
spirit  to  every  party.  In  fact,  Eng- 
land was  almost  turned  upside  down 

with  universal  feting !    Mrs ,  the 

lady  whose  party  I  have  just  been 
mentioning,  was  in  ecstasy  at  the  eclat 
with  which  the  whole  was  going  off, 
and  charmed  with  the  buoyant  anima- 
tion with  which  all  seemed  inclined  to 
contribute  their  quota  to  the  evening's 
amusement.  A  young  lady  of  some 
personal  attractions,  most  amiable 
manners,  and  great  accomplishments 
— ^particularly  musical — had  been  re- 
peatedly solicited  to  sit  down  to  the 
piano,  K>r  the  purpose  of  favouring  the 
company  with  the  sweet  Scottish  air, 
"  The  Banks  of  Allan  Water."  For  a 
long  time,  however,  she  stead&stly  re- 
sisted their  importunities,  on  the  plea 
of  low  spirits.    There  was  evidently 


an  air  of  deep  pensiveness,  if  not  me- 
lancholy, about  her,  which  ought  to 
have  corroborated  the  truth  of  the  plea 
she  urged.  She  did  not  seem  to  gather 
excitement  with  the  rest ;  and  rather 
endured,  than  shared,  the  gaieties  of 
the  evening.  Of  course,  the  young 
folks  around  her  of  her  own  sex  whis- 
pered their  suspicions  that  she  was  in 
love ;  and,  in  point  of  fact,  it  was  well 
known  by  several  present,  that  Miss 

was  engaged  to  a  young  officer 

who  had  earned  considerable  distinc- 
tion in  the  Peninsular  campaign,  and 
to  whom  she  was  to  be  united  on  his 
return  from  the  Continent.  It  need 
not,  therefore,  be  wondered  at,  that  a 
thought  of  the  various  casualties  to 
which  a  soldier's  life  is  exposed — es- 
pecially a  bold  and  brave  young  sol- 
dier, such  as  her  intended  had  proved 
himself — and  the  possibility,  if  not 
probability,  that  he  might,  alas!  never 

Return  to  claim  his  blushing  bride, 

but  be  left  behind  among  the  glorious 
throng  of  the  fallen,  sufficed  to  over- 
cast her  mind  with  gloomy  anxieties 
and  apprehensions.  It  was,  indeed, 
owin^  solely  to  the  affectionate  impor- 
timities  of  her  relatives,  that  she  was 
prevailed  on  to  be  seen  in  society  at 
aU.  Had  her  own  inclinations  been 
consulted,  she  would  have  sought  soli- 
tude, where  she  might,  with  weeping 
and  trembling,  commend  her  hopes  to 
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the  hands  of  Him  "  who  seeth  in  se- 
cret,'* and  '*in  whose  hands  are  the 
issues"  of  hattle.    As,  however,  Miss 

*8  rich  contralto  yoice,  and  skilful 

powers  of  accompaniment,  were  much 
talked  of,  the  compan^r  would  listen  to 
no  excujies  or  apologies ;  so  the  poor 
girl  was  absolutely  baited  into  sitting 
down  to  the  piano,  when  she  ran  over 
a  few  melancnoly  chords  with  an  air 
of  reluctance  and  displacency.  Her 
sympathies  were  soon  excited  by  the 
mie  tones — ^the  tumultuous  melody — 
of  the  keys  she  touched ;  and  she  pre- 
sently struck  into  the  soft  and  sooth- 
ing  symphony  of  "  The  Banks  of  Allan 
"V^ter."  The  breathless  silence  of  the 
bystanders — for  nearly  all  the  com- 
pany had  thronged  around — was  at 
length  broken  by  her  voice,  stealing 
"  like  faint  blue  gushing  streams  "  on 
the  delighted  ears  of  her  auditors,  as 
she  commenced  singing  that  exquisite 
little  ballad,  with  the  most  touching 
pathos  and  simplicity.  She  had  just 
commenced  the  verse. 

For  his  bride,  a  soldier  sought  her. 
And  a  winning  tongue  had  he ! 

when,  to  the  surprise  of  everybody 
around  her,  she  suddenly  ceased  play- 
ing and  singing,  without  removing 
her  hands  from  the  instrument,  and 
gazed  steadfastly  forward  with  a  va^ 
cant  air,  while  the  colour  faded  from 
her  cheeks,  and  left  them  pale  as  the 
lily.  She  continued  thus  for  some 
moments,  to  the  alarm  and  astonish- 
ment of  the  company — ^motionless,  and 
apparently  unconscious  of  any  one's 
presence.  Her  elder  sister,  much  agi- 
tated, stepped  towards  her,  placed  her 
hand  on  her  shoulder,  endeavoured 
gently  to  rouse  her,  and  said,  hur* 
riedly,   "  Anne,  Anne !  what  is  the 

matter  ?  "  Miss made  no  answer ; 

but  a  few  moments  after,  without  mov- 
ing her  eyes,  suddenly  burst  into  a 
piercing  shriek !  Consternation  seized 
all  present. 

"  Sister — sister ! — ^Dear  Anne,  are 
you  ill?"  again  inquired  her  trembling 
sister,  endeavouring  to  rouse  her,  but 

in  vain.  Miss did  not  seem  either 

to  see  or  hear  her.  Her  eyes  still  gazed 
fixedly  forward,  tiU  they  seemed  gra* 


dually  to  expand,  as  it  were,  with  an 
expression  of  glassy  horror.  All  pre- 
sent seemed  utterly  confounded,  and 
afraid  to  interfere  with  her.  Whispers 
were  heard,  "  She's  ill — ^in  a  fit — run 
for  some  water!  Grood  God! — How 
strange! — ^What  a  piercing  shriek!" 

— &c.  &c.    At  length  Miss 's  lips 

moved.  She  beg^n  to  mutter  inau- 
dibly;  but  by  and  by  those  immedi- 
ately near  her  could  distinguish  the 
words,  "  There ! — there  they  are — ^with 
their  lanterns.  Oh !  thev  are  looking 
out  for  the  de — a — d  I — ^They  turn  over 
the  heaps.  Ah! — now — no; — that 
little  hill  of  slain — see,  see ! — ^they  are 
turning  them  over  one  by  one — ^There! 
— THESE  HE  IS !— ^h !  horror !  horror ! 
horror! — bioht  thkouoh  the  heart!" 
and,  with  a  long  shuddering  groan, 
she  fell  senseless  into  the  arms  of  her 
horror-struck  sister.  Of  course,  all 
were  in  confasion  and  dismay — ^not  a 
face  present  but  was  blancned  with 
agitation  and  affright,  on  hearingthe 
extraordinary  words  she  uttered.  With 
due  delicacy  and  propriety  of  feeling, 
all  those  whose  carriages  had  hap- 
pened to  have  already  arrived,  in- 
stantly took  their  departure,  to  pre- 
vent their  presence  embarrassing  or 
interfering  with  the  family,  who  were 
already  sufficiently  bewildered.  The 
room  was  soon  thinned  of  all,  except 
those  who  were  immediately  engaged 
in  rendering  their  services  to  the 
young  lady;  and  a  servant  was  in- 
stantly despatched  with  a  horse,  for 
me.  On  my  arrival,  I  found  her  in 
bed  (still  at  the  house  where  the  party 
was  given,  which  was  that  of  the  young 
lady^  sister-in-law^.  She  had  fallen 
into  a  succession  oi  swoons  ever  since 
she  had  been  carried  up  from  the  draw- 
ing-room, and  was  perfectly  senseless 
when  I  entered  the  Dedchamber  where 
she  lay.  She  had  not  spoken  a  syl- 
lable since  uttering  the  sing^ar  words 
just  related;  and  her  whole  firame  was 
cold  and  rigid — ^in  fact,  she  seemed  to 
have  received  some  strange  shock, 
which  had  altogether  paralysed  her.. 
By  the  use,  however,  of  strong  sti-r 
mulants,  we  succeeded  in  at  length 
restoring  her  to  something  like  con- 
sciousness ;  but  I  think  it  would  have 
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been  better  for  her,  judging  from  the 
event,  never  to  have  woke  again  from 
forgetfulness.  She  opened  her  eyes 
under  the  influence  of  the  searching 
stimulants  we  applied,  and  stared  va- 
cantly for  an  instant  on  those  standing 
round  her  bedside.  Her  countenance, 
of  an  ashy  hue,  was  damp  with  clammy 
perspiration,  and  she  lay  perfectly  mo- 
tionless, except  when  her  frame  undu- 
lated with  long  deep-drawn  sighs. 

"  Oh,  wretched,  wretched,  wretched 
girl!"  she  murmured  at  length,  "Why 
have  I  lived  till  now  ?  Why  did  you 
not  suffer  me  to  expire?  He  called 
me  to  join  him — I  was  going — and  you 
will  not  let  me — ^but  jf  must  go — ^yes, 
yes!" 

"  Anne — dearest ! — ^why  do  you  talk 
so  ?  Charles  is  not  gone — he  will  re- 
turn soon— he  will  indeed,"  sobbed 
her  sister. 

"  Oh,  never,  never !  You  could  not 
see  what  I  saw,  Jane" — she  shuddered 
—"Oh,  it  was  frightful !  How  they 
tumbled  about  the  heaps  of  the  dead ! 
—  how  they  stripped  —  oh,  horror, 
horror ! " 

"  My  dear  Miss ,  you  are  dream- 

inff — raving — indeed  you  are,"  said  I, 
holding  her  hand  in  mine.  "  Come, 
come,  you  must  not  give  way  to  such 
gloomy,  such  nervous  fancies — you 
must  not  indeed.  You  are  frightening 
your  friends  to  no  purpose." 

"  What  do  you  mean?"  she  replied, 
looking  me  suddenly  full  in  the  face. 
"  I  tell  you  it  is  true !  Ah  me!  Charles 
is  dead ! — I  know  it — I  saw  him !  Shot 
right  throuqh  the  heart!  They  were 
stripping  him,  when  " ,  and  heav- 
ing three  or  four  short  convulsive  sobs, 

she  again  swooned.     Mrs  ,  the 

lady  of  the  house  (the  sister-in-law  of 
Miss  ,  as  I  tnink  I  have  men- 
tioned), could  endure  the  distressing 
scene  no  longer,  and  was  carried  out 
of  the  room,  fainting,  in  the  arms  of 
her  husband.     With  gi*eat  difficulty, 

we  succeeded  in  restoring  Miss 

once  more  to  consciousness ;  but  the 
frequency  and  duration  of  her  relapses 
began  seriously  to  alarm  me.  The 
spirit,  being  brought  so  often  to  the 
brink,  mi^ht  at  last  suddenly  flit  off 
into  etermty  without  any  one  s  being 


aware  of  it.  I,  of  course,  did  all  that 
my  professional  knowledge  and  expe- 
rience suggested;  and,  after  express- 
ing my  res^ness  to  remain  all  night 
in  the  house,  in  the  event  of  any  sud- 
den alteration  in  Miss  for  the 

worse,  I  took  my  departure,  promising 
to  call  very  early  in  the  morning.  Be- 
fore leaving,  Mr had  acquainted 

me  with  all  the  particulars  above  re- 
lated; and,  as  I  rode  home,  I  could 
not  help  feeling  the  liveliest  curiosity, 
mingled  with  the  most  intense  sym- 
pathy for  the  unfortunate  sufferer,  to 
see  whether  the  corroborating  event 
would  stamp  the  present  as  one  of 
those  extraordinary  occurrences,  which 
occasionally  "  come  o'er  us  like  a  sum- 
mer cloud,  astonishing  and  perplex- 
ing every  one. 

The    next    morning,    about    nine 

o'clock,  I  was  again  at  Miss 's 

bedside.  She  was  nearly  in  the  same 
state  as  that  in  which  I  had  left  her 
the  preceding  evening — only  feebler, 
and  almost  continually  stupified.  She 
seemed,  as  it  were,  stunned  with  some 
severe,  but  invisible  stroke.  She  said 
scarcely  anything,  but  often  uttered 
a  low,  moaning,  indistinct  sound,  and 
whispered,  at  intei-vals,  "Yes — ^shortly, 
Charles,  shortly — to-morrow."  There 
was  no  rousing  her  by  conversation ; 
she  noticed  no  one,  and  would  answer 
no  questions.  I  suggested  the  pro- 
priety of  calling  in  additional  memcal 
assistance;  and,  in  the  evening,  met 
two  eminent  brother  physicians  in 
consultation  at  her  bedside.  We  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  she  was  sinking 
rapidly,  and  that,  unless  some  miracle 
intervened  to  restore  her  energies,  she 
would  continue  with  us  but  a  very 
little  longer.  Afler  my  brother  i)hy- 
sicians  had  left,  I  returned  to  the  sick- 
chamber,  and  sat  by  Miss 's  bed- 
side for  more  than  an  hour.  My  feel- 
ings were  much  agitated  at  witnessing 
her  singular  and  affecting  situation. 
There  was  such  a  sweet  and  sorrowful 
expression  about  her  pallid  features, 
deepening,  occasionally,  into  such, 
hopelessness  of  heart-broken  anguish, 
as  no  one  could  contemplate  without 
deep  emotion.  There  was,  besides, 
something  mysterious  and  awing — 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  BROKEN  HEART. 


57 


something  of  what  in  Scotland  is  called 
second  sight  —  in  the  circumstances 
which  had  occasioned  her  illness. 

"  Gone  —  gone ! "  she  murmured, 
with  closed  eyes,  while  I  was  sitting 
and  gazing  in  silence  on  her ;  "  gone 
— ^and  in  glory  I  I  shall  see  the  young 
conqueror — ^I  shall !  How  he  will  love 
•me !  Ah !  I  recollect,"  she  continued, 
after  a  long  interval,  "  it  was  *  The 
Banks  of  Allan  Water*  those  cruel 
people  made  me  sing — and  my  heart 
breaking  the  while! — ^What  was  the 
verse  I  was  singing  when  I  saw" — 
she  shuddered — "  oh ! — ^this — 

For  his  bride,  a  soldier  sought  her. 
And  a  winniufi^  tongue  had  he— 

On  the  banks  of  Allan  Water 
None  so  gay  as  she  1 

But  the  summer  grief  had  brought  her, 
And  the  soldier— false  was  he — 


-my 
she 


Oh,  no,  no,  never  —  Charles  - 
poor  murdered  Charles — never ! 
groaned ;  and  spoke  no  more  that  night. 
She  continued  utterly  deaf  to  all  that 
was  said  in  the  way  of  sympathy  or 
remonstrance ;  and,  if  her  lips  moved 
at  all,  it  was  only  to  utter  faintly  some 
such  words  as  "Oh,  let  me — let  me 
leave  in  peace  I "  During  the  two  next 
days  she  continued  drooping  rapidly. 
The  only  circumstance  about  her  de- 
meanour particularly  noticed,  was, 
that  she  once  moved  her  hands  for 
a  moment  over  the  counterpane,  as 
though  she  were  playing  the  piano— 
a  sudden  flush  overspread  her  features 
-her  eyes  stared,  as  though  she  was 
startled  by  the  appearance  of  some 
phantom  or  other,  and  she  gasped, 
"  There,  there ! " — after  which  she  re- 
lapsed into  her  former  state  of  stupor. 
Now,  will  it  be  credited  that,  on  the 

fourth  morning  of  Miss 's  illness, 

a  letter  was  received  from  Paris  by 
her  family,  with  a  black  seal,  and 
franked  by  the  noble  colonel  of  the 

regiment  m  which  Charles had 

served,  communicatingthe  melancholy 
intelligence  that  the  young  captain 
had  fulen  towards  the  close  of  the 
battle  of  Waterloo ;  for,  while  in  the 
act  of  charging  at  the  head  of  his 
corps,  a  French  cavalry  officer  shot 
him  with  his  pistol  right  through  the 
heart!     The  whole  family,  with  all 


their  acquaintance,  were  unutterably 
shocked  at  the  news,  and  almost  petri- 
fied with  amazement  at  the  strange 
corroboration  of  Miss  's  predic- 
tion. How  to  communicate  it  to  the 
poor  sufferer  was  now  a  serious  ques- 
tion; or  whether  to  communicate  it 
at  all  at  present.  The  family,  at  last, 
considering  that  it  would  be  unjusti- 
fiable in  them  any  longer  to  withhold 
the  intelligence,  intrusted  the  painful 
duty  to  me.  I  therefore  repaired  to 
her  bedside  alone,  in  the  evening  of 
the  day  on  which  the  letter  had  been 
received :  that  evening  was  the  last  of 
her  life !  I  sat  down  in  my  usual  place 
beside  her,  and  her  pulse,  countenance, 
breathing,  cold  extremities,  together 
with  the  fact  that  she  had  taken  no 
nourishment  whatever  since  she  had 
been  laid  on  her  bed,  convinced  me  that 
the  poor  girl's  sufferings  were  soon  to 
terminate.  I  was  at  a  loss,  for  a  len^h 
of  time,  how  to  break  the  oppressive 
silence.  Observing,  however,  her  fad- 
ing eyes  fixed  on  me,  I  determined,  as 
it  were  accidentally,  to  attract  them 
to  the  fatal  letter  which  I  then  held  in 
my  hand.  After  a  while  she  observed 
it;  her  eye  suddenly  settled  on  the 
ample  coroneted  seid,  and  the  sight 
operated  something  like  an  electric 
snock.  She  seemed  struggling  to 
speak,  but  in  vain.  I  now  wished  to 
Heaven  I  had  never  agreed  to  under- 
take the  duty  which  had  been  imposed 
upon  me.  1  opened  the  letter,  a^^d, 
looking  steadfastly  at  her,  said,  in  as 
soothing  tones  as  my  aeitation  could 
command — "My  dear  girl — ^now,  don't 
be  alarmed,  or  I  shall  not  tell  you  what 
I  was  going  to  tell  you." — She  trembled, 
and  her  sensibilities  seemed  suddenly 
restored ;  for  her  eye  assumed  an  ex- 
pression of  alarmed  intelligence,  anA 
ner  lips  moved  about  like  those  of  a  per- 
son wno  feels  them  parched  with  agita- 
tion, and  endeavours  to  moisten  them. 
"  This  letter  has  been  received  to-day 
from  Paris,"  I  continued :  "  it  is  from 

Colonel 1  and  brings  word — ^that — 

that — that" — ^I  felt  suddenly  choked, 
and  could  not  bring  out  the  words. 

"  That  my  Charles  is  dead— I  know 
it.  Did  I  not  tell  you  so  ?"  said  Miss 
. ,  interrupting  me,  with  as  clear. 
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and  distinct  a  tone  of  voice  as  she  ever 
had  in  her  life.  I  felt  confounded. 
Had  the  unexpected  operation  of  the 
news  I  hrou^ht  been  able  to  dissolve 
the  spell  which  had  withered  her  men- 
tal ener^eS)  and  afford  promise  of  her 
restoration  to  health  ? 

Has  the  reader  ever  watched  a  candle, 
which  is  flickering  and  expiring  in  its 
socket,  suddenly  shoot  up  into  an  in- 
stantaneous brilliance,  and  then  be 
utterly  extinguished  ?    I  soon  saw  it 

was  thus  witn  poor  Miss .    All 

the  expiring  energies  of  her  soul  were 
suddenly  collected  to  receive  this  cor- 
roboration of  her  vision — ^if  such  it 
may  be  called — and  then  she  would, 

like  a  lily  droopinfr. 
Bow  her  head  and  die. 

To  return :  She  begged  me,  in  a  falter- 
ing voice,  to  read  her  all  the  letter. 
She  listened  with  closed  eves,  and 
made  no  remark  when  I  had  con- 
cluded. After  a  long  pause,  I  ex- 
claimed— "Gh)d  be  praised,  my  dear 

Miss f  that  you  nave  been  able  to 

receive  this  dreadful  news  so  firmly!" 
"  Doctor,  tell  me,  have  you  no  medi- 
cine that  could  make  me  weep  ?  Oh, 
give  it  me,  give  it  me !  It  would  re- 
fieve  me,  for  I  feel  a  mountain  on  my 
breast — ^it  is  crushing  me,"  she  replied 
feebly,  uttering  the  words  at  long  in- 
tervws.  Pressing  her  hand  in  mine,  I 
begged  her  to  be  calm,  and  the  oppres- 
sipn  would  soon  disappear.  *'  On — oh 
— oh,  that  I  could  weep,  doctor  I "   She 


whispered  something  else,  but  inandi- 
bly.  I  ijut  my  ear  close  to  her  mouth, 
and  distinguished  something  like  the 
words — "Jane! — I  am — call  her — 
hush  " — accompanied  with  a  faint,  flut- 
tering, gurgline  sound.  Alas  I  I  too 
well  understood  it !  With  much  trepi- 
dation I  ordered  the  nurse  to  summon 
the  family  into  the  room  instantly. 
Her  sister  Jane  was  the  first  that 
entered,  her  eyes  swollen  with  weep- 
ing, and  seemingly  half  suffocated  with 
the  effort  to  conceal  her  emotions. 

"  Oh,  my  darling,  precious — ^my  own 
sister  Anne ! "  she  sobbed,  and  knelt 
down  at  the  bedside,  flinging  her  arms 
round  her  sister's  neck,  kissing  the 
gentle  sufferer's  cheeks  and  mouth. 

"  Anne  ! — love  ! — darling ! — don't 
you  know  me?"  She  groaned,  kiss- 
ing her  forehead  repeatedly.  Could  I 
help  weeping?  Alt  who  had  entered 
were  standing  around  the  bed,  sob- 
bing, and  in  tears.  I  kept  my  fingers 
at  tne  wrist  of  the  dying  sufferer ;  but 
could  not  feel  whether  or  not  the  pulse 
beat,  which,  however,  I,  attributed  to 
my  own  agitation. 

"  Speak — speak — ^my  darling  Anne! 
— speak  to  me ;  I  am  your  poor  sister 
Jane ! "  sobbed  the  agonised  girl,  con- 
tinuing fondly  kissing  her  sister's  cold 
lips  and  forehead.  She  suddenly  started 
—exclaimed,  "  0  Ood !  8he*s  dead!  "  and 
sank  instantly  senseless  on  the  floor. 
Alas!  alas!  it  was  too  true:  my  sweet 
and  brokenhearted  patient  was  no 
more! 
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CHAPTER    IX. 


CONSUMPTION. 


CoHSUHPTioH !  —  Terrible,  insatiable 
tyrant  !-*who  can  arrest  tbyprogress, 
OP  number  thy  yictims?  Why  dost 
thou  attack  admost  exclusively  the 
fairest  and  loveliest  of  our  species? 
Why  select  blooming  and  beautiful 
youth,  instead  of  haggard  and  ex- 
hausted age?  Why  stnke  down  those 
who  are  bounding  blithely  from  the 
starting-post  of  me,  rather  than  the 
decrepit  beings  tottering  towards  its 
goal?  By  what  infernal  subtlety  hast 
thou  contrived  hitherto  to  baffle  the 
profoundest  skill  of  science,  to  frus- 
trate utterly  the  uses  of  experience, 
and  disclose  thyself  only  when  thou 
hast  irretrievably  secured  thy  victim, 
and  thy  fangs  are  crimsoned  with  its 
blood?  Destroying  angel!  why  art 
thou  commissioned  thus  to  smite  down 
the  first-bom  of  agonised  humanity? 
What  are  the  strange  purposes  of  Pro- 
vidence, that  thus  letteth  thee  loose 
upon  the  objects  of  its  infinite  good- 
ness ! 

Alas !  how  many  aching  hearts  have 
been  agitated  with  these  unanswerable 
questions,  and  how  many  myriads  are 
yet  to  be  wrung  and  tortured  by  them ! 
— ^Let  me  proceed  to  lay  before  the 
reader  a  short  and  simple  statement 
of  one  of  the  many  cases  of  consump- 
tion, and  sdl  its  attendant  broken- 
heartedness,  with  which  a  tolerably 
extensive  practice  has,  alas!  crowded 
mv  memory.  The  one  immediateljr 
following  has  been  selected,  because  it 
seemed  to  me,  though  destitute  of  va- 
ried and  stirring  incident,  calculated, 
on  many  accounts,  to  excite  neculiar 
interest  and  sympathy.  Possibly  there 
are  afew  who  may  consider  the  ensuing 
pages  pervaded  Dy  a  tone  of  exaggera- 
tion.   Indeed,  it  is  not  so.    My  heart 


has  really  ached  under  the  task  of  re- 
cording the  bitter,  premature  fate  of 
one  of  the  most  lovely  and  accom- 
plished young  women  1  ever  knew ; 
and  the  vivid  recollection  of  her  suffer- 
ings, as  well  as  those  of  her  anguished 
relatives,  may  have  led  me  to  adopt 
strong  language,  but  not  strong  enough 
adequately  to  express  my  feelings. 

Miss  Herbert  lost  both  her  father 
and  mother  before  she  had  attained  her 
tenth  year;  and  was  solemnly  com- 
mitted by  each  to  the  care  of  her  uncle, 
a  baronet,  who  was  unmarried,  and, 
through  disappointment  in  a  first  at- 
tachment, seemed  likely  to  continue 
so  to  the  end  of  his  life.  Two  years 
after  his  broi^her's  death,  he  was  ap- 
pointed to  an  eminent  official  situation 
in  India,  as  the  fortune  attached  to  his 
baronetcy  had  suffered  severely  from 
the  extravagance  of  his  predecessors. 
He  was  for  some  time  at  a  loss  how 
to  dispose  of  his  little  niece.  Should 
he  take  her  with  him  to  India,  accom- 

Eanied  by  a  first-rate  governess,  and 
ave  her  carefully  educated  under  his 
own  eye,  or  leave  her  behind  in  Eng- 
land, at  one  of  the  fashionable  board- 
ing-schools, and  trust  to  the  general 
surveiUance  of  a  distant  female  relative  ? 
He  decided  on  the  former  course ;  and 
accordinfi^ly,  very  shortly  after  conj- 
pleting  her  twelfth  year,  this  little 
blooming  exotic  was  transplanted  to 
the  scorching  soil,  and  destined  "to 
waste  its  sweetness"  on  the  sultry  air 
of  India. 

A  more  delicate  and  lovely  little 
creature  than  was  Eliza  Herbert,  at 
this  period,  cannot  be  conceived-  She 
was  the  only  bud  from  a  parent  stem 
of  remarkable  beauty;  but,  alas!  that 
stem  was  suddenly  withered  by  con- 
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sumption.  Her  father,  also,  fell  a  vic- 
tim to  the  fierce  typhus  fever,  only  half 
a  year  after  the  death  of  his  wife.  Little 
Eliza  Herbert  inherited,  with  her  mo- 
ther's beauty,  her  constitutional  deli- 
cacy. Her  figure  was  so  slight,  that 
it  almost  suggested  to  the  beholder  the 
idea  of  transparency ;  and  there  was 
a  softness  and  languor  in  her  azure 
eyes,  beaming  through  their  long  silken 
lashes,  which  told  of  something  too  re- 
fined for  humanity.  Her  disposition 
fully  comported  with  her  person  and 
habits — arch,  mild,  and  intelligent, 
with  a  little  dash  of  pensiveness.  She 
loved  the  shade  of  retirement.  If  she 
occasionally  flitted  for  a  moment  into 
the  world,  its  glare  and  uproar  seemed 
almost  to  stim  her  gentle  spirit,  and 
fright  it  back  into  con^nial  privacy. 
She  was,  almost  from  infancy,  devo- 
tedly fond  of  reading;  and  sought,  with 
peculiar  avidity,  books  of  sentiment. 
Her  gifted  preceptress — one  of  the 
most  amiable  and  refined  of  women — 
soon  won  her  entire  confidence,  and 
found  little  difliculty  in  imparting  to 
her  apt  pupil  all  the  stores  of  her  own 
superior  and  extensive  accomplish- 
ments. Not  a  day  passed  over  her 
head,  that  did  not  find  Eliza  Herbert 
riveted  more  firmly  in  the  hearts  of  all 
who  came  near  her,  from  her  doting 
uncle  down  to  the  most  distant  domes- 
tic. Every  luxury  that  wealth  and 
power  could  procure,  was  of  course 
always  at  her  command ;  but  her  own 
innate  propriety  and  just  taste  prompt- 
ed her  to  prefer  simplicity  in  all  things. 
Flattery  of  all  kinds  she  abhorref— 
and  forsook  the  house  of  a  rich  old 
English  lady,  who  once  told  her  to  her 
face  she  was  a  beautiful  little  angel ! 
In  short,  a  more  lovely  and  amiable 
being  than  Eliza  Herbert,  surely  never 
adorned  the  ranks  of  humanity.  The 
only  fear  which  incessantly  haunted 

those  around  her,  and  kept  Sir in 

a  feverish  flutter  of  apprehension  every 
day  of  his  life,  was,  that  his  niece  was, 
in  his  own  words,  "  too  g^ood — too  beau- 
tiful, for  this  world ;"  and  that  unseen 
messengers  from  above  were  already 
flitting  around  her,  ready  to  claim  her 
suddenly  for  the  skies.  He  has  often 
described  to  me  his  feelings  on  this 


subject.  He  seemed  conscious  that  he 
had  no  right  to  reckon  on  the  continu- 
ance of  her  life ;  he  felt,  whenever  he 
thou|^ht  of  her,  an  involuntary  appre- 
hension that  she  would,  at  no  distant 
period,  suddenly  fade  from  his  sight ; 
he  was  afraid,  he  said,  to  let  out  the 
whole  of  his  heart's  affections  on  her. 
Like  the  Oriental  merchant,  who  trem- 
bles while  freighting  "  one  bark — one 
little  fragile  bark,"  with  the  dazzling 
stores  of  his  immense  all,  and  com- 
mitting it  to  the  capricious  dominion 

of  wind  and  waves ;  so  Sir often 

declared,  that,  at  the  period  I  am 
alluding  to,  he  experienced  cruel  mis- 
givings, that  if  he  embarked  the  whole 
of  his  soul's  loves  on  little  Eliza 
Herbert,  they  were  fated  to  be  ship- 
wrecked. Yet  he  regarded  her  every- 
day with  feelings  which  soon  height- 
ened into  absolute  idolatry ! 

^  His  fond  anxieties  soon  suggested  to 
him,  that  so  delicate  and  fragile  a  being 
as  his  niece,  supposing  for  a  moment 
the  existence  of  any  read  grounds  of  ap- 
prehension that  her  constitution  bore  a 
hereditary  taint,  could  not  be  thrown 
into  a  more  direct  path  for  her  grave 
than  in  India;  that  any  latent  ten- 
dency to  consumption  would  be  quick- 
ened and  developed  with  fatal  rapidity 
in  the  burning  atmosphere  she  was  then 
breathing.  His  mino,  once  thoroughly- 
suffused  with  alarms  of  this  sort,  could 
not  ever  afterwards  be  dispossessed  of 
them ;  and  he  accordingly  determined 
to  relinquish  his  situation  in  India,  the 
instant  he  should  have  realised,  from 
one  quarter  or  another,  sufficient  to 
enable  him  to  return  to  England,  and 
support  an  establishment  suitable  to 
his  station  in  society.  About  five  years 
had  elapsed  since  his  arrival  in  India, 
during  which  he  had  contrived  to  save 
a  large  portion  of  his  very  ample  in- 
come, when  news  reached  him  that  a 
considerable  fortune  had  fallen  to  him, 
through  the  death  of  a  remote  relative. 
The  intelligence  made  him,  compara- 
tively, a  happy  man.  He  instantly 
set  on  foot  arrangements  for  returning^ 
to  England,  and  procuring  the  imme- 
diate appointment  of  his  successor. 

Unknown  to  his  niece,  about  a  year 
after  his  arrival  in  India,  Sir had 
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confidentially  consulted  the  most  emi- 
nent physician  on  the  spot.  In  obedi- 
ence to  the  injunctions  of  the  baronet, 

Dr  c was  in  the  habit  of  dropping 

in  frequently,  as  if  accidentally,  to  din- 
ner, for  the  purpose  of  marking  Miss 
Herbert^s  demeanour,  and  ascertaining 
,  whether  there  was,  so  to  speak,  the 
very  faintest  adumhration  of  any  con- 
STunptive  tendency.  But  no — ^his  quick 
and  practised  eye  detected  no  morbid 
indications;  and  he  repeatedly  glad- 
dened the  baronet's  heart,  by  assuring 
him  that,  for  any  present  evidence  to 
the  contrary,  little  Miss  Herbert  bade 
as  fair  for  long  and  healthy  life  as  any 
woman  breathing,  especially  if  she  soon 
returned  to  the  more  salubrious  climate 

of  England.     Though  Dr  C had 

never  spoken  professionally  to  her, 
Eliza  Herbert  was  too  quick  and  shrewd 
an  observer  to  continue  tmapprised  of 
the  object  of  his  frequent  visits  to  her 
uncle's  house.  She  had  not  failed  to 
notice  his  searching  glances ;  and  knew 
well  that  he  watched  almost  every 
mouthful  of  food  she  ate,  and  scruti- 
nised all  her  movements.  He  had  once 
also  ventured  to  feel  her  pulse,  in  a 
half- in- earnest  half- in -joke  manner, 
and  put  one  or  two  questions  to  the 
governess  about  Miss  Herbert's  gene- 
ral habits,  which  that  good,  easy,  com- 
municative creature  unfortunately  told 
her  inquisitive  little  pupil ! 

Now,  there  are  few  things  more 
alarming  and  irritating  to  young  peo- 
ple, even  if  consciously  enjoving  the 
most  robust  health,  than  suddemy  to 
find  that  they  have  long  been,  and 
still  are,  the  objects  of  anxious  medical 
suTveiUance.  They  begin  natursJly  to 
suspect  that  there  must  be  very  good 
reason  for  it — and  especially  in  the 
case  of  nervous,  irritable  tempera- 
ments ;  their  peace  of  mind  is  thence- 
forward destroyed  by  torturing  appre- 
hensions that  they  are  the  doomed 
victims  of  some  insidious,  incurable 
malady.    Of  this  I  have  known  very 

many  illustrations.     Sir  ,  also, 

was  aware  of  its  ill  consequences,  and 
endeavoured  to  avert  even  the  sha- 
dow of  a  suspicion  from  his  niece's 

mind  as  to  the  real  object  of  Dr  C ^^'s 

visits,  by  formally  introducing  him, 


from  the  first,  as  one  of  his  own  in- 
timate friends.  He  therefore  flattered 
himself  that  his  niece  was  profoundly  ig- 
norant of  the  existence  of  his  anxieties 
conceminff  her  health ;  and  was  not  a 
little  startled  one  morning  by  Miss  Her- 
bert's abruptly  entering  his  study,  and, 
pale  with  ill-oisguised  anxiety,  inquir- 
ing if  there  was  "  anything  the  matter 
with  her?"  Was  she  unconsciously 
fotUing  into  a  dedine  f  she  asked,  almost 
in  so  many  words.  Her  uncle  was  so 
confounded  by  the  suddenness  of  the 
affair  that  he  lost  his  presence  of  mind, 
changed  colour  a  little,  and  with  a  con- 
sciously embarrassed  air  assured  her 
that  it  was  "no  such  thing,"  quite  a 
mistake — a  "  very  ridiculous  one  " — a 
"  childish  whimj'^^&c.  &c.  &c.  He  was 
so  very  earnest  and  energetic  in  his  as- 
surances that  there  was  no  earthly 
ground  for  apprehension,  and,  in  short, 
concealed  his  alarm  so  clumsily,  that 
his  poor  niece,  though  she  left  him  with 
a  kiss  and  a  smile,  and  affected  to  be 
satisfied,  retired  to  her  own  room,  and 
from  that  melancholy  moment  resigned 
herself  to  her  grave.  Of  this,  she  herself, 
three  years  subsequently,  in  England, 
assured  me.  She  never  afterwards  re- 
covered that  gentle  buoyancy  and  elas- 
ticity of  spirits  which  made  her  burst 
upon  her  few  friends  and  acquaintance 
lite  a  little  lively  sunbeam  of  cheerful- 
ness and  gaiety.  She  felt  perpetually 
haunted  by  gloomy  though  vague  sus- 
picions, that  there  was  something  radi- 
cally vyrong  in  her  constitution — that  it 
was  from  her  birth  sown  with  the  seeds 
of  death — and  that  no  earthly  power 
could  eradicate  them.  Though  sne  re- 
signed herself  to  the  dominion  of  such 
harassing  thoughts  as  these  while 
alone,  and  even  shed  tears  abundantly, 
she  succeeded  in  banishing,  to  a  great 
extent,  her  uncle's  disquietude,  by 
assuming  even  greater  gaiety  of  de- 
meanour than  before.  The  baronet 
took  occasion  to  mention  the  little  in- 
cident above  related  to  Dr  C ,  and 

was  excessively  agitated  to  see  the 
physician  assume  a  very  serious  air. 

**  This  may  be  attended  with  more 
mischief  than  you  are  aware  of,  Sir 

,"  he  replied.    "  I  feel  it  my  duty 

to  tell  you  how  mise^^ably  unfortunate 
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for  her  it  is,  that' Miss  Herbert  has  at 
last  detected  your  restless  uneasiness 
about  her  health,  and  the  means  vou 
have  taken  to  watch  her  constitution. 
Henceforward  she  may  appear  satis- 
fied— but  mark  me  if  dbe  can  ever 
forget  it.  You  will  find  her  fall  fre- 
quently into  momentary  fits  of  absence 
and  thoughtfulness.  She  will  brood 
over  it,"  continued  Dr  C— . 

"Why,  good  God!  doctor,"  replied 
the  baronet,  "  what's  the  use  of  finght- 
ening  one  thus?  Do  you  think  my 
niece  is  the  first  girl  who  has  known 
that  her  friends  are  anxious  about  her 
health  ?  If  she  is  really,  as  you  tell 
her,  free  from  disease— why,  in  the 
name  of  common  sense,  can  she  fa/ney 
herself  into  a  consumption  ?  " 

"No,  no,  Sir  ^— ;  but  incessant 
alarm  may  accelerate  the  evil  you 
dread,  and  predispose  her  to  sink — 
her  energies  to  droop — under  the 
blow,  however  lightly  it  may  at  first 
fall,  which  has  been  so  long  impend- 
ing.   And,  besides,  Sir ,  I  did  no* 

say  she  was  free  from  disease,  but  orly 
that  I  had  not  discerned  any  present 
symptoms  of  disease." 

"  Oh,  stuff,  stuff,  doctor !  nonsense ! " 
muttered  the  baronet,  rising  and  pacing 
the  room  with  excessive  agitation. 
"  Can't  the  girl  be  laughed  out  of  her 
fears?" 

It  may  be  easily  believed  that  Sir 

spent  every  future  moment  of  his 

stay  in  India  in  an  agony  of  appre- 
hension. His  fears  exaggeratea  the 
slightest  indication  of  his  niece's  tem- 
porary indisposition  into  a  symptom  of 
consumption.  Anything  like  a  cough 
from  her  would  send  him  to  a  pillow  of 
thorns ;  and  her  occasional  refusal  of 
food  at  meal-times  was  received  with 
undisguised  trepidation  on  the  part  of 
her  uncle.  If  he  overtook  her  at  a  dis- 
tance, walking  out  with  her  governess, 
he  would  follow  imperceived,  and  strain 
his  eyesight  with  endeavouring  to  de- 
tect anything  like  feebleness  in  her 
gait.  These  incessant,  and  very  na* 
tural  anxieties  about  the  only  being  he 
loved  in  the  world,  enhanced  by  his 
efforts  to  conceal  them,  sensibly  im- 
paired his  own  health  and  spirits. 
He  grew  fretful  and  irritable  in  his 


demeanour  towards  every  member 
of  his  establishment,  and  could  not 
completely  fix  his  thoughts  for  the 
transaction  of  his  important  official 
business. 
This  may  be  thought  an  overstrained 

representation  of  Sir 's  state  of 

nund  respecting  his  niece ;  but  by  none 
except  a  young,  thoughtless,  t>r  heart- 
less reader.  Let  the  thousand— the 
million  —  heart-wrung  parents^  who 
have  mourned,  and  are  now  mourn- 
ing, over  their  consumptive  offspring 
—let  thernf  1  say,  echo  the  truth  of 
the  sentiments  lam  expressing.  Let 
those  whose  bitter  fate  it  is  to  see 
The  bark,  bo  richly  freighted  with  their  1oy8^ 
gradually  sinking,  shipwrecked  before 
their  very  eyes— 3et  them  say,  whether 
the  pen  or  tongue  of  man  can  frimish 
adequate  words  to  pve  expression  to 
their  anguished  feelings ! 

Eighteen  years  of  age — within  a 
trifle — ^was  Miss  Herbert,  when  she 
again  set  foot  on  her  native  land,  and 
the  eyes  and  heart  of  her  idolising 
uncle  leaped  for  joy  to  see  her  auff- 
mented  health  and  loveliness,  which 
he  fondly  flattered  himself  might  now 
be  destined  to 

Grow  with  her  growth,  and  strengthen  with 
her  strength. 

The  voyage — though  long  and  mono- 
tonous as  usual — ^with  its  fresh  breezy 
balminess,  had  given  an  impetus  to  her 
animal  spirits ;  and  as  her  slight  figure 
stepped  down  the  side  of  the  gloomy 
colossal  Indiaman  which  had  brought 
her  across  the  seas,  her  blue  eye  was 
bright  as  that  of  a  seraph,  her  beau- 
teous cheeks  glowed  witn  a  soft  and 
rich  crimson,  and  there  was  a  lightness, 
ease,  and  elasticity  in  her  movements, 
as  she  tripped  the  short  distance  be- 
tween the  vessel  and  the  carriage, 
which  was  in  waiting  to  convey  them 
to  town,  that  filled  her  doating  uncle 
with  feelings  of  almost  frenzied  joy. 

"  God  Almighty  bless  thee,  my  dar- 
ling l^Bless  thee — ^bless  thee  for  ever, 
my  pride !  my  jewel ! — Long  and  happy 
be  tny  life  in  merry  England ! "  sobbed 
the  baronet,  folding  her  almost  convul- 
sively in  his  arms,  as  soon  as  they  wer^ 
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seated  in  the  carriage,  and  nving  her 
the  first  kiss  of  welcome  to  her  native 
shores.  The  second  day  after  they 
were  estahlished  at  one  of  the  hotels, 
while  Miss  Herbert  and  her  governess 
were  riding  the  round  of  fashionable 
shopping,  Sir  ^—  drove  alone  to  the 
late  Vr  Baillie.  In  a  lonr  interview 
(they  were  personal  friends),  he  com- 
municated all  his  distressing  appre- 
hensions about  his  niece's  state  of 
health,  imploring  him  to  say  whether 
he  had  any  real  cause  of  alarm  what- 
ever— ^immediate  or  prospective — and 
what  course  and  plan  of  life  he  would 
recommend  for  the  future.  Dr  Baillie, 
after  many  and  minute  inquiries,  con- 
tented himself  with  saying  that  he 
saw  no  fl'ounds  for  present  apprehen- 
sions. "It  certainly  did  somelimes  hap- 
pen," he  said,  that  a  delicate  dau^ter 
of  a  consumptive  parent  inherited  her 
mother's  tendencies  to  disease.  As 
for  her  future  life  and  habits,  there 
was^  not  the  slightest  occasion  for 
medicine  of  any  kind ;  she  must  live 
almost  entirely  in  the  country,  take 
plenty  of  fresh  dry  air  and  exercise — 
especially  eschew  late  hours  and  com- 
pany ; "  and  he  hinted,  finally,  the  ad- 
vantages, and  almost  necessity,  of  an 
early  matrimonial  engagement. 

It  need  hardly  be  said,  that  Sir 

resolved  most  religiously  to  follow  this 
advice  to  the  letter. 

"I'll  come  and  dine  with  you  in 
Dover  Street,  at  seven  to-day,"  said  Dr 
Baillie,  "  and  make  my  own  observa- 
tions." 

"  Thank  you,  doctor— but— but  we 
dine  out  to-day,"  muttered  the  baronet 
rather  faintly,  adding  inwardly,  "  No, 
no! — ^no  more  medical  espionage — ^no, 
no!" 

Sir purchased  a  very  beautiful 

mansion,  which  then  happened  to  be 
for  sale,  situated  within  ten  or  twelve 
miles  of  London;  and  thither  he  re- 
moved, as  soon  as  ever  the  preliminary 
arrangements  could  be  completed. 

The  shrine,  and  its  divinity,  were 

worthy  of  each  other.    -^ Hall  was 

one  of  the  most  charming  picturesque 
residences  in  the  county.  It  was  a 
fine  antique  semi-Gothic  structure,  al- 
most obscured  from  sight  in  the  pro- 


found gloom  of  forest%hade.  The  de- 
licious velvet  greensward,  spread  im- 
mediately in  front  of  the  house,  seemed 
formed  for  the  gentle  footsteps  of  Miss 
Herbert.  When  you  went  there,  if 
you  looked  carefully  about,  you  mic^ht 
discover  a  little  white  tuft  glistening 
on  some  part  or  other  of  the  "  smooth 
soft-shaven  lawn ; "  it  was  her  pet 
lamb^sweet  emblem  of  its  owner's 
innocence! — cropping  the  crisp  and 
rich  herbage.  Little  thine !  it  would 
scarcely  submit  to  be  fondled  by  any 
hand  but  that  of  its  indulgent  mistress. 
She,  also,  might  occasionally  be  seen 
there,  wandering  thoughtfully  along, 
with  a  book  in  her  hand— Tasso,  pro- 
bably, or  Dante — ^and  her  loose  light 
hair  straying  from  beneath  a  gipsy 
bonnet,  commin^ing  in  pleasant  con- 
trast with  a  saS&on-coloured  ribbon. 
Her  uncle  would  sit  for  an  hour  to- 
gether, at  a  comer  of  his  study  win- 
dow, overlooking  the  lawn,  and  never 
remove  his  eyes  from  the  figure  of  his 
fair  niece. 

Miss  Herbert  was  soon  talked  of 
everywhere  in  the  neighbourhood,  as 
the  pride  of  the  place — ^the  star  of  the 
county.  She  buaded  forth  almost  visi- 
bly; and  though  her  exquisite  form 
was  developing  daily,  till  her  matured 
womanly  proportions  seemed  to  have 
been  cast  in  the  mould  of  the  Venus 
de  Medici,  though  on  a  scale  of  more 
slendemess  and  delicacy,  it  was,  never- 
theless, outstripped  by  the  precocious 
expanding  of  her  intellect.  The  sym- 
pathies of  her  soul  were  attuned  to  the 
deepest  and  most  refined  sentiment. 
She  was  passionately  fond  of  poetry ; 
and  never  wandered  without  the  sphere 
of  what  was  first-rate.  Dante  ana  Mil- 
ton were  her  constant  companions  by 
day  and  night ;  and  it  was  a  treat  to 
hear  the .  melliJQuous  cadences  of  the 
former  uttered  by  the  soft  and  rich 
voice  of  Miss  Herbert.  She  could  not 
more  satisfactorily  evidence  her  pro- 
found Appreciation  of  the  true  spirit  of 
poetry,  than  by  her  almost  idolatrous 
admiration  of  the  kindred  genius  of 
Handel  and  Mozart.  She  was  scarcely 
ever  known  to  play  any  other  music 
than  theirs ;  she  would  listen  to  none 
but  the  *'  mighty  voices  of  those  dim 
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spirits."  And  Aen  she  was  the  most 
amiable  and  charitable  creature  that 
sure  ever  trode  the  earth !  How  many 
colds — slight,  to  be  sure,  and  evan- 
escent—  had  she  caught,  and  how 
many  rebukes  from  the  alarmed  fond- 
ness of  her  uncle  had  she  suffered 
in  consequence,  through  her  frequent 
visits,  in  all  weathers,  to  the  cottages 
of  the  poor  and  sick ! — "  You  are  de- 
scribing an  ideal  being,  and  investing 
it  with  all  the  graces  and  virtues^-one 
that  never  really  existed ! "  perhaps 
exclaims  one  of  my  readers.  There 
are  not  a  few  now  living,  who  could 
answer  for  the  truth  of  mjr  poor  and 
faint  description,  with  anguisn  and  re- 
gret. Frequently,  on  seeing  such  in- 
stances of  precocious  development  of 
the  powers  of  both  mind  and  body,  the 
curt  and  forcible  expression  of  Quin- 
tilian  has  occurred  to  my  mind  with 
painful  force — "  Quod  observatum  fere 
est,  celerius  occidere  festinatam  matu- 
ritatem"  *  aptly  rendered  by  the  Eng- 
lish proverb,  "  Soon  ripe,  soon  rotten." 
The  latter  part  of  Dr  Baillie's  advice 
was  anxiously  kept  in  view  by  Sir 

;  and  soon  after  Miss  Herbert  had 

completed  her  twentieth  year,  he  had 
the  satisfaction  of  seeing  her  encourage 

the  attentions  of  a  Captain ,  the 

third  son  of  a  neighbouring  nobleman. 
He  was  a  remarkably  fine  and  hand- 
some young  man,  of  a  very  superior 
spirit,  and  fully  capable  of  appreciating 
the  value  of  her  whose  hana  ne  sought. 
Sir was  delighted,  almost  to  ec- 
stasy, when  he  extracted  from  the 
trembling,  blushing  girl,  a  confession 
that  Captain *s  company  was  any- 
thing but  disagreeable  to  ner.  The 
young  military  hero  was,  of  course, 
soon  recognised  as  her  suitor ;  and  a 
handsome  couple,  people  said,  they 
would  make.  Miss  Herbert's  health 
seemed  more  robust,  and  her  spirits 
more  buoyant,  than  ever.  How,  in- 
deed, could  it  be  otherwise,  when  she 
was  daily  riding  in  an  open  carriage, 
or  on  horseback,  over  a  fine  breezy, 
champaign  country,  by  the  side  of 
the  ^y,  handsome,  fascinating  Cap- 
tain   ? 

*  De.  Inst.  Orat.  lib.  iv.    In  proAnio. 


The  baronet  was  sitting  one  morn- 
ing in  his  study,  having  the  day  before 
returned  from  a  month's  visit  to  some 
friends  in  Ireland,  and  engaged  with 
some  important  letters  from  India, 
when  Miss  B ,  his  niece's  gover- 
ness, sent  a  message,  requesting  to 
speak  in  private  with  him.  When  she 
entered,  ner  embarrassed,  and  some- 
what flurried  manner,  not  a  little  sur- 

prised  Sir . 

"How  is  Eliza?— How  is  Eliza, 
Miss  B ?"  he  inquired  hastily,  lay- 
ing aside  his  reading-glasses.  "  Very 
well,"  she  replied — "  very ; "  and,  after 
a  little  fencing  about  the  necessity  of 
making  allowance  for  the  exaggeration 
of  alarm  and  anxiety,  she  proceeded 
to  inform  him  that  Miss  Herbert  had 
latterly  passed  restless  nights — that 
her  sleep  was  not  unfrequently  broken 
by  a  cough — a  sort  of  faint  charclvyard 
cough,  she  said,  it  seemed — which  had 
not  been  noticed  for  some  time,  till  it 
was  accompanied  by  other  symptoms. 
— "  Gracious  God !  madam,  how  was 
this  not  told  me  before  ? — Why — ^why- 
did  you  not  write  to  me  in  Ireland 
about  it  ?  "  inquired  Sir ,  with  ex- 
cessive trepidation.  He  could  scarcely 
sit  in  his  chair,  and  grew  very  pale  ; 
while  Miss  B — — •,  herself  equslly  agi- 
tated, went  on  to  mention  profuse 
night-sweats — a  disinclination  for  food 
— exhaustion  from  the  slightest  exer- 
cise— a  feverishness  every  evening — 

and  a  faint  hectic  flush 

"  Oh,  plague-mot! "  groaned  the  ba- 
ronet, almost  choked,  lettinc^  fall  his 
readine-glasses.  He  tottered  towards 
the  bell,  and  the  valet  was  directed  to 
order  the  carriage  for  town  immedi- 
ately. "  What — what  possible  excuse 
can  I  devise  for  bringing  Dr  Bidllie 
here?  "  said  he  to  the  governess,  as  he 
was  drawing  on  his  gloves.  "  Well — 
well — I'll  leave  it  to  you — do  what 
you  can.  For  God's  sake,  madam, 
prepare  her  to  see  him  somehow  or 
another,  for  the  doctor  and  I  shall 
certainly  be  here  together  this  evening 
— Oh !  say  I'm  called  up  to  town  on 
sudden  business,  and  thought  I  might 
as  well  bring  him  on  with  me,  as  he  is 
visiting  a  patient  in  the  neighbour- 
hood— Oh!  anything,  madam — any- 
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thing  !^'  He  hardly  knew  what  he 
was  saying. 

Dr  BailUe,  however,  could  not  come, 
being  himself  at  Brighton,  an  invalid, 
aad  Uie  baronet  was  therefore  pleased, 
though  with  ill-disguised  chagrin,  to 
summon  me  to  supply  his  place.  On 
my  way  down,  he  put  me  in  possession 
of  most  of  the  facts  above  narrated. 
He  implored  me,  in  tenderness  to  his 
agitated  feelings,  to  summon  all  the 
tact  I  had  ever  acc[uired,  and  alarm 
the  object  of  my  visit  as  little  as  pos- 
sible. I  was  especially  to  guard  against 
appearing  to  Know  too  much;  I  was  to 
beat  about  the  bush — to  extract  her 
symptoms  gradually,  &c.  I  never  saw 
the  fondest,  the  most  doating  father 
or  mother,  more  agitated  about  an  only 

child,  than  was  Sir  about  his 

niece.  He  protested  that  he  could  not 
survive  her  death — ^that  she  was  the 
only  prop  and  pride  of  his  declining 
years — ^and  that  he  must  fall  if  he  lost 
her ;  and  made  use  of  man;^  similar 
expressions.  It  was  in  vain  that  I 
sought  him  not  to  allow  himself  to  be 
carried  so  much  away  by  his  fears.  He 
must  let  me  see  her,  and  have  an  op- 
portunity of  judging  whether  there 
were  any  real  cause  of  alarm,  I  said ; 
and  he  might  rely  on  my  honour  as  a 
gentleman,  that  I  would  be  frank  and 
candid  with  him,  to  the  very  utmost 
— ^I  would  tell  him  the  worst.  I  re- 
minded him  of  the  possibility  that  the 
symptoms  he  mentioned  might  not 
really  exist;  that  they  might  have 

been  seen  by  Miss  B through  the 

distorting  and  magnifying  medium  of 
apprehension ;  and  that,  even  if  they 
did  redUy  exist — why,  that — that — 
they  were  not  alwaya  the  precursors 
of  consumption,  I  stammered,  against 
my  own  convictions.  It  is  impossible 
to  describe  the  emotions  excited  in  the 
baronet,  by  my  simply  uttering  the 
word  "  consumption.  He  said  it 
stabbed  him  to  the  heart ! 

On  arriving  at Hall,  the  baronet 

and  I  instantly  repaired  to  the  draw- 
ing-room, where  Miss  Herbert  and  her 
governess  were  sitting  at  tea.  The  sad 
sunlight  of  September  shone  through 
the  dothic  window  near  which  they 


were  sitting.  Miss  Herbert  was  dressed 
in  white,  and  looked  really  dazzliugly 
beautiful ;  but  the  first  transient  glance 
warned  me  that  the  worst  might  be 
apprehended.  I  had  that  very  morn- 
ing been  at  the  bedside  of  a  dying 
young  lady,  a  martyr  to  that  very  dis- 
ease, which  commences  by  investing 
its  victim  with  a  tenfold  splendour  of 
personal  beauty,  to  be  compensated  for 
Dy  sudden  and  rapid  decay !  Miss  Her- 
bert's eyes  were  lustrous  as  diamonds; 
and  the  complexion  of  her  cheeks,  pure 
and  fair  as  that  of  the  lily,  was  sur- 
mounted with  an  intense  circumscribed 
crimson  flush — alas,  alas!  the  very 
~tlague-spot  of  hectic — of  consumption. 
>he  saluted  me  silently,  and  her  eyes 
glanced  hurriedly  from  me  to  her  uncle, 
and  from  him  again  to  me.  His  disor- 
dered air  defied  disguise. 

She  was  evidently  apprised  of  my 
coming,  as  well  as  of  tne  occasion  of 
my  visit.  Indeed  there  was  a  visible 
embarrassment  about  all  four  of  us, 
which  I  felt  I  was  expected  to  dissi- 
pate, by  introducing  indifferent  topics 
of  conversation.  This  I  attempted,  but 
with  little  success.  Miss  Herbert's  tea 
was  before  her  on  a  little  ebony  stand, 
untouched ;  and  it  was  evidently  a  vio- 
lent effort  only  that  enabled  her  to  con- 
tinue in  the  room.  She  looked  repeat- 
edly at  Miss  B f  as  though  she 

wished  to  be  gone.  After  about  habT 
an  hour's  time,  I  alluded  compliment- 
arily  to  what  I  had  heard  of  ner  per- 
formance on  the  piano.  She  smiled 
coldly,  and  rather  contemptuously,  as 
though  she  saw  the  part  J  was  play- 
ing. Nothing  daunted,  however,  I 
begged  her  to  favour  me  with  one  of 
Haydn's  sonatas ;  and  she  went  imme- 
diately to  the  piano,  and  played  what 
I  asked — I  neea  hardly  say,  exquisitely. 
Her  uncle  then  withdrew  for  the  alleged 

Eurpose  of  answering  a  letter,  as  had 
een  arranged  between  us ;  and  I  was 
left  alone  with  the  two  ladies.  I  need 
not  fati^e  the  reader  with  a  minute 
description  of  all  that  passed.  I  intro- 
duced the  object  of  my  visit  as  casually 
and  as  gently  as  I  could,  and  succeeded 
more  easily  than  I  had  anticipated  in 
quieting  her  alarms.  The  answers  she 
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gave  to  my  questions  amply  corrobo- 
rated the  truth  of  the  account  given 

by  Miss  B to  the  baronet.    Her 

feverish  accelerated  pulse,  also,  told  of 
the  hot  blighting  breathings  of  the  de- 
stroying angel,  who  was  already  ho- 
vering close  around  his  victim !  I  was 
compelled  to  smile,  with  an  assumed 
air  of  gaiety  and  nonchalance,  while 
listening  to  the  poor  girl's  unconscious 
disclosures  of  various  little  matters, 
which  amounted  to  infallible  evidence 
that  she  was  already  beyond  the  reach 
of  medicine.  I  baae  her  adieu,  com- 
plimenting her  on  her  charming  looks, 
and  expressing  my  delight  at  finding 
80  little  occasion  for  my  profession^ 
services!  She  looked  at  me  with  a 
half- incredulous,  half- confiding  eye, 
and  with  much  girlish  simplicity  and 
frankness,  put  her  hand  mto  mine, 
thanking  me  for  dispersing  her  fears, 
and  begging  me  to  do  the  same  for  her 
uncle.  I  siterwards  learned  that,  as 
soon  as  I  left  the  room,  she  burst  into 
a  flood  of  tears,  and  sighed  and  sobbed 
all  the  rest  of  the  evening. 

With  Sir 1  felt  it  my  duty  to 

be  candid.  Why  should  I  conceal  the 
worst  from  him,  when  I  felt  as  certain 
as  I  was  of  my  own  existence,  that  his 
beautiful  niece  was  already  beginning 
to  wither  away  from  before  his  eyes  ? 
Convinced  that "  hope  deferred  maketh 
sick  the  heart,"  I  have  always,  in  such 
cases,  warned  the  patient's  friends,  long 
beforehand,  of  the  inevitable  fate  await- 
ing the  object  of  their  anxious  hopes 
and  fears,  in  order  that  resignation 
mi^ht  grskdually  steal  thoroughly  into 
their  broken  hearts.  To  return :  X  was 
conducted  to  the  baronet's  study,  where 
he  was  standing  with  his  hat  and  gloves 
on,  ready  to  accompany  me  as  far  as 
the  high-road,  in  order  that  I  might 
await  the  arrival  of  a  London  coach. 
I  told  him,  in  short,  that  I  feared  I  had 
seen  and  heard  too  much  to  allow  a 
doubt  that  his  niece's  present  symp- 
toms were  those  of  the  commencing 
stage  of  pulmonary  consumption;  ana 
that,  though  medicine  and  change  of 
climate  mi^ht  possibly  avert  the  evil 
day  for  a  time,  it  was  my  melancholy 
duty  to  assure  him,  that  no  earthly 
power  could  save  her. 


<<  Merciful  God! "  he  gasped,  loosing 
his  arm  from  mine,  and  leaning  against 
the  park  gate,  at  which  we  had  arrived. 
I  implored  him  to  be  calm.  He  con- 
tinued speechless  for  some  time,  with 
his  hands  clasped. 

**  Oh,  doctor,  doctor  I "  he  exclaimed^ 
as  if  a  gleam  of  hope  had  suddenly 
flashed  across  his  mind,  "  we've  forgot 
to  tell  you  a  most  material  thing, 
which,  perhaps,  will  alter  the  whole 
case — oh !  how  could  we  have  forgot- 
ten it?"  he  continued,  growing  heated 
with  the  thought ;  "  my  niece  eats  very 
heartily — nay,  more  heartily  than  any 
of  us,  and  seems  to  relish  her  food 
more."  Alas!  I  was  obliged,  as  I  have 
hundreds  of  times  before  been  obliged, 
to  dash  the  cup  from  his  lips,  by  as- 
suring him  that  an  almost  ravenous 
appetite  was  as  invariably  a  forerunner 
of  consumption  as  the  puot-fish  of  the 
shark! 

"  Ojjnreat  Grod!  what  will  become  of 
me?  What  shall  I  do?"  he  exclaimed, 
ahnost  frantic,  and  wringing  his  hands 
in  despair.  He  had  lost  every  vestige 
of  self-control.  "  Then  my  sweet  angel 
must  PIE !  Damning  thought !  Oh, 
let  me  die  too  1  I  cannot — ^I  will  not — 
survive  her ! — Doctor,  doctor,  you  must 
give  up  your  London  practice,  and 
come  and  live  in  my  house — ^you  must ! 
Oh  come,  come,  and  I'll  fling  my  whole 
fortune  at  your  feet !  Only  save  her, 
and  you  and  yours  shall  roU  in  wealth, 
if  I  go  back  to  India  to  procure  it ! — 
Oh!  whither— whither  shall  I  go  with 
my  darling?  To  Italy — ^to  France? 
My  Grod !  what  shall  I  do  when  she  is 
gone — ^for  ever!"  he  exclaimed,  like 
one  distracted.  I  entreated  him  to  re- 
collect himself^  and  endeavour  to  re- 
gain his  self-possession  before  return- 
ing to  the  presence  of  his  niece.  He 
started.  "  Oh,  mockery,  doctor,  mock- 
ery! How  can  I  ever  look  on  the  dear 
— the  doomed  girl  again  ?  She  is  no 
longer  mine :  she  is  in  her  grave — 
she  is!" 

Remonstrance  and  expostulation,  I 
saw,  were  utterly  useless,  and  worse, 
for  they  served  only  to  irritate.  The 
coach  shortly  afterwards  drew  up ;  and, 

wringing  my  hands,  Sir extorted 

a  promise  that  I  would  see  his  niece 
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tlie  next  day,  and  bring  Dr  Baillie  with 
me,  if  he  should  have  retramed  to  town. 
I  was  as  good  as  my  word,  except  that 
Dr  Baillie  could  not  accompany  me, 
being  still  at  Brighton.  My  second 
interview  with  Miss  Herbert  was  long 
and  painfully  interesting.  We  were 
alone.  She  wept  bitterly,  and  recounted 
the  incident  mentioned  above,  which 
occurred  in  India,  and  occasioned  her 
first  serious  alarm.  She  felt  convinced, 
she  told  me,  that  her  case  was  hope- 
less ;  she  saw,  too,  that  her  unde  pos- 
sessed a  similar  conviction ;  and  sobbed 
agonisingly  when  she  alluded  to  his 
altered  looKs.  She  had  felt  a  presenti- 
ment, she  said,  for  some  months  past, 
whidh,  however,  E^e  had  never  men- 
tioned till  then,  that  her  days  were 
numbered,  and  attributed,  too  truly, 
her  accelerated  illness  to  the  noxious 
climate  of  India.  She  described  her 
sensations  to  be  that  of  a  constant  void 
within,  as  if  there  were  a  soBMthing 
wanting — an  unnatural  hoUowness — 
a  dull  deep  aching  in  the  left  side — a 
frequent  inclination  to  relieve  herself 
by  spitting,  which,  when  she  did,  alas, 
alas!  she  observed,  more  than  once,  to 
be  streaked  with  blood. 

"  How  long  do  you  think  I  have  to 
live,  doctor?    she  inquired  faintly. 

"  Oh,  my  dear  girl,  do  not,  for  Hea- 
ven's sake,  ask  such  useless  questions! 
— ^How  can  I  possibly  presume  to  an- 
swer them,  giving  you  credit  for  a 
spark  of  common  sense  ?  "  She  grew 
very  pale,  and  drew  her  handkerchief 
across  her  forehead. 

"  Is  it  likel;^  that  I  shall  have  to  eor 
dure  much  pain?"  she  asked,  with  in- 
creasing trepidation.  I  could  reply  only 
that  I  hoped  not — ^that  there  was  no 
ground  for  immediate  apprehension — 
and  I  faltered,  that  pombly  a  milder 
climate,  and  the  skill  of  medicine, 
might  yet  carry  her  through.  Ilie 
poor  gin  shook  her  head  hopelessly, 
and  trembled  violently  from  head  to 
foot. 

"Oh,  pooruncle !  Poor,  poor  Ed ! " 

she  faltered,  and  fell  fainting  into  my 
arms ;  for  the  latter  allusion  to  Captain 

had  completely  overcome  her. 

Holding  her  senseless  sylph-like  figure 
in  my  arms,  I  hurried  to  the  bell,  and 


was  immediately  joined  by  Sir  • ^ 

the  govtimess,  and  one  or  two  female 
attendants.  1  saw  the  baronet  was 
beginning  to  behave  like  a  madman, 
by  the  increasing  boisterousness  of  his 
manner,  and  the  occasional  glare  of 
wildness  that  shot  from  his  eye.  With 
the  utmost  difficulty  I  succeeded  in 
forcing  him  from  the  room,  and  keep- 
ing lum  out  till  Miss  Herbert  hs^ 
recovered. 

"  Oh,  doctor,  doctor ! "  he  muttered 
hoarsely,  after  staggering  to  a  seat, 
"  this  is  worse  than  death  !  I  pray 
God  to  take  her  and  me  too,  ana  put 
an  end  to  our  misery ! " 

I  expostulated  with  him  rather 
sternly,  and  represented  to  him  the 
absurdity  and  impiousness  of  his  wish. 

"— — !"  he  thundered,  starting 
from  his  chair,  and  stamping  furiously 
to  and  fro  across  the  room,  "  what  do 
you  mean  by  drivelling  in  that  way, 
doctor?  Can  I  see  my  darling  dying 
— absolutely  dying  by  inches — ^before 
my  very  eyes,  and  yet  be  cool  and  un- 
concerned ?  I  did  not  expect  such  con- 
duct fitMn  you,  doctor."  He  burst  into 
tears.  "Oh!  I'm  going  mad! — I'm 
going  mad!"  he  groaned,  and  sank 
again  into  his  seat.  From  one  or  two 
efibrts  he  made  to  force  down  the  emo- 
tions which  were  swelling  and  dilating 
his  whole  frame,  I  senously  appre- 
hended either  that  he  would  fall  into 
a  fit,  or  ffo  raving  mad.  Happily, 
however,  1  was  mistaken.  His  excite- 
ment gradually  subsided.  He  was  a 
man  of  remarkably  strong  and  ardent 
feelings,  which  he  had  never  been  ac- 
customed to  control,  even  in  the  mo- 
ments of  their  most  violent  manifestar 
tions ;  and  on  the  present  occasion, 
the  maddening  thought  that  the  object 
of  his  long,  intense,  and  idolising  love 
and  })ride  was  about  to  be  lost  to  him 
irretrievably — ^for  ever — was  sufficient 
to  overturn  his  shaken  intellects.  I 
prevailed  upon  him  to  continue  where 
he  was,  till  1  returned  from  his  niece ; 
for  I  was  summoned  to  her  chamber.  I 
found  her  lying  on  the  bed,  only  par- 
tially undressed.  Her  beautiful  auburn 
hair  hung  disordered  over  her  neck 
and  shoulders,  partially  concealing  her 
lovely  marble-nued  features.    Her  left 
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hand  covered  her  eyes,  and  her  right 
clasped  a  little  locket,  suspended  round 
her  neck  h^  a  plain  black  ribbon,  con- 
taining a  httle  of  Captain ^*s  hair. 

Miss  B 1  her  governess,  her  maid, 

and  the  housekeeper,  with  tears  and 
sobs,  were  engaged  in  rendering  vari- 
ous little  services  to  their  unfortunate 
young  mistress ;  and  my  heart  ached 
to  think  of  the  little — the  nothing — I 
could  do  for  her. 

Two  days  afterwards,  Dr  Baillie, 
another  physician,  and  myself,  went 
down  to  see  Miss  Herbert ;  for  a  note 

from  Miss  B informed  me  that  her 

ward  had  suffered  severely  from  the 
agitation  experienced  at  the  last  visit 
I  had  paid  her,  and  was  in  a  low  ner- 
vous fever.  The  consumptive  symp- 
toms, also,  were  beginning  to  ^leam 
through  the  haze  of  accidental  indis- 
position with  fearful  distinctness !  Dr 
Baillie  simply  assured  the  baronet  that 
my  predictions  were  but  too  likely  to 
be  verified ;  and  that  the  only  chance 
of  averting  the  worst  form  of  consmnp- 
tion  (a  galloping  one)  would  be  an  in- 
stant removal  to  Italy,  that  the  fall  of 
the  year,  and  the  winter  season,  mi^^ht 
be  spent  in  a  more  genial  and  fostermg 
climate.  We,  at  the  same  time,  frankly 

assured  Sir ^  who  listened  with  a 

sullen,  despairing  apathy  of  manner, 
that  the  utmost  he  had  to  expect  from 
a  visit  to  Italy,  was  the  chance  of  a 
temporary  suspension  of  the  fate  which 
hovered  over  his  niece.  In  a  few  weeks, 
accordingly,  they  were  all  settled  at 
Naples. 

But  what  have  I  to  say,  all  this 
time,  the  reader  is  possibly  asking, 
about  the  individual  who  was  singled 
ctat  by  fate  for  the  first  and  heaviest 
stroke  inflicted  by  Miss  Herbert's  ap- 
proaching dissolution?     Where  was 

the  lover?   Where  was  Captain ? 

I  have  avoided  allusions  to  him  hither- 
to, because  his  distress  and  agitation 
transcended  all  my  powers  of  descrip- 
tion. He  loved  Miss  Herbert  with  all 
the  passionate  romantic  fervour  of  a 
first  attachment ;  and  the  reader  must 
ask  his  own  heart,  what  were  the  feel- 
ings by  which  that  of  Captain 

was  lacerated. 

I  shall  content  myself  with  record- 


ing one  little  incident  which  occurred 

before  the  family  of  Sir left  for 

Italy.  I  was  retiring  one  night  to  refit, 
about  twelve  o'clock,  when  the  start- 
ling summons  of  the  night-bell  brought 
me  again  down  stairs,  accompanied  by 
a  servant.  Thrice  the  bell  rang  with 
impatient  violence  before  the  door 
could  possibly  be  opened,  and  I  heard 
the  steps  of  some  vehicle  let  down 
hastily. 

"  Is  Dr at  home  ?  "  inquired  a 

groom,  and  being  answered  in  the  af- 
firmative, in  a  second  or  two  a  gentle- 
man leaped  from  a  chariot  standung  at 
the  door,  and  hurried  into  the  room, 
whither  I  had  retired  to  await  him. 
He  was  in  a  sort  of  half  military  tra- 
velling-dress. His  face  was  pale,  his 
eye  simk,  his  hair  disordered,  and  his 
voice  thick  and  hurried.  It  was  Cap- 
tain   f  who  had  been  absent  on  a 

shooting  excursion  in  Scotland,  and 
who  hi^  not  received  intelligence  of 
the  alarming  symptoms  disclosed  by 
Miss  Herbert,  till  within  four  days  of 
that  which  found  him  at  my  house,  on 
the  present  occasion,  come  to  ascertain 
from  me  the  reality  of  the  melancholy 
apprehension  so  suddenly  entertained 

by  Sir and  the  other  members  of 

both  families. 

"  Gracious  God  I  Is  there  no  hope, 
doctor?"  he  inquired  faintly,  after 
swallowing  a  glass  of  wine,  which, 
seeing  his  exhaustion  and  agitation,  I 
had  sent  for.  I  endeavoured  to  evade 
giving  a  direct  answer — attempted  to 
divert  his  thoughts  towards  tne  pro- 
jected trip  to  the  Continent — dilated 
on  the  soothing,  balmy  climate  she 
would  have  to  breathe — ^it  had  done 
wonders  for  others,  &c. — and,  in  a 
word,  exhausted  the  stock  of  inefficient 
subterfuges  and  palliatives  to  which 
aU  professional  men  are,  on  such  occa- 
sions, compelled  to  resort.     Captain 

listened  to  me  silently,  while  his 

eye  was  fixed  on  me  with  a  vacant, 
unobserving  stare.  His  utter  wretch- 
edness touched  me  to  the  soul;  and 
yet,  what  consolation  had  I  to  offer 
him?  After  several  profound  sighs, 
he  exclaimed  in  a  flumed  tone,  "  1  see 
how  it  is.  Her  fate  is  fixed — and  so  is 
mine !    Would  to  God — ^would  to  Grod, 
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I  had  never  seen  or  known  Miss  Her- 
bert!—TFfert  will  become  of  us  1"  He 
rose  to  go.  "  Doctor,  forgive  me  for 
troubling  you  so  late,  but  really  I  can 

rest  uownere !  I  must  go  back  to 

Hall."  I  shook  hands  with  him,  and 
in  a  few  moments  the  chariot  dashed 
off. 

Beally  I  can  scarcely  conceive  of  a 
more  dreadful  state  of  mind  than  that 

of  Captain ,  or  of  any  one  whose 

"  heart  is  in  the  right  place,"  to  use 
a  homely  but  apt  en>ression,  when 
placed  in  such  wretched  circumstances 
as  those  above  related.  To  see  the 
death-warrant  sealed  of  her  a  man^s 
soul  doats  on — who  is  the  idolised  ob- 
ject of  his  holiest,  fondest,  and  pos- 
sibly first  affections  I  Yes,  to  see  ner 
bright  and  beautiful  form  suddenly 
snatched  down  into  "utter  darkness 
by  the  cold  relentless  grasp  of  our 
common  foe — "the  desire  of  our  eyes 
taken  away  as  with  a  stroke  " — ^may 
well  wither  one.  That  man's  soiu 
which  would  not  be  palsied — ^pros- 
trated,  by  such  a  stroke  as  this,  is 
worthless,  and  worse — ^it  is  a  libel  on 
his  kind.  He  cannot  love  a  woman  as 
she  should  and  must  be  loved.  But 
why  am  I  so  vehement  in  expressing 
my  feelings  on  the  subject  ?  ^cause, 
in  the  course  of  my  professional  inter- 
course, my  soul  has  been  often  sickened 
with  listening  to  the  expression  of  op- 
posite sentiments.  The  poor  and  pitiful 
philosophy — that  the  word  should  ever 
have  been  so  prostituted! — which  is 
now  sneaking  in  among  us,  fostered  by 
foolish  lads,  andmen  with  hollow  hearts 
and  barren  brains,  for  the  purpose  of 
weeding  out  from  the  soul's  garden 
its  richest  and  choicest  flowers,  sym- 
pathy and  sentiment — this  philosophy 
may  possiblv  prompt  some  reader  to 
sneer  over  the  agomes  I  have  been  at- 
tempting to  describe;  but,  0  reader! 
do  you  eschew  it — ^trample  on  it  when- 
ever, wherever  you  find  it,  for  the 
reptile,  though  very  little,  is  very 
venomous. 

Captain 's  remment  was  ordered 

to  Ireland,  and  as  ne  found  it  impos- 
sible to  accompany  it,  he  sold  out,  and 
presently  followed  the  heart-broken 
oaronet  and  his  niece  to  Italy.    The 


delicious  climate  sufficed  to  kindle  and 
foster  for  a  while  that  deceitful  ignis 
fcttaus — ^hope,  which  always  flits  before 
in  the  gloomy  horizon  of  consumptive 
patients,  and  leads  them  and  their 
mends  on — and  on — and  on — ^till  it 
suddenly  sinks  quivering  into  their 
grave!  They  stayed  at  Naples  till 
flie  month  of  July.  Miss  Herbert 
was  sinking,  and  fliat  with  fearfully 

accelerated  rapidity.  Sir 's  health 

was  much  impaired  with  incessant 
anxiety  and  watching;  and  Captain 

had  been  several  times  on  the 

very  borders  of  madness.  His  love 
for  the  dear  being  who  could  never  be 
his,  increased  ten  thousand-fold  when 
he  found  it  hopeless !  Is  it  not  always 
so? 

Aware  that  her  days  were  numbered. 
Miss  Herbert  anxiously  importuned  her 
uncle  to  return  to  England.  She  wished, 
she  said,  to  breathe  her  last  in  her  na- 
tive isle — among  the  ^een  pastures 

and  hills  of  shire,  and  to  be 

buried  beside  her  father  and  mother. 
Sir  —  listened  to  the  utterance  of 
these  sentiments  with  a  breaking 
heart.  He  could  see  no  reason  for 
refusing  a  compliance  with  her  re- 
quest ;  and,  accordingly,  the  latter 
end  of  Aug^t  behela  the  unhappy 
family  once  more  at Hall. 

I  once  saw  a  very  beautiful  lily,  of 
rather  more  than  ordinary  stateliness, 
whose  stem  had  been  snapped  by  the 
storm  over-night ;  and,  on  entering  my 
garden  in  the  morning,  there,  alas! 
alas !  lay  the  pride  of  all  chaste  flowers, 
pallid  and  prostrate  on  the  very  bed 
where  it  had  a  short  while  before 
bloomed  so  sweetljr!  This  little  cir- 
cumstance was  forcibly  recalled  to  my 
recollection,  on  seeing  Miss  Herbert 
for  the  first  time  after  her  return  firom 
the  Continent.    It  was  in  the  spacious 

drawing-room  at Hall,  where  I  had 

before  seen  her,  in  the  evening,  and 
she  was  reclining  on  an  ottoman, 
which  had  been  drawn  towards  the 
large  fretted  Gothic  window  formerly- 
mentioned.  I  stole  towards  it  witn 
noiseless  footsteps;  for  the  llushing, 
cautioning  movements  of  those  pre- 
sent warned  me  that  *Miss  Herbert 
was   asleep.     I   stood  and  gazed  in 
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silence  for  some  moments  oh  tiie  lote- 
ly  unfortunate — almost  afraid  to  dis- 
turb her,  even  by  breathing.  She  was 
wasted  almost  to  a  shadow — attenu- 
ated to  nearly  ethereal  delicacy  and 
transparency.  She  was  dressed  in  a 
plain  white  muslin  ^own,  and  lying 
on  an  Indian  shawl,  m  which  she  had 
been  enveloped  for  the  purpose  of  being 
brought  down  from  her  bed-chamber. 
Her  small  foot  and  ankle  were  con- 
cealed beneath  white  silk  stockings 
and  satin  slippers — ^through  which  it 
might  be  seen  how  they  were  ^irunk 
from  the  full  dimensions  of  health. 
They  seemed^  indeed,  rather  the  ex- 
quisite chiselling  of  Canova^  the  repre- 
sentation of  recumbent  beauty,  total 
flesh  and  blood,  and  scarcely  capable 
of  sustaining  even  the  slight  pressure 
of  Miss  Herbert's  wasted  frame.  The 
arms  and  hands  wer^  enyeloped  in 
long  white  eloves,  which  fitted  very 
loosely ;  ana  her  waist,  encircled  by 
a  broad  violet-coloured  ribbon,  was 
rather  that  of  a  young  girl  of  twelve 
or  thirteen,  than  a  fulJUgrown  woman. 
But  it  was  her  countenance— -her  sym- 
metrical features,  sunk,  faded,  and 
damp  with  death-dews,  and  her  auburn 
hair  falling  in  rich  matted  careless 
clusters  down  each  side  of  her  alabas- 
ter temples  and  neck ;  it  was  all  this 
which  suggested  the  bitterest  thoughts 
of  blighted  beauty,  almost  l»eaking  the 
heart  of  the  beholder.  Perfectly  mo- 
tionless and  statue-like  lay  that  fair 
creature,  breathin|^  so  imperceptibly 
that  a  rose-leaf  might  have  slept  on 
her  lips  unfluttered!  On  an  easy- 
chair,  drawn  towards  the  head  of  the 
ottoman,  sat  her  uncle,  Sir  — —,  hold- 
ing a  white  handkerchief  in  his  hand, 
with  which  he,  from  time  to  time, 
wiped  off  the  dews  which  started  out 
incessantly  on  his  niece's  pallid  fore- 
head. It  was  affecting  to  see  his 
hair  chanffed  to  a  dull  iron-grey  hue ; 
whereas,  before  he  had  left  for  the 
Continent,  it  was  jet  black.  His  sal* 
low  and  worn  features  bore  the  traces 
of  recent  tears. 

And  where  noi0  is  the  lover?  Where 
is  Captain  — ^-?  again  inquires  the 
reader.  He  was  then  at  Milan,  raving 
beneath  the  tortures  and  delirium  of  a 


brain  fever,  which  flung  him  oh  his 

sick-bed  only  the  day  before  Sir 's 

fiiunily  set  oat  for  England.  Miss  Her- 
bert had  not  been  told  of  the  circum- 
stance  till  she  arrived  at  home ;  and 
those  who  communkated  the  intelli- 

Sence  will  never  undertake  such  a 
uty  again! 

After  some  time,  in  which  we  around 
had  maintained  perfect  silence,  Miss 
Herbert  gently  opened  her  eyes ;  and 
seeing  me  sitting  opposite  her  uncle, 
hy  her  side,  gave  me  her  hand,  and, 
with  a  iaixd  smile,  whispered  Bome 
words  of  welcame  which  I  could  not 
distinguish. 

<<Am  I  much  altered,  doctor,  since 
you  saw  me  last?"  she  presently  in- 

Juired,  in  a  more  audible  tone.   I  said, 
regretted  to  see  her  so  feeble  and 
emaciated. 

**  And  does  not  my  poor  uncle  also 
look  Tcnr  ill  ?"  inquired  the  poor  girl, 
eyeing  him  with  a  look  of  sorrowful 
fondness.  She  feebly  -extended  her 
arms,  as  if  fw  the  purpose  of  putting 
them  round  his  neck,  and  he  seized 
and  kissed  them  with  such  fervour 
that  she  burst  into  tears.  "Your 
kindness  is  killing  me — oh!  don't, 
don't!'*  she  murmured.  He  was  so 
overpowered  with  his  emotions  that 
he  abruptly  rose  and  left  the  room. 
I  then  made  many  minute  inquiries 
about  the  state  of  her  health,  i  could 
hardly  detect  any  pulsation  at  the 
wrist,  though  tb!e  blue  veins,  and 
almost  the  arteries,  I  fancied,  might 
be  seen  meandering  beneath  the  trans- 
parent skin. 

«  «  *  • 

My  feelings  will  not  allow  me,  nor 
would  my  space,  to  describe  evei^  in- 
terview I  had  with  her.  She  sank 
very  rapidly.  She  exhibited  all  those 
sudden  deceitfril  rallyings,  which  in- 
variably agonise  consumptive  patients 
and  their  friends  with  fruitless  hopes 
of  recovery.  Oh,  how  they  are  cluns 
to !  how  hard  to  nersuade  their  fond 
hearts  to  relinquish  them !  with  what 
despairing  obstinacy  will  they  persist 
in  ^hoping  a^inst  hope!"  I  recol- 
lect one  evenmg,  in  particular,  that 
her  diattered  energies  were  so  unac- 
countably revived  and  collected,  her 
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tjB  grew  80  fiill  and  hright,  her  cheeks 
were  suffosed  with  so  rich  a  vermilion 
her  Toioe  soft  and  sweet  as  ever,  and 
her  spirits  so  exhilarated,  that  even  / 
was  staggered  for  a  moment;  and  poor 
Sir  •— -  got  so  excited  that  he  said  to 
me,  ia  a  sort  of  ecstasy,  as  he  accom- 
panied me  to  my  carnage,  "Ah,  doc- 
tor, a  jfhcBmx  / — Doctor,  a  phoenix  1 
She's  rising  from  her  ashes — ^ah !  ha ! 
She'll  cheat  yon  for  once— niarling ! " 
and  he  raised  his  handkerchief  to  his 
-eyes,  for  they  were  overflowing. 
•  «  ft  « 

"  Doctor,  you're  fond  of  mtisic,  I  be- 
lieve; you  won't  have  any  objection 
to  listen  to  a  little  now,  will  you? 
I'm  exactly  in  the  mood  for  it,  and  it's 
almost  the  only  enjoyment  I  have  left, 
and  Miss  B  ■■■  plays  enchantingly. 
Gh>,  love,  please,  and  play  a  mass 
from  Mozart — ^the  one  we  listened 
to  last  night,"  said  Miss  Herbert,  on 
one  occasion,  about  a  week  after 
the  interview  last  mentioned.     Miss 

B J  who  was  in  tears,  immediately 

rose,  and  took  her  seat  at  the  piano. 
She  played  exquisitely.  I  held  one 
of  my  sweet  patient's  hands  in  mine, 
as  she  lay  on  the  sofa,  with  her  &ce 
turned  towards  the  window,  through 
which  the  retiring  sunlight  was  stream- 
ing in  tender  ramance  on  her  wasted 
features,  after  tinting  richly  the  amber- 
hued  proves  which  were  visible  through 
the  window.  I  need  not  attempt  to  cha- 
racterise the  melting  music  which  Miss 

B was  pouring  from  the  piano.    I 

have  often  thought  that  there  is  a  sort 
of  tpirUual  character  about  some  of  tibe 
masses  of  Mozart,  which  draws  out  the 
greatest  sympathies  of  one's  nature, 
striking  tlie  deepest  and  most  hidden 
chords  of  the  human  heart.  On  the 
present  occasion,  the  peculiar  circum- 
stances in  which  I  was  placed — ^the 
time,  the  place,  the  dying  angel  whose 
hand  was  clasped  in  mme--disposed 
me  to  a  more  mtense  appreciation  of 
Mozart's  music  than  I  haa  ever  known 
before.  The  soft,  soothing,  solemn, 
swelling  cadences  undulated  one  after 
another  into  my  full  heart,  till  they 
forced  the  tears  to  gush  from  my  eyes. 
I  was  utterly  overcome.  Oh,  that  lan- 
guishing,, heart-breaking  music  I  can 


never  forget !  llie  form  of  Eliza  Her- 
bert flits  before  me  to  this  day  when  I 
hear  it  spoken  of  I  will  not  listen  to 
any  one  piay  it  now — ^though  I  have 
often  wept  since  on  hearing  it  from 
Miss  B  >i  to  whom  Miss  Herbert 
bequeathed  her  piano.  But,  to  return : 
My  tears  flowed  fast ;  and  I  perceived 
also  the  crystal  drops  oozing  through 
the  closed  eyelids  of  Miss  Herbert. 
"  Heart-breaking  music,  is  it  not  doc- 
tor?" she  murmured.  I  could  make 
her  no  veply.  I  felt  at  that  moment 
as  if  I  ccnild  have  laid  down  my  life 
for  her.  After  a  Ions  pause,  Mi^ 
B  continuing  all  the  while  play- 
ing, Miss  Herbert  sobbed—"  Oh,  how 
I  should  like  to  be  buried  while  the 
organ  is  playins^  this  music !  And  hs 
— ^HE  was  fond  of  it  too!"  she  con- 
tinued, with  a  long  shuddering  sigh. 
It  was  echoed,  to  my  surprise,  out  in 
a  profounder  tone,  from  that  quarter 
of  the  room  where  the  grand  piano 
was  placed.  It  could  not  have  been 
from  Miss  B- — ^  I  felt  sure;  and, 
looking  towards  her,  I  beheld  the  dim 
outline  of  Sir  ^^'s  fi^re  leaning 
against  the  piano,  with  his  face  buried 
in  his  white  handkerchief.  He  had 
stolen  into  the  room  unperceived ;  for 
he  had  left  it  half  an  hour  before,  in  a 
fit*  of  sudden  agitation ;  and,  after  con- 
tinning  about  five  minutes,  was  com- 
SiUed  by  his  feelings  again  to  retire, 
is  sigh,  and  the  noise  he  made  in 
withdrawing,  had  been  heard  by  Miss 
Herbert. 

"Doctor— doctor!"  she  stammered 
faintly,  turning  as  white  as  ashes, 
"who — ^who  is  that? — ^what  was  it? 
—Oh  dear !  it  can  never  be — no — no — 
it  cannot" — ^and  she  suddenly  fainted. 
She  continued  so  long  insensible  that 
I  beean  to  fear  it  was  all  over.  Gra- 
dually, however,  she  recovered,  and 
was  carried  up  to  bed,  which  she  did 
not  leave  agam  for  a  week. 

I  mentioned,  I  think,  in  a  former 
part  of  this  narrative.  Miss  Herbert's 
partiality  for  poetry,  and  that  her 
readings  were  confined  to  tlmt  which 
was  of  the  highest  order.  Among  the 
MSS.  found  in  her  desk,  poor  girl,  after 
her  decease,  were  manv^xtracts  from 
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the  poets,  copied  in  a  beautiful  hand, 
and  evincing  true  taste  in  their  selec- 
tion. She  was  particularly  partial  to 
ThomsorCs  Szasona^  especially  "Win- 
ter," from  which  she  transcribed  large- 
ly. There  are  also  a  few  unpretending 
sonnets  and  stanzas  of  her  own ;  which, 
if  not  of  first-rate  excellence,  breathe, 
nevertheless,  the  sweetest  sentiments 
of  virtue,  simplicity,  and  delicacy.  If 
I  had  been  permitted,  I  should  have 
liked  to  lay  before  the  reader  a  little 
"  Sonnet  to  a  Dead  Robin,"  and  *'  To 
a  Moss  Rose."  I  have  also  often  heard 
Ijer,  while  sitting  by  her  bedside,  utter 
very  beautiful  thoughts,  suggested  by 
the  bitterness  of  her  own  premature 
fate.  All — all  are  treasured  in  my 
heart! 

I  have  not  attempted  to  describe  her 

feelings  with  reference  to  Captain ^ 

simply  because  I  cannot  do  them  jus- 
tice, without,  perhaps,  incurring  the 
reader's  suspicions  tnat  I  am  slipping 
into  the  character  of  the  novelist.  She 
did  not  know  that  Captain con- 
tinued yet  at  death's  door  at  Milan, 
for  we  felt  bound  to  spare  her  feelings. 
We  fabricated  a  story  that  he  had  been 
summoned  into  Egypt,  to  inquire  after 
the  fate  of  a  brother  who  haa  travelled 
thither,  and  whose  fate,  we  said,  was 
doubtful.  Poor  girl !  she  believed  us 
at  last — ^and  seemed  rather  inclined  to 
accuse  him  of  imkindness  for  allow- 
ing anything  to  withdraw  him  from 
her  side.  She  never,  however,  said 
anything  directly  of  this  kind.  It  is 
hardly  necessary  to  say  that  Captain 

•  never  knew  of  the  fiction.     I 

have  never,  to  this  day,  entirely  for- 
given myself  for  the  part  I  took  in  it. 

I  found  her  one  morniDg,  within  a 
few  days  of  her  death,  wretchedly  ex- 
haustea  both  in  mind  and  body.  She 
had  passed,  as  usual,  a  restless  night, 
unsoothed  even  by  the  laudanum  which 
had  been  administered  to  her  in  much 
larger  quantities  than  her  medical 
attendants  had  authorised.  It  had 
stupified,  without,  at  the  same  time, 
composuig  and  calming  her.  Poor — 
poor  girU  almost  the  last  remains  of 
ner  beaiRy  had  disappeared.  There 
was  a  fearful  hollowness  in  her  once 
lovely  and  blooming  cheeks ;  and  her 


eyes — ^those  bright  orbs  which  had  a 
short  while  ago  dazzled  and  delighted 
all  they  shone  upon — were  now  sunk, 
quenched,  and  surrounded  by  dark 
halos !  She  lav  with  her  head  buried 
deep  in  the  pillow,  and  her  hair  folded 
back,  matted  with  perspiration.  Her 
hands — ^but  I  cannot  attempt  to  de- 
scribe her  appearance  any  further. 

Sir sat  by  her  bedside,  as  he 

had  sat  all  through  her  illness,  and 
was  utterly  worn  out.    I  occupied  the 

chair  allotted  to  Miss  B ,  who  had 

just  retired  to  bed,  having  been  up  all 
night.  After  a  lon^  silence,  Miss  Her- 
bert asked  very  faintly  for  some  tea, 
which  was  presently  brought  her,  and 
dropped  into  her  mouth  by  spoonfuls.  - 
Soon  after,  she  revived  a  little,  and 

rke  to  me,  but  in  so  low  a  whisper 
t  I  had  great  difficulty  in  distin- 
guishing her  words.  The  exertion  of 
utterance,  also,  was  attended  with  so 
much  evident  pain  that  I  would  rather 
she  had  continued  silent. 

"  Laudanum  —  laudanum  —  lauda- 
num, doctor!  They  don't  give  me 
enough  of  laudanum ! "  she  muttered. 
We  made  her  no  reply.  Presently  she 
began  murmuring  at  intervals  some- 
what in  this  strain  : — "  Ah — ^among 
the  pyramids  —  looking  at  them  — 
sketciunff — ^ascending  them,  perhaps 
— oh !  what  if  they  should  fall  and 
crush  him  ?  Has  he  found  his  brother? 
On  his  way — home — sea — ships — 
ship."  Still  we  did  not  interrupt  her, 
for  her  manner  indicated  only  a  dim 
dreary  sort  of  half  -  consciousness. 
About  an  hour  afterwards  (why  did  I 
linger  there,  it  may  be  asked,  when  I 
coidd  do  nothing  for  her,  and  could  ill 
spare  the  time  ?  I  know  not — I  could 
not  leave  her)  she  again  commenced 
in  a  low,  moaning,  wandering  tone — 
"  Uncle !  What  do  you  think?  Chat- 
terton — ^poor  melancholy  Chatterton, 
sat  by  my  side,  all  night  long,  in  that 

chair  where  Dr is  sitting.    He 

died  of  a  broken  heart — or  of  my  dis- 
ease, didn't  he?  Wan — wan — sad — 
cold — ghostly — but  so  like  a  poet! 
Oh,  how  he  talked!  no  one  Earthly 
like  him!  His  voice  was  like  the 
mysterious  music  of  an  ^olian  harp 
— ^80  solemn — soft — stealing ! »  * 
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He  put  his  icy  fingers  over  my  heart, 
and  said  it  must  soon  be  as  cola !  But 
he  told  me  not  to  be  afi-aid,  nor  weep, 
because  I  was  d^ing  so  young — so 
eariy.  He  said  I  was  a  young  rose- 
tree,  and  would  have  the  longer  to 
bloom  and  blossom  when  he  came  for 
me."  She  smiled  faintly  and  sadly. 
"  Oh,  dear,  dear ! — I  wisn  I  had  him 
here  again !  But  he  looks  very  cold 
and  ghostly — never  moves — nothing 
rustles — ^I  never  hear  him  come,  or 
go — ^but  I  look,  and  there  he  is  I  And 
I'm  not  at  all  frightened,  for  he  seems 
gentle ;  but  I  think  he  can*t  be  happy 

— happy — never  smiles,  never! 

*  *  Dying  people  see  and  hear  more 
timi  others!*^ 

This,  I  say,  is  the  stibgtanee  of  what 
she  uttered.  All  she  said  was  per- 
vaded by  a  sad  romance,  which  showed 
that  her  soul  was  deeply  imbued  with 
poe^. 

"  Toll !— toll !— toll !— How  solemn ! 
—  White  plumes! — white  scarfs! — 
Hush!— 'Jfcir«7i  to  earth'— Oh,  dread- 
ful! It  is  crumbling  on  my  heart! 
They  all  go — ^they  leave  me  all — ^poor, 
poor  Eliza ! — ^they  leave  me  all  alone 
in  the  cold  church.  He'll  often  walk 
in  the  church  by  himself— his  tears 
will  fall  on  the  pavement — ^but  I  shall 
not  hear  him — ^nor  see  him !  He  will 
ne — ^ver  see  me !  Will  the  organ  play, 
I  wonder?  It  may  wake  me  from 
sleep  for  a  while ! "  I  listened  to  all 
this,  and  was  fit  for  nothing  the  rest 
of  the  day.  Again — again  I  saw  her, 
to  let  fall  tears  over  the  withered  pe- 
tals, the  blighted  blossoms  of  early 
beauty  I  It  wrung  my  heart  to  see 
her  little  more  than  a  breathing  corpse. 


Oh!  the  gloom — anguish — desolation 

— diff'used    through   Hall!      It 

could  hefeU;  it  oppressed  you  on  en- 
tering ! 

*  *  *  On  Saturday  morning  (the 
—  day  of  November  18 — ),  I  drove 
down  early,  having  the  preceding 
evening  promised  to  be  there  as  soon 
as  possible  the  next  day.  It  was  a 
scowling  November  morning,  and  my 
heart  sank  within  me  as  my  chariot 
rattled  rapidly  along  the  hard  highway 

towards  Hall.     But  I  was  too 

LATE.  The  curtain  had  fallen,  and 
hid  poor  Eliza  Herbert  from  this  world, 
for  ever !  She  had  expired  about  half 
an  hour  before  my  arrival. 


As  I  was  returning  to  town,  after 
attending  the  funeral  of  Miss  Herbert, 
full  of  bitter  and  sorrowful  thoughts,  I 
met  a  travelling  carriage -and -four 
thundering  down  the  road.  It  con- 
tained poor  Captain  -,  his  valet, 

and  a  young  Italian  medical  attendant 
— all  just  returned  from  the  Continent. 
He  looked  white  and  wasted.  The 
crape  on  m^  hat — my  gloves — ^weep- 
ers— ^mourning  suit,  told  idl  instantly. 
I  was  in  a  moment  at  his  side — ^for  he 
had  swooned. 

As  for  the  disconsolate  baronet,  little 
remains  to  be  said.    He  disposed  of 

Hall ;  and,  sick  of  England— ill 

and  irritable — ^he  attempted  to  regain 
his  Indian  appointment,  out  unsuccess- 
fully ;  so  he  betook  himself  to  a  soli- 
tary house  belonging  to  the  family  in 
shire ;  and,  in  the  touching lan- 


^age  of  one  of  old,  "  went  on  mourn- 
ing to  the  end  of  his  days.*' 
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AV  XLLUnOH. 


The  age  of  ghosts  and  hobgoblins  is 
gone  by,  says  worthy  Dr  Hibbert ;  and 
so,  after  him,  says  ahnost  everybody 
now-a-days.  These  mysterious  visit- 
ants are  henceforth  to  be  resolved  into 
mere  optical  delusions,  acting  on  an 
excitable  fancy— an  irritabb  nervous 
temperament ;  and  the  report  of  a  real 
bona  fide  ghost,  or  apparition,  is  utterly 
scouted.  Fossibly  this  may  not  be 
going  too  far,  even  though  it  hem  the 
teeth  of  some  of  the  most  stubborn 
facts  that  are  on  record.  One,  or  pos- 
sibly two,  of  this  character,  I  may  per- 
haps present  to  the  reader  on  a  mture 
occasion ;  but  at  present  I  shall  c<m- 
tent  myself  with  relating  a  very  curious 
and  interesting  case  of  acknowledged 
qpUcal  dektaion;  and  I  have  no  doubt 
that  many  of  my  medical  readers  can 
parallel  it  with  similar  occurrences 
within  the  sf^ere  of  their  own  obser- 
vation. 

Mr  D was  a  clergyman  of  the 

C3iurch  of  England,  educated  at  Ox- 
ford— ^a  scholar,  a  "  ripe  and  good  one  " 
—  a  man  of  remarkably  acute  and 
powerful  understanding;  but,  accord- 
ing to  his  own  account,  destitute  of 
even  an  atom  of  imagination.  He  was 
also  an  exemplary  minister ;  preached 
twice  willingly  every  Sunday,  and 
performed  all  the  other  duties  of  his 
office  with  zealous  fidelity,  and  to  the 
full  satisfaction  of  his  parishioners. 
If  any  man  is  less  likely  to  be  terrified 
with  ghosts,  or  has  less  reason  to  be 
so,  than  another,  surely  it  was  such  a 
character  as  Mr  D . 

He  had  been  officiating  one  Sunday 
evening  for  an  invalid  friend,  at  the 
latter^s  church,  a  few  miles  distant 


firom  London,  and  was  walking  home- 
wards, enjoying  the  tranquillity  of  the 
night,  and  enhvened  by  the  cheerful 
beams  of  the  full  moon;  when,  at 
about  three  miles'  distance  firom  town, 
he  suddenly  heard,  or  fancied  he  heard, 
immediately  behind  him,  the  sound  of 
gasping  and  panting  as  of  a  dog  fol- 
lowmg  at  his  heels,  breathless  with 
running.  He  looked  round  on  both 
sides,  but  seeing  no  dog,  thought  he 
must  have  been  deceived,  and  resumed 
his  walk  and  meditations.  The  sound 
was  Dresently  repeated.  Again  he 
looked  round,  but  with  no  better  suc- 
cess than  before.  After  a  little  pause, 
thinking  there  was  something  rather 
odd  about  it,  it  suddenly  struck  him 
that  what  he  had  heard  was  nothing 
more  than  the  noise  of  his  own  ham 
breathing,  occasioned  by  the  insensibly 
accelerated  pace  at  which  he  was  walk- 
ing, intent  upon  some  subject  which 
then  particularly  occupied  his  thoughts. 
He  had  not  walled  more  than  ten  paces 
farther,  when  he  again  heard  precisely 
similar  sounds,  but  with  a  running 
accompaniment — ^if  I  may  be  allowed 
a  pun — of  the  pit-pit-pattering  of  a 
dog's  feet,  following  close  behind  his 
left  side. 

"  God  bless  me !  '*    exclaimed  Mr 

D aloud,  stopping  for  the  third 

time,  and  looking  around  in  all  direc- 
tions, far  and  near ;  "  why,  really, 
that's  very  odd — ^very ! — Surely  I  could 
not  have heen  mistaken  again?"  He 
continued  standing  still,  wiped  his 
forehead,  replaced  his  hat  on  his  head, 
and,  with  a  little  trepidation,  resumed 
his  walk,  striking  his  stout  black  walk- 
ing-stick on  the  ground  with  a  certain 
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energy  and  resolutenesfl,  which  soffioed 
in  reassoring  his  own  flnrried  spirits. 
The  next  thirty  or  forty  paces  of  his 

walk,  Mr  D- passed  over  etectU 

awribua,  and  hearing,  nothing  amilar 
to  the  sounds  whi^  had  uirice  at- 
tracted his  attention,  was  relapsing 
into  his  meditative  mood,  when,  in  a 
few  moments,  the  noise  was  repeated, 
^marently  from  his  right-hand  side ; 
ana  he  gave  something  like  a  start 
from  the  path-side  into  the  road,  on 
feeling  the  calf  of  his  leg  brashed  past, 
as  he  described  it,  by  the  sh^gr  coat 
of  his  invisible  attendant.  He  looked 
suddenly  down,  and,  to  his  very  great 
alarm  and  astonishment,  beheld  the 
dim  outline  of  a  large  Newfoundland 
dog,  of  a  blue  colour !  He  moved  from 
the  spot  where  he  was  standiiig^the 
phantom  followed  him — ^he  rubbed  his 
eyes  with  his  hands,  shook  his  head, 
and  again  looked;  but  there  it  still 
was,  large  as  a  youn^  calf  fto  which 
he  himself  compared  it),  ana  had  as- 
sumed a  more  distinct  and  definite 
form.  The  colour,  however,  continued 
the  same — ^faint  blue.  He  observed, 
too,  its  e:^es — ^like  dimrdecaylng  fire- 
coals,  as  it  looked  composedly  up  in 
his  face.  He  poked  about  his  walk- 
ing-stick, ana  moved  it  repeatedly 
through  and  through  the  form  of  the 

Shautom;  but  there  it  continued— in- 
ivisible — impalpable — in  short,  as 
much  a  do^  as  ever,  and  yet  the  stick 
traversing  its  form  in  every  direction, 
from  the  tail  to  the  tip  of  the  nose ! 

Mr  D hurried  on  a  few  steps,  and 

again  looked — ^there  was  the  dog! — 
Now,  it  is  fit  the  reader  should  be  in- 
formed that  Mr  D  was  a  remu*k- 
ably  temperate  man,  and  had,  that 
evening,  contented  himself  with  a  soli- 
tarv  gUss  of  port  b v  the  bedside  of  his 
sick  brother ;  so  that  there  was  no 
room  for  supposing  his  perceptions  to 
have  been  msturb^  with  liquor. 

"What  can  it  be?  "  thought  he,  while 
his  heart  knocked  rather  harder  than 
usual  against  the  bars  of  its  prison — 
"  Oh !  it  must  be  an  o]otio(d  ddueion — 
oh,  'tis  clearly  so !  nothmg  in  the  world 
else  !  that's  all.  How  odd  I"  and  he 
smiled,  he  thought,  very  unconcerned- 
ly ;  but  another  glimpse  of  the  phantom 


standing  hv  him  in  blue  distinctness 
instantly  darkened  his  features  with 
the  hue  of  apprehemdon.  If  it  really 
teoB  an  optical  delusion,  it  was  the  most 
fixed  and  pertinacious  one  he  ever 
heard  of!  The  best  part  of  valour  is 
discretion,  says  Shakspeare — and  in 
all  things ;  so,  observing  a  coach  pass- 
ing by  at  that  moment,  to  put  an  end 

to  the  matter,  Mr  D- ,  with  a  little 

trepidation  in  his  tone,  ordered  it  to 
stop;  there  was  just  room  for  one  in- 
side ;  and  in'Stepped  Mr  D ,  chuck- 
ling at  the  ciuminc  fashion  after  which 
he  had  suoceedea  in  jockeying  his 
strange  attendant.  Not  feeling  inclined 
to  talk  with  the  fat  woman  who  sat 
next  him,  squeezing  him  most  unmer- 
cifully against  the  side  of  the  coach, 
nor  with  the  elderly  grazier-looking 
man  fronting  him,  whose  large  dirty 
top-boots  seriously  incommoded  him, 
he  shut  his  eves,  that  he  might  pur- 
sue his  thoughts  undisturbed.  iJter 
about  five  minutes'  riding,  he  suddenly 
opened  his  eyes — and  the  first  thing 
that  met  them  was  the  figure  of  the 
blue  dog,  lying  stretched,  in  some  un- 
accountable manner,  at  his  feet,  half 
under  the  seat ! 

"  I — I — ^hope  THE  DOG  does  not  an- 
noy you,  sir?"  inquired  Mr  D ,  a 

little  flustered,  of  the  man  opposite, 
hoping  to  discern  whether  tne  dog 
chose  to  be  visible  to  any  one  else. 

"  Sir ! "  exclaimed  ihe  person  he  ad- 
dressed, starting  from  a  kind  of  doze, 
and  staring  about  in  the  bottom  of  the 
coach. 

"  Lord,  sir!"  echoed  the  woman  be- 
side him. 

"  A  Doo,  sir,  did  you  say  ?"  inquired 
all  in  a  breath. 

"  Oh — nothing — nothing,  I  assure 
you.  'Tis  a  little  mistake,"  replied 
Mr  D — — ,  with  a  faint  smile ;  "  1 — I 
thought — ^in  short,  I  find  I've  been 
dreaming;  and  I'm  sure  I  beg  pardon 
for  disturbing  you."   Every  one  in  the 

coach  laughed  except  Mr  D ,  whose 

eyes  continued  riveted  on  the  dun  blue 
outline  of  the  dog,  lying  motionless  at 
his  feet.  He  was  now  certain  that  he 
was  suffering  from  an  optical  illusion 
of  some  sort  or  other,  and  endeavoured 
to  prevent  his  thoughts  from  running 
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into  an  alarmed  channel,  by  striving 
to  engage  his  faculties  with  the  phUo- 
sophy  of  the  thing.  He  could  make 
nothing  out,  however ;  and  the  Q.E.D. 
of  his  thinkings  startled  him  not  a 
little,  when  it  came  in  the  shape  of  the 
large  blue  dog,  leaping  at  his  heels  out 
of  the  coach,  when  he  alighted.  Ar- 
rived at  home,  he  lost  sight  of  the 
phantom  during  the  time  of  supper 
and  the  family  devotions.  As  soon  as 
he  had  extinguished  his  bed-room 
candle,  and  got  into  bed,  he  was  nearly 
leaping  out  again,  on  feeling  a  sensa- 
tion as  if  a  large  dog  had  jumped  on 
that  part  of  the  bed  where  ms  feet  lay. 
He  fiU  its  pressure !  He  said  he  was 
inclmed  to  rise,  and  make  it  a  subject 
of  special  prayer  to  the  Deity !    Mrs 

D asked  him  what  was  the  matter 

with  him?  for  he  became  very  cold,  and 
shivered  a  little.  He  easily  quieted 
her  with  saying  he  felt  a  little  chilled; 
and,  as  soon  as  she  was  fairly  asleep, 
he  got  quietly  out  of  bed,  and  walked 
up  and  down  the  room.  Wherever  he 
moved,  he  beheld,  •  by  the  moonlight 
through  the  window,  the  dim  dusky 
outline  of  the  dog,  following  wherever 
he  went !  Mr  D opened  the  win- 
dows, he  did  not  exactly  know  why, 
and  mounted  the  dressing-table  for  that 

{)urpose.  On  looking  down  before  he 
eaped  on  the  floor,  there  was  the  dog 
waiting  for  him,  squatting  composedly 
on  his  haunches !  There  was  no  stand- 
ing this  any  longer,  thought  Mr  D , 

delusion  or  no  delusion ;  so  he  ran  to 
the  bed — plunged  beneaUi  the  clothes, 
and,  thoroughly  frightened,  dropped  at 
length  asleep,  his  head  under  cover  all 
night !  On  waking  in  the  morning,  he 
thought  it  must  have  been  all  a  dream 
about  the  dog,  for  it  had  totally  dis- 
appeared with  the  daylight.  When  an 
hour's  glancing  in  all  directions  had 
convinced  him  that  the  phantom  was 
really  no  longer  visible,  he  told  the 

whole  to  Mrs  D ,  and  made  very 

merry  with  her  fears — for  she  "^yould 
have  it,  that  it  was  "  something  super- 
natural," and,  good  lady!  "Mr , 

might  depend  upon  it,  the  thing  had 
its  erranar*    Four  times  subsequent 

to  this  did  Mr  D see  the  spectral 

visitant — ^nowise  altered  either  in  its 


manner,  form,  or  colour.  It  was  always 
late  in  the  evenings  when  he  observed 
it,  and  generally  when  be  was  alone. 
He  was  a  man  extensively  acquainted 
with  physiology;  but  felt  utterly  at  a 
loss  to  what  derangement  of  what  part 
of  the  animal  economy  to  refer  it.  So, 
indeed,  was  I — for  he  came  to  consult 
me  about  it.  He  was  with  me  once 
during  the  presence  of  the  phantom. 
I  examined  his  eyes  with  a  candle,  to 
see  whether  the  interrupted  motions  of 
the  irides  indicated  any  sudden  altera- 
tion of  the  functions  of  the  optic  nerve; 
but  the  pupils  contracted  and  dilated 
with  perfect  regularity.  One  thing, 
however,  was  certain — ^his  stomach  had 
been  latterly  a  little  out  of  order ;  and 
everybody  knows  the  intimate  con- 
nection between  its  functions  and  the 
nervous  system.  But  why  he  should 
see  spectra — ^why  they  should  assume 
and  retain  the  ngure  of  a  dog,  and  of 
such  an  uncanine  colour  too — ^and  why 
it  should  so  pertinaciously  attach  itself 
to  him,  and  be  seen  precisely  the  same 
at  the  various  intervals  after  which  it 
made  its  appearance — and  why  he 
should  hear,  or  imagine  he  heard  it, 
utter  sounds — all  these  questions  I  am 

as  unable  to  answer  as  Mr  D was, 

or  as,  possibly,  the  reader  will  be.  He 
may  account  for  it  in  whatever  way 
his  ingenuity  may  enable  him.  I  have 
seen  and  known  other  cases  of  spectra, 
not  unlike  the  one  above  related;  and 
great  alarm  and  horror  have  they  ex- 
cited in  the  breasts  of  persons  blessed 
with  less  firmness  and  good  sense  than 
Mr  D displayed. 

A  perusal  of  the  foregoing  narrative 
occasioned  its  corroboration,  by  the 
following  account  of  a  similar  spec- 
trum, seen  by  one  of  my  scientific 
friends.  As  the  reader  will  doubtless 
consider  it  interesting,  I  here  subjoin 
the  letter  from  my  friend. 

Blackheath,  Jhcember  1880. 
My  deae  Sib, — ^Though  the  "  Spec- 
tral Dog"  is  somewhat  laughable,  in 
quality  of  tailpiece  to  the  melancholy 
— the  truly  sorrowful  narrative  imme- 
diately preceding  it,  I  have  read  it 
with  nearly  equal  interest,  because  it 
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forcibly  reminds  me  of  a  similar  inci- 
dent in  my  own  life. 

In  my  early  days  I  was,  as  you  have 
often  heard  me  sa^,  an  infatuated 
searcher  after  the  pmlosopher^s  stone! 
I  then  resided  near  Bristol,  and  had  a 
back  parlour  fitted  up  according  to  my 
fancy,  in  a  very  gloomy  style.  I  soon 
fillea  it  with  the  apparatus  of  my  craft 
— crucibles,  furnace,  retorts,  &c.,  &c., 
&c.,  without  end.  I  never  allowed  the 
lieht  of  day  to  dissipate  the  mysterious 
gloom  which  pervaded  my  laboratory ; 
but  had  an  ola  Roman  lamp,  suspended 
from  the  ceiling,  kept  continually  burn- 
ing, night  and  day.  I  had  three  dif- 
ferent locks  on  the  door ;  and  took  such 
precautions  as  enabled  me  to  satisfy 
myself  that  no  one  ever  entered  the 
room  for  nearly  three  ^ears,  except  a 
sing^ar  and  enthusiastic  old  man,  who 
first  inspired  me  with  my  madness,  as 
I  may  well  call  it.  You  know  too  well, 
my  aear  sir,  how  much  of  my  little 
fortune  was  frittered  away  in  running 
after  that  ridiculous  Will-o*-the-Wisp. 
But  to  my  tale. 

One  Sunday  evening,  after  dicing 
hastily  at  five  o'clock,  I  took  my  candle 
in  my  hand,  and  hurried  back  to  my  la- 
boratory, which  I  had  quitted  only  naif 
an  hour  before  for  dinner.  On  unlock- 
ing the  door,  and  entering,  to  my  equal 
alarm  and  astonishment,  I  distinctly 
saw  the  figure  of  a  little  old  stooping 
woman  in  a  red  cloak,  and  with  a  very 
pale  face.  She  stood  near  the  fire- 
place, and  leaned  with  both  hands  on 
a  walking-stick.  I  was  nearly  letting 
fall  the  candlestick  I  held.  However, 
I  contrived  to  set  it  down  pretty 
steadily  on  the  table,  which  stood^ 
between  my  mysterious  guest  and  me, 
and  spoke  to  her.  I  received  no  an- 
swer. The  figure  did  not  move — nay, 
it  did  not  even  look  at  me.  I  stamped 
with  my  foot — I  knocked  my  knuckles 
on  the  table — ^I  shook  it  wiui  both  my 
hands — ^I  called  out  to  the  old  woman 
—but  in  vain  I  A  bottle  of  spirits — 
brandy,  if  I  recollect  right  —  and  a 
wine-glass,  stood  on  a  shell  of  the  cup- 1 


board,  which  was  close  at  my  elbow. 
I  poured  out  a  glassful,  and  drank  it. 
Still  the  figure  continued  there,  stand- 
ing before  me  as  distinct,  as  motion- 
less as  ever.  I  began  to  suspect  it 
was  merely  an  ocular  spectrum.  I 
rubbed  my  eyes,  I  pushed  them  inward 
with  my  fingers,  till  corruscations  of 
light  seemed  to  flash  from  them.  But 
when  I  directed  them  again  towards 
the  spot  where  the  apparition  had 
stood,  there  it  still  was  !  I  walked  up 
to  her  somewhat  falteringly.  She  stood 
exactly  in  the  way  of  my  arm-chair, 
as  though  she  were  on  the  point  of 
sitting  down  upon  it.  I  actually 
walked  clean  thbough  the  figure,  and 
sat  down.  After  a  few  moments,  I 
opened  my  eyes,  which  I  had  closed 
on  sitting  down,  and  behold,  the  figure 
stood  fronting  me,  about  six  feet  off ! 
I  rose— it  moved  further  off ;  I  lifted 
up  my  right  arm  in  a  threatening  man- 
ner— so  did  the  figure ;  I  raised  my 
other  arm — so  did  the  old  woman ;  I 
moved  towards  her — ^she  retreated,  all 
the  while  never  once  looking  at  me. 
She  got  towards  the  spot  where  I  had 
formerly  stood ;  and  so  the  table  was 
once  more  between  us.  I  got  more 
agitated  than  ever ;  but  when  the 
figure  began  to  approach  me  in  a  di- 
rect line,  walking  apparently  right 
through  the  tablet  even  as  the  Israelites 
through  the  Bed  Sea,  I  quite  lost  my 
presence  of  mind.  A  giddiness,  or 
sickness,  came  over  me,  and,  sinking 
into  my  seat,  I  fainted.  When  I  reco- 
vered, the  spectre  had  disappeared. 

I  have  never  since  seen  it,  nor  any- 
thing similar.  Such  spectra  are  by  no 
means  rare  among  studious  men,  if  of 
an  irritable,  nervous  temperament,  and 
an  imaginative  turn.  I  know  a  learned 
baronet  who  has  his  study  sometimes 
crowded  with  them ;  and  he  never  feels 
so  much  at  home  as  when  surrounded 
by  these  airy  spirits  I 

You  may  make  any  use  you  like  of 
this  letter. — I  am,  my  dear  sir,  ever 
faithfully  yours, 

W.  G. 
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CHAPTER   XL 


TEE   FORGSB. 


A  GROOM,  in  plain  liyery,  left  a  card 
at  my  house,  one  afternoon  during  my 
absence,  on  which  was  the  name,  ^  Mb 
Glouobstbr,  No.  — ^  Begent  Stbebt;  " 
and,  in  pencil,  the  words,  "Will  thank 

Dr to  call  this  evening."    As  my 

red  book  was  lyinjg^  on  the  table  at  the 
time,  I  looked  in  it,  from  mere  casual 
curiosity,  to  see  whether  the  name  of 
"Gloucester"  appeared  there — but  it 
did  not.  I  concluded,  therefore,  that 
my  new  patient  must  be  a  recent 
comer.  Aoout  six  o'clock  that  even- 
ing, I  drove  to  Eegent  Street,  sent  in 
my  card,  and  was  presently  ushered 
by  the  man-servant  into  a  spacious 
apartment,  somewhat  showily  fur- 
nished. The  mild  retiring  sunhght  of 
a  July  evening  was  diffused  over  the 
room;  and  ample  crimson  window-cur- 
tains, half  drawn,  mitigated  the  glare 
of  the  gilded  picture -frames  which 
hung  in  great  numbers  round  the 
wal£.  There  was  a  large  round  table 
in  the  middle  of  the  room,  covered  with 
papers,  magazines,  books,  curds,  &c. ; 
and,  in  a  word,  the  whole  aspect  of 
things  indicated  the  residence  of  a  per- 
son of  some  fashion  and  fortune.  On 
a  side-table  lay  several  pairs  of  boxing- 
gloves,  foils,  &c.  The  object  of  my 
visit,  Mr  Gloucester,  was  seated  on  an 
elegant  ottoman,  in  a  pensive  posture, 
with  his  head  leaning  on  his  hand, 
which  rested  on  the  table.  He  was 
engaged  with  the  newspaper  when  I 
was  announced.  He  rose,  as  I  entered, 
politely — ^I  should  rather  say  obsequi- 
ously— ^handed  me  to  a  chair,  and  then 
resumed  his  seat  on  the  ottoman.  His 
countenance  was  rather  pleasing,  fresh- 
coloured,  with  regular  features,  and 
very  light  auburn  nair,  which  was  ad- 
justed with  a  sort  of  careless  fSeishion- 


able  negligence.  I  may  ijerhaps  be 
laughed  at  by  some  for  noticing  such 
an  apparently  insignificant  circum- 
stance ;  but  the  observant  humour  of 
my  profession  must  sufficiently  account 
for  my  detecting  the  fact  that  his  hantU 
were  not  those  of  a  bom  and  hred  gen- 
tleman— of  one  who,  as  the  phrase  is, 
"  has  never  done  amyihing"  in  his  life; 
but  they  were  coarse,  large,  and  clumsy- 
looking.  As  for  his  demeanour  also, 
there  was  a  constrained  and  over- 
anxious display  of  politeness — an  as- 
sumption of  fashionable  ease  and  in- 
difference, that  sat  ill  on  him,  like  a 
court  dress  fastened  on  a  vulgar  fellow. 
He  spoke  with  a  would-be  jaunty,  free- 
and-easy,  small-swagger  sort  of  air, 
and  changed  at  times  the  tones  of  his 
voice  to  an  offensive  cringing  softness, 
which,  I  daresay,  he  took  to  be  vastly 
insinuating.  All  these  little  circum- 
stances put  together,  prepossessed  me 
with  a  sudden  feeling  of  dislike  to  the 
man.  These  sort  of  people  are  a  great 
nuisance  to  one,  since  there  is  no  know- 
ing exactly  how  to  treat  them.  After 
some  hurried  expressions  of  civility, 
Mr  Gloucester  informed  me  that  he 
had  sent  for  me  on  account  of  a  deep 
depression  of  spirits,  to  which  he  was 
latterly  subject.  He  proceeded  to  de- 
tail many  of  the  symptoms  of  a  disor- 
dered nervous  system.  He  was  tor- 
mented with  vague  apprehensions  of 
impending  calamity ;  could  not  divest 
himself  of  an  unaccountable  trepida> 
tion  of  manner^  which,  by  attracting 
observation,  seriously  disconcertedhim 
OB  many  occasions;  felt  incessantly 
tempted  to  the  commission  of  suicide ; 
loathed  society;  disrelished  his  former 
scenes  of  amusement;  had  lost  his 
appetite ;  passed  restless  nights ;  and 
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was  disturbed  with  appalling  dreams. 
His  rndse,  tongue,  countenance,  &c., 
corroborated  the  above  statement  of 
his  symptoms.  I  asked  him  whether 
anything  unpleasant  had  occured  in 
his  family? — Nothing  of  the  kind. 
Disappointment  in  fOi  ajfodre  du  eontrf 
—Oh,  no.  Unsuccessful  at  playj— 
By  no  means—he  did  not  play.  Well 
— 4iad  he  any  source  of  secret  annoy- 
ance which  could  account  for  his  pre- 
sent depression  ?  He  coloured,  seemed 
embarrassed,  and  apparently  hesitat- 
ing whether  or  not  he  should  commo- 
nicate  to  me  what  weighed  on  his 
sfnrits.  He,  however,  seemed  deter- 
mined to  keep  me  in  ignorance ;  and 
with  some  alteration  of  manner,  said 
suddenly,  that  it  was  only  a  constitu- 
tional nervousness — ^his  family  were 
all  so ;  and  he  wished  to  know  whether 
it  was  in  the  power  of  medicine  to  re- 
lieve him.  I  replied  that  I  would  cer- 
tainly do  all  that  lay  in  my  power, 
but  that  he  must  not  expect  any  sud- 
den or  miraculous  effect  from  the  me- 
dicines I  might  prescribe.;  that  I  saw 
clearly  he  had  something  on  his  mind 
which  oppressed  his  spuits ;  that  he 
ought  to  go  into  cheerful  society — ^he 
si^ed ;  seek  chang^e  of  air — ^that,  he 
said,  was,  under  circumstances,  im- 
possible. I  rose  to  go.  He  gave  me 
two  guineas,  and  begged  me  to  call 
the  next  evening.  I  left,  not  knowing 
what  to  make  of  him.  To  tell  the  plain 
truth,  I  began  to  suspect  that  he  was 
neither  more  nor  less  than  a  system- 
atic London  sharpeiv-a  gamesteiv—a 
hanger-on  about  town — ^and  that  he 
had  sent  for  me  in  conse<]uence  of  some 
of  those  sudden  alternations  of  fortune 
to  which  the  lives  of  such  men  are  sub- 
ject, r  was  by  no  means  anxious  for 
a  prolonged  attendance  on  him. 

About  the  same  time  next  evening 
I  paid  him  a  second  visit.  He  was 
stretched  on  the  ottoman,  enveloped 
in  a  gaudy  dressing-gown,  with  nis 
arms  folded  on  his  breast,  and  his  right 
foot  hanging  over  the  side  of  the  otto- 
man, and  dangling  about,  as  if  in 
search  of  a  stray  slipper.  I  did  not 
like  this  elaborately  careless  and  con* 
ceited  posture.  A  decanter  or  two, 
with  some  wine-glasses,  stood  on  the 


table.  He  did  not  rise  on  my  entering, 
but,  vrith  a  languid  air,  begged  me  to 
be  seated  in  a  chair  opposite  to  him. 
"GU)od  eveaifi^,  doctor — good  even- 
ing," said  he,  in  a  low  and  hurried 
tone;  "  I*m  glad  you  are  come ;  for  if 
you  had  not,  I*m  sure  I  don't  know 
what  I  should  have  done.  I*mdeucedly 
low  to-night." 

**  Have  you  taken  the  medicines  I 
prescribed,  Mr  Gloucester?"  I  in- 
quired, feeling  his  pulse,  which  flut- 
tered irregularly,  indicating  a  high 
degree  of  nervous  excitement.  He  had 
taken  most  of  the  physic  I  had  ordered, 
he  said,  but  without  perceiving  any 
effect  from  it.  "  In  fact,  doctor,"  he 
continued,  starting  from  his  recumbent 
position  to  his  feet,  and  walking  rapidly 
three  or  four  paces  to  and  fro — "  d — ^n 
me  if  I  know  what's  come  to  me.  I 
feel  as  if  I  could  cut  my  throat."  -I 
insinuated  some  questions,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  ascertaining  whether  there  was 
any  hereditary  tendency  to  insamty  in 
his  family;  but  it  would  not  do.  **  He 
saw,"  he  said,  *'what  I  was  driving 
tUf^^  but  I  was  "  on  a  wrong  scent." 

"Come,  come,  doctor !  after  all,  there's 
nothing  like  wins  for  low  spirits,  is 
there  ?  D— — e,  doctor,  drink,  drmk. 
Only  taste  that  claret;"  and,  alter 
pouring  out  a  glass  for  me,  which  ran 
over  the  brim  on  the  table — ^his  hand 
was  so  unsteady — ^he  instantly  gulped 
down  two  glasses  himself.  There  was 
a  vidgar  offensive  familiarity  in  his 
manner,  from  which  I  felt  inclined  to 
stand  off;  but  I  thought  it  better  to 
conceal  my  feelings.  I  was  removing 
my  glove  from  my  right  hand,  and 
putting  my  hat  and  stick  on  the  table, 
when,  seeing  a  thin  slip  of  paper  lying 
on  the  spot  where  I  intendea  to  place 
them  —  apparently  a  bill  or  promis- 
soiy-note — I  was  going  to  hana  it  over 
to  Mr  Gloucester;  but,  to  my  astoni^- 
ment,  he  suddenly  sprang  towards  me, 
snatched  frt>m  me  the  paper,  with  an 
air  of  ill-disused  alarm,  and  crumpled 
it  up  into  his  pocket,  saying  hurriedly 
— "  Ha,  ha,  doctor !— 4hi8  same  little 
bit  of  paper — didn't  see  the  namej  eh? 
'Tis  the  Dill  of  an  extravagant  young 
friend  of  mine,  whom  I've  just  come 
down  a  cool  hundred  or  two  for ;  and 
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it  wouldn't  be  the  handsome  thing  to 
let  his  name  appear — ha — ^you  under- 
stand?" He  stammered  confusedly, 
directing  to  me  as  anxious,  sudden, 
and  penetrating  a  glance  as  I  ever  en- 
countered. I  felt  excessively  uneasy, 
and  inclined  to  take  my  departure  in- 
stantly. My  suspicions  were  now  con- 
firmea — ^I  was  sitting  familiarly  with 
a  swindler— a  gambler — and  the  bill 
he  was  so  anxious  to  conceal  was  evi- 
dently wrung  from  one  of  his  ruined 
dupes.  My  demeanour  was  instantly 
frozen  over  with  the  most  distant  and 
frigid  civility.  I  begged  him  to  be  re- 
seated, and  allow  me  to  put  a  very  few 
more  questions  to  him,  as  I  was  in 
great  haste.  I  was  thus  engaged, 
when  a  heavy  knock  was  heard  at  the 
outer  door.  Though  there  was  nothing 
particular  in  it,  Mr  Gloucester  started 
and  turned  pale.  In  a  few  moments 
I  heard  the  sound  of  altercation — ^the 
door  of  the  room  in  which  we  sat  was 
presently  opened,  and  two  men  en- 
tered. Kecollecting  suddenly  a  simi- 
lar scene  in  my  own  early  history,  I 
felt  faint.  There  was  no  mistaking 
the  character  or  errand  of  the  two  feL 
lows,  who  now  walked  up  to  where 
we  were  sitting;  they  were  two  sullen 
Newgate  myrmidons,  and — gracious 
God! — had  a  warrant  to  arrest  Mr 
Gloucester  for  forgery  !  I  rose  from 
my  chair,  and  staggered  a  few  paces, 
I  knew  not  whither.  I  could  scarcely 
preserve  myself  from  falling  ou  the 
floor.  Mr  Gloucester,  as  soon  as  he 
caught  sight  of  the  officers,  fell  back 
on  the  ottoman — suddenly  pressed  his 
hand  to  his  heart — turned  pale  as 
death,  and  gasped,  breathless  with 
horror. 

"Gentlemen — ^what — what  do  you 
want  here  ?  " 

"  Isn't  your  name  E T ?  " 

asked  the  elder  of  the  two,  coolly  and 
unconcernedly. 

"N— 0 — ^my  name  is  Glou— ces — 
ter,"  stammered  the  wretched  young 
man,  almost  inaudibly. 

"  Gloucester,  eh  ?— oh,  ho  !^none  of 
that  there  sort  of  blarney  I  Come,  my 
kiddy — caged  at  last,  eh  ?  We've  been 
long  arter  you,  and  now  you  must  be 
©ff  with  UB  directly.  Here's  your  pass- 


port," said  one  of  the  officers,  pointing 
to  the  warrant.  The  young  man  ut- 
tered a  deep  groan,  and  sank  senseless 
on  the  som.  One  of  the  officers,  I 
cannot  conceive  how,  was  acquainted 
with  my  person ;  and,  taking  off"  his 
hat,  said,  m  a  respectful  tone — "  Doc- 
tor, you'll  bring  him  to  his  wits  again, 
a'n't  please  vou — ^we  must  have  him 
off  directly  !  Though  myself  but  a 
trifle  removed  from  the  state  in  which 
he  lay  stretched  before  me,  I  did  what 
I  comd  to  restore  him,  and  succeeded 
at  length.  I  imbuttoned  his  shirt-col- 
lar, dashed  in  his  face  some  water 
brought  by  his  man-servant,  who  now 
stood  looking  on,  shivering  with  af- 
fright— and  endeavoured  to  calm  his 
agitation  by  such  soothing  expressions 
as  I  could  command. 

"  Oh,  doctor,  doctor !  what  a  horrid 
dream  it  was ! — ^Are  they  gone  ? — are 
they  ?  "  he  inquired,  without  opening 
his  eyes,  and  clasping  my  hand  in  his, 
which  was  cold  as  that  of  a  corpse. 

"  Come,  come — ^none  of  these  here 
tantrums  —  you  must  off  at  once  — 
that's  the  long  and  short  of  it,"  said 
an  officer  approaching,  and  takingfrom 
his  coat-pocKct  a  pair  of  handcuffs,  at 
sight  of  which,  and  of  a  large  horse- 
pistol  projecting  from,  his  breast-  ' 
pocket,  my  very  soul  sickened. 

"Oh,  doctor,  doctor! — save  me! 
save  me!"  groaned  their  prisoner, 
clasping  my  h^ds  with  convulsive 
energy. 

"  Come — curse  your  cowardly  snivel- 
ling !-^Why  can't  you  behave  like  a 
man,  now,  eh  ?— Come ! — off  with  this 
peacock's  covering  of  yours — ^it  was 
never  made  for  the  like  of  you,  I'm 
sure — and  put  on  a  plain  coat,  and  off 
to  cage  like  a  sensible  bird,"  said  one 
of  the  two,  proceeding  to  remove  the 
dressing-gown  very  roughly. 

"Ohfmy  God!— oh!  my  God- 
have  mercy  on  me! — Oh,  strike  me 
dead  at  once ! "  nearly  shrieked  their 

Srisoner,  falling  on  his  knees  on  the 
oor,  and  glaring  towards  the  ceiling 
with  an  almost  maniac  eye. 

"  I  hope  you'U  not  treat  your  pri- 
soner with  unnecessary  seventy,"  said 
I,  seeing  them  disposed  to  be  very  un- 
ceremonious. 
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"  No — ^not  by  no  manner  of  means, 
if  as  how  he  behaves  himself,"  replied 
one  of  the  men  respectfully.  Mr  Glou- 
cester's dressing-gown  was  quickly 
removed,  and  his  body-coat — ^himself 
perfectly  passive  the  while — drawn 
on  by  his  bewildered  servant,  assisted 
by  one  of  the  officers.  It  was  nearly 
a  new  coat,  cut  in  the  very  extreme 
of  the  latest  fashion,  and  contrasted 
strangely  with  the  disordered  and  af- 
frighted air  of  its  wearer.  His  servant 
placed  his  hat  on  his  head,  and  endea- 
voured to  draw  on  his  gloves — showy 
sky-coloured  kid.  He  was  standing 
with  a  stupified  air,  gazing  vacantly 
at  the  officers,  when  he  started  sud- 
denly to  the  window,  manifestly  with 
the  intention  of  leapmg  out. 

"  Ha,  ha!  that's  your  game,  my  lad,  is 
it?"  coolly  exclaimed  one  of  the  officers, 
as  he  snatched  him  back  again  with  a 
vicelike  grasp  of  the  collar.  "Now, 
since  ihaCs  the  sport  you're  for,  why, 
vou  must  be  content  to  wear  these  little 
bracelets  for  the  rest  of  your  journey. 
It's  your  own  seeking,  my  lad ;  for  I 
didn  t  mean  to  have  used  them,  if  as 
you'd  only  behaved  peaceably ; "  and 
in  an  instant  the  young  man's  hands 
were  locked  together  in  the  handcuffs. 
It  was  sickening  to  see  the  frantic  ef- 
forts— as  if  he  would  have  severed  his 
hands  from  the  wrists — he  made  to 
burst  the  handcuffs. 

"  Take  me— -to  Bed,  if  you  choose !  '* 
he  gasped,  in  a  hoarse,  hollow  tone, 
sinking  into  a  chair  utterly  exhausted, 
while  one  of  the  officers  was  busily  en- 
gaged rmnmaging  the  drawers,  desks, 
&c.,  in  search  of  papers.  When  he  had 
concluded  his  search,  filled  his  pockets, 
and  buttoned  his  coat,  the  two  ap- 
proached, and  told  him  to  rise  and 
accompany  them. 

"  Now,  covey !  are  you  for  a  rough 
or  a  quiet  passage,  eh?"  said  one  of 
them,  seizing  him  not  very  gently  by 
the  collar.  He  received  no  answer. 
The  wretched  prisoner  was  more  dead 
than  alive. 

"  I  hope  you  have  a  hackney-coach 
in  waiting,  and  don't  intend  to  drag 
the  young  man  through  the  streets  on 
foot?"  I  inquired. 


"  Wliy,  true,  true,  doctor — it  might 
be  as  well  for  us  all ;  but  who's  to 
stump  ttp  for  it?"*  replied  one  of  the 
officers.  I  gave  him  five  shillings,  and 
the  servant  was  instantly  despatched 
for  a  hackney-coach.  While  they  were 
waiting  its  arrival,  conceiving  1  could 
not  be  of  any  use  to  Mr  Gloucester, 
and  not  choosing  to  be  seen  leaving 
the  house  with  two  police  officers  and 
a  handcuffed  prisoner,  I  took  my  de- 
parture, and  drove  home  in  such  a 
state  of  agitation  as  I  have  never  ex- 
perienced before  or  since.  The  papers 
of  the  next  morning  explained  all.  The 
^oung  man  "  living  in  Regent  Street, 
m  first-rate  style,"  who  had  summon- 
ed me  to  visit  him,  had  committed  a  se- 
ries of  forgeries,  for  the  last  eighteen 
months,  to  a  great  amount,  and  with 
so  much  secresy  and  dexterity  as  to 
have,  till  then,  escaped  detection ;  and 
had,  for  the  last,  few  months,  been  en- 
joying the  produce  of  his  skilful  vil- 
lany  in  the  style  I  witnessed,  passing 
himself  off,  in  the  circles  where  he 
associated,  under  the  assumed  name 
of  Gloiusester.  The  immediate  cause 
of  his  arrest  was  forging  the  accept- 
ance of  an  eminent  mercantile  house, 
to  a  bill  of  exchange  for  £45.  Poor  fel- 
low !  it  was  short  work  with  him  after- 
wards. He  was  arraigned  at  the  next 
September  sessions  of  the  Old  Bailey — 
the  case  clearly  proved  against  nim 
— he  offered  no  aefence — was  found 
guilty,  and  sentenced  to  death.  Short- 
ly after  this,  while  reading  the  papers 
one  Saturday  morning  at  breakfast, 
my  eye  lit  on  the  usual  gloomy  an- 
nunciation of  the  Eecorder's  visit  to 
Windsor,  and  report  to  the  King  in 
Council  of  the  prisoners  found  gmltv 
at  the  last  Old  Bailey  Sessions — "  all 
of  whom,"  the  paragraph  concluded, 
"  his  Majesty  was  ^aciously  pleased 
to  respite  during  his  royal  pleasure, 

except  E T ,  on  whom  the  law 

is  left  to  take  its  course  next  Tuesday 
morning." 

*  " '  Oui,  c'est  trfes  bien,'  repondit  le  re- 
cors ;  '  mais  qui  boucJiera  le  trou  ? ' "  says 
the  French  translator ;  and  adds  in  a  note — 
"  Aug.  U>  stum^  up — Terme  d* Argot?"  (The 
forger  is  caMeaBdward  Wemep  /) 
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Transient  and  anything  but  agree- 
able as  had  been  my  intimacy  ¥rith 
this  miserable  yonng  man,  I  conld  not 
read  this  intelligence  with  indifference. 
He  whom  I  had  so  yery  lately  seen  sur- 
rounded with  the  life-Dought  luxuries 
of  a  man  of  wealth  and  fashion,  was 
now  shivering  the  few  remaining  hours 
of  his  Hfe  in  the  condemned  cells  of 
Newgate  I  The  next  dai^  (Sunday)  I 
entertained  a  party  of  mends  at  my 
house  to  dinner ;  to  which  I  was  just 
sitting  down  when  one  of  the  servants 
put  a  note  into  my  hand,  of  which  the 
following  is  a  copy : — 

"  The  Chaplain  of  Newgate  has  been 
earnestly  requested  by  &— — -  T— 
^the  young  man  sentenced  to  suffer 
K>r  forgery  next  Tuesday  morning), 
to  present  his  humble  respects  to  Dr 

f  and  solicit  the  favour  of  a  visit 

from  him  in  the  course  of  to-morrow, 
(Monday).    The  unhappy  convict,  Mr 

believes,  has  something  on  his 

mind  which  he  is  anxious  to  com- 
municate to  Dr  - — . 

*'2r*ugate,  Stp^  28, 18—." 

I  felt  it  impossible,  after  perusing 
this  note,  to  enjoy  the  company  I  had 
invited.  What  on  earth  could  the  cul- 
prit have  to  say  to  me? — what  un- 
reasonable request  might  he  put  me  to 
the  pam  of  refusing  ?— K>ught  I  to  see 
him  at  all  ? — ^were  auestions  which  I 
incessantly  proposed  to  myself  during 
the  evening,  but  felt  unable  to  answer. 
I  resolved,  however,  at  last,  to  affmrd 
him  the  desired  interview,  and  be-  at 
the  cell  of  Newgate  in  the  course  of 
the  next  evening,  unless  my  pro- 
fessional engagements  prevented  me. 
About  six  aclock  therefore,  on  Mon- 
day, after  fortifying  myself  with  a  few 
extra  glasses  of  wine — ^for  why  should 
I  hesitate  to  acknowledge  that  I  ap- 
prehended much  distress  and  agitation 
from  witnessing  so  unusual  a  scene  ?-^ 
I  drove  to  the  Old  Bailey,  drew  up  op- 
posite the  Qovemor's  house,  and  was 
received  by  him  very  politely.  He 
despatched  a  turnkey  to  lead  me  to 
the  cell  where  my  late  patient,  the 
Boirdtsant  Mr  Gloucester,  was  inmiured 
in  chillinff  expectancy  of  his  fate. 

Surely  horror  has  appropriated  these 
gloomy  regions  for  her  peculiar  dwell- 


ing-place !  Who  that  has  passed 
through  them  once,  can  ever  forget 
the  long,  narrow,  lamp-lit  passages-— 
the  sepulchral  silence,  save  where  the 
ear  is  startled  with  the  clangour  of 
iron  doors  closing  harshly  before  and 
behind — ^the  dimfy-seen  spectral  figure 
of  the  prison  patrol  gliding  along  with 
loaded  blunderbuss — and  the  cmlling 
consciousness  of  being  surrounded  by 
so  many  fiends  in  human  shape — ^in- 
haling the  foul  atmosphere  of  all  the 
concentrated  misery  and  guilt  of  the 
metropolis !  My  heart  leaped  within 
me  to  listen  even  to  my  own  echoing 
footfiedls ;  and  I  felt  several  times  in- 
clined to  return  without  fulfilling  the 
purpose  of  my  visit.  My  vacillation, 
however,  was  abruptly  put  an  end  to 
by  m^  ?uide  exclaiming,  "Here  we 
are,  sirf"  While  he  was  unbarring 
the  cell  door,  I  begged  him  to  con- 
tinue at  the  outside  during  the  few 
moments  of  my  interview  with  the 
convict. 

"  Holloa !  young  man  !  — Within 
there ! — ^Here's  Dr  — •  come  to  see 
your*  said  the  turnkey  hoarsely,  as 
he  ushered  me  in.  The  cell  was  small 
and  gloomy ;  and  a  little  lamp,  lying 
on  the  table,  barely  sufficed  to  snow 
me  the  person  of  the  culprit,  and 
an  elderly,  respectable-looking  man, 
muffled  in  cbab  greatcoat,  and  sit- 
ting gazing  in  stupified  silence  on 
the  prisoner.  Great  God,  it  was  his 
Father  !  He  did  not  seem  conscious 
of  my  entrance ;  but  his  son  rose,  and 
feebly  asked  me  how  I  was,  muttered 
a  few  words  of  thanks,  sank  again-^ 
apparently  overpowered  by  his  feel- 
ings'—into a  seat,  and  fixed  his  eyes 
on  a  page  of  the  Bible,  which  was 
lying  open  before  him.  A  long  silence 
ensued;  for  none  of  us  seemed  either 
aUe  or  inclined  to  talk.  I  contem- 
plated the  two  with  feelings  of  Uvely 
mterest.  How  altered  was  the  young 
culprit  before  me,  firom  the  ^y  "  Mr 
Gloucester,"  whom  I  had  visited  in 
Regent  Street  I  His  face  had  now  a 
ghastly,  cadaverous  hue ;  his  hair  was 
matted  with  perspiration  over  his  sal- 
low forehead :  his  eyes  were  sunk  and 
bloodshot,  and  seemed  incapable  of  dis* 
tinguishing  the  print.to  which  they 

Jigitized  by  VjOOQ^ 


THE  FOBGEB. 


were  Erected.  He  wag  dressed  in  a 
plain  suit  of  motmoing,  and  wore  a 
simple  black,  stock  round  fais  iieck. 
How  I  shuddered,  when  I  thought  on 
the  rude  hands  which  were  soon  to 
unloose  it  \  Beside  him.  on  the  table, 
hiy  a  white  podcet-handkerchief,  com- 
pletely saturated,  either  with  tears, 
or  wiping  the  perspiration  from  his 
forehead,  and  a  glass  of  water,  ¥rith 
which  he  occasionally  moistened  his 
parched  lips.  I  knew  not  whether  he 
was  more  to  be  pitied  than  his  wretched, 
heart-broken  father.  The  latter  seemed 
a  worthy,  i^espectable  person  (he  was  an 
industnous  tradesman  in  the  country), 
with  a  few  thin  grey  hairs  scattered 
over  his  otherwise  bald  head,  and  sat 
with  his  hands  closed  together,  resting 
on  his  knees,  gazing  on  his  doomed  son 
with  a  lack-histre  eye,  which,  together 
with  his  anguish-worn  features,  told 
elocpiently  of  his  sufferings ! 

"  Well,  doctor ! "  exclaimed  the 
young  man,  at  length,  closin?  the 
Bible,  "  I  have  now  read  that  blessed 
chapter  to  the  end ;  and,  I  thank  God,  I 
think  I  fed  it.  But  now,  let  me  thank 
you,  doctor,  for  your  good  and  kind  at- 
tention to  my  request.  I  have  some^ 
thing  narticmar  to  say  to  you,  but  rC 
must  DC  in  private,"  he  continued, 
lookiiig  signincantly  at  his  father,  as 
though  he  wished  him  to  take  the 
hint,  and  withdraw  for  a  few  moments. 
Alas !  the  heart-broken  parent  under- 
stood him  not,  but  continued  with  his 
eyes  riveted,  vacantly  as  before. 

"We  mast  be  left  alone  for  a  mo- 
ment," said  the  voungman,  rising  and 
stepinng  to  the  aoor.  He  knocked,  and 
when  it  was  opened,  whispered  the 
tumk^  to  remove  his  father  ^ntly, 
and  let  him  wait  outside  for  an  mstant 
or  two.  The  man  entered  for  that  pur- 
pose, and  the  prisoner  took  hold  ten- 
derly of  his  father's  hand,  and  said, 
"  Dear—dear  father  I  you  must  leave 
me  for  a  moment,  while  I  speak  in 
private  to  this  gentleman;'*  at  the 
same  time  endeavouring  to  raise  him 
from  the  chair. 

"  Oh !  yes— ves— What?— Of  course," 
stammered  the  old  man,  with  a  bewil- 
dered air,  rising ;  and  then,  as  it  were 
with  a  sudden  gush  of  full  returning 


consciousness,  fhmg  his  arms  round 
his  son,  folded  him  convulsively  to  his 
breast,  and  groaned — "  Oh,  my  son, 
my  poor  son!"  Even  the  iron  visage 
of  tne  turnkey  seemed  darkened  with 
a  transient  emotion  at  this  heart-break- 
ing scene.  The  next  moment  we  were 
left  alone ;  but  it  was  some  time  before 
the  culprit  recovered  from  the  agita- 
tion occasioned  by  the  sudden  ebulli- 
tion of  his  father's  feelings. 

"  Doctor,'*  he  gasped  at  length, 
"  we've  but  a  few— very  few  moments, 
«n^  I  have  much  to  say..  God  Al- 
mighty bless  you,"  squeezing  my 
hands  convulsively,  "  for  this  kind- 
ness to  a  ffuilty  unworthy  wretch  like 
me;  and  tne  business  I  wanted  to  see 
you  about  is  sad,  but  short.  I  have 
heard  so  much  of  your  goodness,  doc- 
tor, that  I'm  sure  you  won't  deny  me 
the  only  favour  I  shall  ask." 

"Whatever  is  reasonable  and  pro- 
per, if  it  lie  in  my  way,  I  shall  cer- 
tainly"—said  I,  anxiously  waiting  to 
see  the  nature  of  the  communication 
he  seemed  to  have  to  make  to  me. 

"  Thank  you,  doctor;  thank  you.  It 
is  only  this—in  a  word— guilty  wretch 
that  I  aml^— I  have" — he  trembled 
violentiy — "  seduced  a  lovely,  but  poor 
girll— <}od  forgive  me!— And — and — 
she  is  now^— nearly  on  the  verge*  of 
her  eonfinemenil"  He  suddenly  co- 
vered his  face  with  his  handkerchief 
and  sobbed  bitterly  for  some  moments. 
Ptesently  he  resumed — "Alas!  she 
knows  me  not  by  my  real  name ;  so 
that  when  she  reads  the  account  o^~ 
of-^my  execution  in  the  papers  of 
Wednesday— she  won't  know  it  is  her 
Edward !  Nor  does  she  know  me  by 
the  name  I  bore  in  Begent  Street. 
She  is  not  at  all  acquainted  with  my 
frightful  situation ;  out  she  must  be, 
when  all  is  over!  Now,  dear,  kind 
good  doctor,"  he  continued,  shaking 
from  head  to  foot,  and  grasping  my 
hand,  "  do,  for  the  love  of  God,  and 
the  peace  of  my  dyin^  moments,  pro- 
mise me  that  you  will  see  her  (she 
Kves  St  — );  visit  her  in  her  confine- 
ment, and  gradually  break  the  news 
of  my  death  to  her,  and  say  my  last 
prayers  wiU  be  for  her,  and  that  my 
Maker  may  forgive  me  for  her  ruin. 
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Y'ou  will  find  in  this  little  bag  a  sum 
of  thirty  pounds, — the  last  I  have  on 
earth.  I  beg  you  will  take  five  guineas 
for  your  own  fee,  and  give  the  rest  to 
mv  precious — my  ruined  Mary ! "  He 
fell  down  on  his  knees,  and  folded  his 
arms  round  mine,  in  a  supplicating 
attitude.  My  tears  fell  on  him,  as  he 
looked  up  at  me.  "  Oh,  God  be  thanked 
for  these  blessed  tears  ! — they  assure 
me  you  will  do  what  I  ask — may  I  be- 
lieve you  will?" 

"  les — yes — yes,  young  man,"  I 
replied,  with  a  quivering  lip ;  "  it  iB  a 
painful  task;  but  I  wiU  do  it — ^give 
her  the  money,  and  add  ten  pounds 
to  the  thirty,  should  it  be  necessary." 

"  Oh,  doctor,  depend  on  it,  God  will 
bless  you  and  yours  for  ever,  for  this 
noble  conduct ! — And  now,  I  have  one 
thing  more  to  ask — ^yes — one  thing" 
— he  seemed  choked — "  Doctor,  your 
skill  will  enable  you  to  inform  me— I 
wished  to  know — is — the  death  I  must 
die  to-morrow" — he  put  his  hand  to 
his  neck,  and,  shaking  like  an  aspen 
leaf,  sank  down  again  into  the  chair 
from  which  he  had  risen — "  is  hanging 

— a  painful — a  tedious" He  could 

utter  no  more,  nor  could  I  answer 
him. 

"Do  not,"  I  replied,  after  a  pause, 
"do  not  put  me  to  the  torture  of  listen- 
ing to  questions  like  these.  Pray  to 
your  merciful  God;  and,  rely  on  it,  no 
one  ever  prayed  sincerely  in  vain. 
The  thief  on  the  cross " — I  faltered ; 
then  feeling  that,  if  I  continued  in  the 
cell  a  moment  longer,  I  should  faint, 
I  rose  and  shook  the  young  man^s  cold 
hands ;  he  could  not  speak,  but  sobbed 
and  gasped  convulsively — and  in  a  few 
moments  I  was  driving  home.  As  soon 
as  I  was  seated  in  my  carriage,  I  could  re- 
strain my  feelings  no  longer,  but  burst 
into  a  flood  of  tears.  I  prayed  to  God 
I  might  never  be  called  to  pass  through 
such  a  bitter  and  afflicting  scene  agam, 
to  the  latest  hour  I  breathed?  I 
ought  to  have  visited  several  patients 
that  evening ;  but,  finding  myself  ut- 
terly unfit,  I  sent  apologies  and  went 
home.  My  sleep  m  the  night  was 
troubled ;  the  distorted  image  of  the 
convict  I  had  been  visiting,  flitted  in 
horrible  shapes  round  my  bed  all  night 


long.  An  irresistible  and  most  morbid 
restlessness  and  curiosity  took  posses- 
sion of  me,  to  witness  the  end  of  this 
young  man.  The  first  time  the  idea 
presented  itself,  it  sickened  me  ;  I  re- 
volted from  it.  How  my  feelings 
changed,  I  know  not;  but  I  rose  at 
seven  o'clock,  and,  without  hintins^  it 
to  any  one,  put  on  a  greatcoat,  slouched 
my  hat  over  my  eyes,  and  directed  my 
hurried  steps  towards  the  Old  Bailey. 
I  got  into  one  of  the  houses  immem- 
ately  opposite  the  gloomy  gallows,  and 
took  my  station,  with  several  other 
visitors,  at  the  window.  They  were 
conversing  on  the  subject  of  the  exe- 
cution, and  unanimously  execrated  the 
sanguinary  severity  of  the  laws  which 
could  deprive  a  young  man,  such  as 

they  said  E— —  T was,  of  his  life, 

for  an  ofience  of  merely  civil  crimina- 
lity. Of  course,  I  did  not  speak.  It 
was  a  wretched  morning ;  a  drizzling 
shower  fell  incessantly.  The  crowd 
was  not  great,  but  conducted  them- 
selves most  indecorously.  Even  the 
female  portion— by  far  the  greater — 
occasionally  vociferated  joyously  and 
boisterously,  as  they  recognised  their 
acquaintance  among  the  crowd.  At 
length,  St  Sepulchre's  bell  tolled  the 
hour  of  eight — gloomy  herald  of  many 
a  sinner's  entrance  into  eternity ;  and 
as  the  last  chimes  died  away  on  the 
ear,  and  were  succeeded  by  the  muffled 
tolling  of  the  prison-bell,  which  I  could 
hear  with  agonising  distinctness,  I 
caught  a  glimpse  of  the  glistening 
gold-tipped  wands  of  the  two  under- 
sheriff's,  as  they  took  their  station  un- 
der the  shed  at  the  foot  of  the  gallows. 
In  a  few  moments,  the  Ordinary,  and 
another  grey-haired  gentleman,  made 
their  appearance ;  and  between  them 
was  tne  unfortunate^  criminal.  He 
ascended  the  steps  with  considerable 
firmness.  His  arms  were  pinioned  be- 
fore and  behind ;  and,  when  he  stood 
on  the  gallows,  I  could  hear  the  ex- 
clamations of  the  crowd — "  Lord,  Lord ! 
what  a  fine  young  man !  Poor  fellow ! " 
He  was  dressed  in  a  suit  of  respectable 
mourning,  and  wore  black  kid  gloves. 
His  light  hair  had  evidently  been  ad- 
justed with  some  care,  and  fell  in  loose 
curls  over  each  side  of  his  temples. 
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His  countenance  was  much  as  I  saw 
it  on  the  preceding  evening — fearfully 
pale;  and  his  demeanour  was  much 
more  composed  than  I  had  expected, 
from  what  I  had  witnessed  of  his  agi- 
tation in  the  condemned  cell.  He 
bowed  twice  very  low,  and  rather  for- 
mally; to  the  crowd  around — gave  a 
sudden  and  ghastly  glance  at  the  beam 
over  his  head,  from  which  the  rope  was 
suspended,  and  then  suffered  the  exe- 
cutioner to  place  him  on  the  precise 
spot  which  he  was  to  occupy,  and  pre- 
pare him  for  death.  I  was  shocked  at 
the  air  of  sullen,  brutal  indifference, 
with  which  the  hangman  loosed  and 
removed  his  neckerchief,  which  was 
white,  and  tied  with  neatness  and  pre- 
cision— dropped  the  accursed  noose 
over  his  head,,  and  adjusted  it  round 
the  bare  —  the  creeping  neck  —  and 
could  stand  it  no  longer.  I  staggered 
from  my  place  at  the  window  to  a  dis- 
tant part  of  the  room,  dropped  into  a 


chair,  shut  my  eyes,  closed  my  tingling 
ears  with  my  fingers,  and,  with  a  hur- 
ried aspiration  for  God's  mercy  towards 
the  wretched  young  criminal,  who, 
within  a  very  few  yards  of  me,  was 

f)erhaps  that  instant  surrendering  his 
ife  into  the  hands  which  gave  it,  con- 
tinued motionless  for  some  minutes, 
till  the  noise  made  by  the  persons  at 
the  window,  in  leaving,  convinced  me 
all  was  over.  I  rose  and  followed  them 
down  stairs;  worked  my  way  through 
the  crowd,  without  daring  to  elevate 
my  eyes  lest  they  should  encounter 
the  suspended  corpse;  threw  myself 
into  a  coach,  and  hurried  home.  I  did 
not  recover  the  agitation  produced  by 
this  scene  for  several  days. — ^This  was 
the  end  of  a  FoRaER ! 

In  conclusion,  I  may  just  inform  the 
reader,  that  I  faithfully  executed  the 
commission  with  which  he  had  in- 
trusted me,  and  a  bitter,  heart-rending 
business  it  was ! 


CHAPTER    XII. 
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[The  London  Medical  Gazette  having, 
in  somewhat  uncourtly  terms,  pre- 
ferred an  accusation  of  plagiarism 
against  the  original  writer  of  this 
Diary — ^with  reference  to  the  citation 
(in  the  case  ''^triguing  and  Mad- 
ness") of  the  passage  from  Shak- 
speare,  affirming  memory  to  be  the 
test  of  madness,  ("  Bring  me  to  the 
test,"  &c.) — ^asserting,  in  downright 
terms,  that  the  illustration  in  auestion 
was  "  borrowed,  without  scruple  or  ac- 
knowledgment, from  Sir  Henry  Hal- 
ford" — and  was  "truly  a  little  too 
barefaced;" — the  Editor  of  these  Pas- 
sages simply  assures  the  reader,  that, 
from  circumstances,  this  is  impossible; 
and  the  reader  would  know  it  to  be  so, 


could  these  circumstances  be  commu- 
nicated consistently  with  the  Editor's 
present  pm*poses.  And  further,  the 
Editor  immediately  wrote  to  Sir  Henry 
Halford,  disproving  the  truth  of  the 
assertion  in  the  medical  CfazettCt  and 
has  received  a  note  from  Sir  Henry, 
stating  his  "  perfect  satisfaction  "  with 
the  explanation  given.  The  other- 
allegations  contained  in  the  article  in 
question  are  not  such  as  to  require  an 
answer. 
London,  November  12, 1880.] 

I  HATE  humbug,  and  would  eschew 
that  cant  and  fanaticism  which  are  at. 
present  tainting  extensive  portions  of. 
society,  as  sincerely  as  I  venerate  and 
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wish  to  cultivate  a  spirit  of  sober, 
manly,  and  rational  piety.  It  it  not, 
therefore,  to  pander  to  the  morii>id 
tastes  of  overweening  saintliness,  to 
encourage  its  arrogant  assomntions, 
sanction  its  hateful,  selfish  exclustve- 
neos,  or  advocate  ^t  spirit  of  sour, 
diseased,  puritanical  seclusionfirom  the 
innocent  gaieties  and  enjoyments  <^ 
life,  whichnas  more  deeply  iiyuzed  the 
interests  of  religion  than  anv  of  its 
professed  enemies ;  it  is  not,  I  repeat, 
with  any  such  unworthy  objects  as 
these,  that  this  melancholy  narrative 
is  placed  on  record.  But  it  is  to  show, 
if  it  ever  meet  their  eves,  "your  men 
about  town,**  as  the  iUU  of  the  rakish 
fools  and  flutterers  of  the  day  are  sig- 
nificantly termed,  that  some  portions 
of  the  i>age  of  profligacy  are  olack — 
black  with  horror,  and  steeped  in  the 
tears-^'the  blood,  of  anguish  and  re- 
morse, wrung  from  ruined  thousands! 
— ^That  often  the  "  iron  is  entering  the 
very  soul  '*  of  those  who  present  to  the 
world's  eye  an  exterior  of  glaring 
gaiety  ana  recklessness — that  gilded 
£^t  fnustf  one  day,  be  stripped  of  its 
tinselry,  and  flung  into  the  naze  and 
gloom  of  outer  darkness :  these  are  tiie 
only  obiects  for  which  this  black  pas- 
sage is  laid  before  the  reader ;  in  which 
I  nave  undertaken  to  describe  pains 
and  agonies  which  these  eyes  nave 
witnessed,  and  that  with  all  the  true 
frightfulness  of  reality.  It  has,  indeed, 
cost  me  feelings  of  little  less  than  tor- 
ture to  retrace  the  leading  features  of 
the  scenes  with  which  &e  narrative 
ooncludes. 


''fiithim*-pitch  it  intohim!  Go 
it,  boys — go  it!  Right  into  your  man, 
each  of  you,  like  good  'unsl— *Top  saw- 
yers, these ! — ^Hurra !  Tap  his  olaret 
cask--draw  his  coA  I— (Jo  it— go  it-~ 
beat  him,  big  one ! — lick  him,  Uttle 
one  I  Hurra!  —  Slash,  smash— fib 
away — ^riffht  and  left! — ^Hollo!-**Glear 
the  way  there ! — ^Ring !  ring  I  ** 

These,  and  many  similar  exclama- 
tions, may  serve  to  bring  before  the 
reader  one  of  those  ordinary  scenes  in 
London — a  street  row;  arisins^,  too, 
out  of  circumstances  of  equally  fre- 


quent recurrence.  A  gentleman  (!) 
prowlinff  about  Picoaailly,  towara^ 
nightfall,  in  the  month  of  November, 
in  ^uest  of  adventures  of  a  certain  de- 
scription, had  been  <^ering  some  im- 
pertmence  to  a  female  of  respectable 
appearance,  whom  he  had  been  follow- 
ing f<nr  some  minutes.  He  was  in  the 
act  of  patting  his  arm  round  her  waist, 
or  taking  some  similar  liberty,  when 
he  waa  suddenly  seiaed  by  tlie  collar 
firom  behind,  and  jerked  off  the  pave- 
ment so  violentiy,  that  he  iell  nearly 
at  full  length  in  the  gutter.  This  feat 
was  performed  by  the  woman's  hus- 
band, who  had  that  moment  rejoined 
her,  havinff  quitted  her  only  a  very 
short  time  before,  to  leave  a  messaffe 
at  one  of  the  coach-offices,  while  sne 
walked  on,  bein^  in  baste.  No  man 
of  ordinary  spirit  could  endure  sock 
rough  handling  tajnely.  The  instant, 
therefore,  that  the  prostrate  man  had 
recovered  his  footmg,  he  sprang  to- 
wards his  assailant,  and  struck  him 
furiously  over  the  face  with  his  um- 
brella. For  a  moment  the  man  seemed 
disinclined  to  return  the  blow,  owing 
to  the  passionate  dissuasions  of  his 
vrife :  but  it  was  useless— his  English 
blood  began  to  boil  under  the  idea  of 
submitting  to  a  blow,  and  hurriedly 
ezdaiming,  **  Wait  a  moment,  sir," — 
he  pushed  his  wife  into  the  shop  ad- 
joinmfl^,  telling  her  to  stay  till  he  re- 
tumeoC    A  small  crowd  stood  round. 

"  Now,  by 1  sir,  we  shall  see  which 

is  the  letter  man!**  said  he,  ttgtAn 
making  hSs  appearance,  and  putting 
himself  in  a  boxing  attitude.  There 
was  muoh  disparity  between  tiie  des- 
tined combatants,  in  point  both  of  skill 
and  sise.  The  man  last  named  was 
short  in  stature,  but  of  a  square  iron 
build ;  and  it  needed  only  a  glance  at 
his  posture  to  see  he  was  a  scientific, 
perhaps  a  thorough-bred,  bruiser.  His 
anti«onist,  on  the  contrary,  was  a  tall, 
handsome,  well-proportioned,  gentle- 
manly man,  apparently  not  more  than 
twenty-«igfat  or  thirty  years  old.  Giv- 
ing fau  umbrella  into  the  hands  of  a 
b^tander,  and  hurriedly  drawing  off 
his  gloves,  he  addressed  himself  to  the 
encounter  with  an  unguarded  impetu- 
osity, which  left  himL.wholly,at  the 
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mercy  of  his  cool  and  practiiied  op- 
ponent. 

The  latter  teemed  evidently  in- 
clined to  play  a  wMe  with  his  man, 
and  contented  himself  with  stopping 
acTeral  heavily-dealt  blows,  with  so 
much  quickness  and  precision  that 
eyeiy  one  saw  ''the  big  one  had 
caught  a  Tartar "  in  the  man  he  had 
mDYoked.  Watching  his  opportunity, 
like  a  tiger  crouching  noiselessly  m 
preparation  for  the  fatal  spring,  the 
short  man  delivered  such  a  slaughter- 
ing left-handed  hit  fiill  in  the  £Bce  of 
his  tall  adversary,  aocomnanied  by  a 
temendous  "  doubling-up  body-Uow, 
as  in  an  instant  brought  him  sense- 
less to  the  ground.  He  who  now  lay 
stunned  and  blood-smeared  on  the 
pavement,  surrounded  bv  a  rabble, 
leering  the  fallen  "  swell, '  and  exult- 
ing at  seeing  tiie  punishment  he  had 
noeived  for  his  impertinence,  was,  as 
the  conquercNT  pithily  told  them,  stand- 
ing over  his  prostrate  fo^  the  Honour- 
able St  John  Henry  Emn^tone,  pre- 
sumptive heir  to  a  marquisate ;  and 
the  victor,  who  walked  coolly  away 
as  if  nothin|f  had  happened,  was  Tom 
,  the  pnze-fighter. 

Such  was  the  occasion  of  my  first 
introduction  to  Mr  Effingstone ;  for  I 
was  driving  by  at  the  time  this  occur- 
rence took  place— and  my  coachman, 
seeing  the  crowd,  slackened  the  pace 
of  his  itorses,  and  I  desired  him  to  stop. 
Hearing  some  voices  cry,  "Take  him 
to  a  doctor,  *'  I  let  myself  out,  announced 
my  profession,  and,  seeing  a  man  of 
very  gentlemanly  and  superior  appear- 
ance covered  with  Uood,  and  propped 
against  the  knee  of  one  of  the  people 
round,  I  had  him  brought  into  my 
earriage^  saying  I  wouM  drive  him 
tisrhis  residence  close  by,  which  his 
Ofrd  flawed  me  was  in  — *—  Street, 
d^ouffh  much  disfigured,  and  in  great 
pain,  be  had  not  received  any  injury 
likely  to  be  attended  with  danger. 
He  soon  recovered;  but  an  infinitely 
greater  annoyance  remained  after  aU 
die  other  symptoms  had  disiqppeared 
—his  left  eye  was  sent  into  deep 
nouming,  wnich  threatened  to  last 
for  some  weeks ;  and  could  anything 
be  mxxn  vexatious  to  a  gay  man  about 


town  f  for  such  was  Mr  Effingstone — 
but  no  ardinanr  one. 

He  did  not  oelone  to  that  crowded 
class  of  essenced  ^s,  of  silly  cox- 
combs, hun^  in  gold  chains,  and  be^ 
spangled  with  a  profusion  of  rings, 
brooches,  pins,  and  <|uizzing-glasses, 
who  aro  to  be  seen,  m  fine  weather, 
glistening  about  town  like  fireflies  in 
India.  Jae  was  no  walking  advertise- 
ment of  the  superior  articles  of  his 
tailor,  mercer,  and  jeweller.  No— Mr 
Effingstone  was  really  a  man  about 
Unon^  and  yet  no  puppy.  He  was 
worse  —  an  abandoned  profligate,  a 
systematic  debauchee,  an  irreclaim- 
able roprobate.  He  stood  pre-eminent 
amidst  the  throng  of  men  of  fashion 
-—a  glaring  tower  of  guilt,  such  as 
Milton  roprosents  Satan, 

In  ahitpe  and  gesture  proudly  eminent* 

among  his  gloomy  battalions  of  fallen 
spirits.  He  had  nothing  in  common 
with  the  set  of  men  I  have  been  allud- 
ing to,  but  that  he  chose  to  drink 
deeper  from  the  same  foul  and  mad- 
demn|^  cup  of  dissipation.  Their  minor 
fooleries  and  "  naughtiness, "  as  he 
termed  them,  he  despised.  Had  he 
not  neglected  a  legitimate  exeroise  of 
his  transcendent  talents,  he  might 
have  become,  with  little  effort,  one  of 
the  first  men  of  his  age.  As  for  know- 
ledge, his  powers  of  acquisition  seemed 
unbounded.  Whatever  he  read  he 
made  his  own ;  good  or  bad,  he  never 
forffot  it  He  was  equally  intimate 
with  ancient  and  modem  scholarship. 
His  knowledge  of  the  varieties  and  dis- 
tinctions between  the  ancient  sects  of 
philosophers  was  more  minutely  accu- 
rate, and  more  successfully  brought 
to  bear  upon  the  modem,  than  I  am 
aware  <tf  having  ever  known  in  an- 
other. Few,  very  few,  that  I  have 
been  acquainted  with,  could  miJce  a 
more  imposing  and  effective  display 
of  the  *' dazzling  fence  of  logic.^' 
Fallacies,  though  never  so  subtle,  so 
exquisitely  vroMemUan/—* so  "twin- 
formed  to  truth  "--and  calculated  to 
evade  the  very  ghost*  of  Aristotle 
himself^  melted  away  instantaneously 
before  the  first  slance  of  his  eye.  His 
powers  were  awnowledged  and  feared 
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by  all  who  kiiew  him — as  many  a  dis- 
comfited sciolist  now  living  can  bear 
testimony.  His  acuteness  of  percep- 
tion was  not  less  remarkable.  He 
anticipated  all  you  meant  to  convey, 
before  you  had  uttered  more  than  a 
word  or  two.  It  was  useless  to  kick 
or  wince  under  such  treatment -^  to 
find  your  own  words  thrust  back 
again  down  your  own  throat  as  use- 
less, than  which  few  things  are  more 
provoking  to  men  with  the  slightest 
spice  of  petulance.  A  conviction  of 
his  overwhelming  power  kept  you 
passive  beneath  his  grasp.  He  had, 
as  it  were,  extracted  and  devoured 
the  kernel,  while  you  were  attempt- 
ing to  decide  on  the  best  method  of 
breaking  the  shell.  His  wit  was  ra- 
diant, and,  fed  by  a  fancy  both  lively 
and  powerful,  it  flashed  and  sparkled 
on  all  sides  of  you,  like  lightning. 
He  had  a  strong  bent  towards  sar- 
casm, and  that  of  the  bitterest  and 
fiercest  kind.  If  you  chanced  unex- 
pectedly to  become  its  subject,  you 
sneaked  away  consciously  seared  to 
your  very  centre.  If,  however,  you 
really  wished  to  acquire  information 
from  him,  no  one  was  readier  to  open 
the  storehouses  of  his  learning.  You 
had  but  to  start  a  topic  reauinng  elu- 
cidation of  any  kind,  and  presently 
you  saw,  grouped  around  it,  numerous, 
appropriate,  and  beautiful  illustrations, 
from  almost  every  region  of  knowledge. 
But  then  you  could  scarcely  fail  to  ob- 
serve the  spirit  of  pride  and  ostentation 
which  pervaded  the  whole.  If  he  failed 
anywhere — and  who  living  is  equally 
excellent  in  all  things? — it  was  in 
physics.  Yes,  here  he  was  foiled.  He 
lacked  the  patience,  perseverance,  and 
almost  exclusive  attention,  which  the 
cold  and  haughty  goddess  presiding 
over  them  invariably  exacts  from  her 
suitors.  Still,  however,  he  had  that 
showy  general  intimacy  with  its  out- 
linos,  and  some  of  its  leading  features, 
which  earned  him  greater  applause 
than  was  doled  out  reluctantly  and 
suspiciously  to  the  profoundest  mas- 
ters of  science. 

Yet  Mr  Effingstone,  though  such  as 
I  have  described  him,  gained  no  dis- 
tinctions at  Oxford;  and  why?  because 


he  knew  that  all  acknowledged  his  in- 
tellectual supremacy :  that  he  had  but 
to  extend  his  foot,  and  stand  on  the 
proudest  pedestal  of  academical  emi^ 
nence.  This  satisfied  him.  And 
another  reason  for  his  conduct  once 
slipped  out  in  the  course  of  my  inti- 
macy with  him :  His  overweening,  I 
may  say  almost  unparalleled  pride, 
could  not  brook  the  idea  of  the  re- 
motest chance  of  failwe  !  The  same 
thing  accounted  for  another  manifes- 
tation of  his  peculiar  character:  No 
one  could  conceive  how,  when,  or 
where,  he  came  by  his  wonderful 
knowledge.  He  never  seemed  to  be 
doing  anything ;  no  one  ever  saw  him 
reading  or  writing,  and  vet  he  came 
into  society  au  fait  at  almost  every- 
thing! All  this  was  attributable  to 
his  pride,  or,  I  should  say,  more  cor- 
rectly, his  vanity.  "  Bestdts,  not  pro- 
cesses, are  for  the  public  eye,"  he  was 
fond  of  saying.  In  plain  English,  he 
would  shine  oefore  men,  but  would 
not  that  they  should  know  the  pains 
and  expense  with  which  his  lamp  was 
fed.  And  this  highly  gifted  individual 
it  was  who  chose  to  track  the  waters  of 
dissipation,  to  career  among  the  sunk 
rocks,  shoals,  and  quicksands,  even  till 
he  sank  and  perished  in  them !  By 
some  strange  omission  in  his  moral 
conformation,  his  soul  seemed  utterly 
destitute  of  any  sympathies  for  virtue; 
and  whenever  I  looked  at  him,  it  was 
with  feelings  of  concern,  alaim,  and 
wonder,  akin  to  those  with  which  one 
might  contemplate  the  frightful  crear 
ture  brought  into  being  by  Franken- 
stein. Mr  Effingstone  seemed  either 
wholly  incapable  of  appreciating  moral 
excellence,  or  wilfully  contemptuous  of 
it.  While  reflecting  carefully  on  his 
tiMvyx^»,  which  several  years*  in- 
timacy gave  me  many  opportunities 
of  doing,  and  endeavouring  to  account 
for  his  fixed  inclination  towards  vice, 
and  that  in  its  most  revolting  form 
and  most  frantic  excesses,  at  a  time 
when  he  was  consciouslv  possessed  of 
such  capabilities  of  excellence  of  every 
description — ^it  has  struck  me  that  a 
little  incident,  which  came  to  my 
knowledge  casually,  afforded  a  clue 
to  the  whole — a  key  to  his  character. 
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He  one  day  chanced  to  overhear  a  dis- 
tinguished friend  of  his  father's  lament- 
ing that  a  man  "  of  Mr  St  John's  vast 
powers  "  could  prostitute  them  in  the 
manner  he  did;  and  the  re})ly  made 
by  his  father  was,  with  a  sigh,  that 
"  St  John  was  a  splendid  sinner,  and 
he  knew  it.**  From  that  hour,  the 
keystone  was  fixed  in  the  arch  of  his 
unalterable,  irreclaimable  depravity. 
He  felt  a  satanic  satisfaction  in  the 
consciousness  of  being  an  object  of 

ij^  regret  and  wonder  amone  those  who 
most  enthusiastically  acknowledged 
his  intellectual  supremacy.  How  in- 
finitely less  stimulating  to  his  morbid 
sensibilities  would  be  the  placid  ap- 
provals of  virtue  —  a  commonplace 
acquiescence  in  the  ordin^  notions 
of  virtue  and  religion!  He  wished 
rather  to  stand  out  from  the  multi- 
tude— to  be  severed  from  the  herd. 
"  Better  to  reign  in  hell  than  serve  in 
heaven,'*  he  thought,  and  he  was  not 
long  in  sinking  many  fathoms  lower 
into  the  abyss  of  atheism.    In  fact,  he 

'  never  pretended  to  the  possession  of 

religious  principle ;  he  had  acquiesced 
in  the  reputed  truths  of  Christianity 
like  his  neighbours ;  or,  at  least,  ke^t 
doubts  to  himself,  till  he  fancied  his 
reputation  required  him  to  join  the 
crew  of  fools  who  blazon  their  unbe- 
lief.    This  was  "  damned  fine." 

Conceive,  now,  such  a  man  as  I 
have  truly,  but  perhaps  imperfectly, 
described  Mr  Effingstone — in  the  pos- 
session of  £3000  a-year — ^perfectly  his 
own  master — with  a  fine  person  and 
most  fascinating  manners— capable  of 
acquiring  with  ease  everv  fashionable 
accomplishment — the  idol,  the  dictator 
of  all  he  met — and  with  a  dazzling 
circle  of  friends  and  relatives;  con- 
ceive, for  a  moment,  such  a  man  as 
this  lei  loose  upon  town!  Will  it  oc- 
casion wonder,  if  the  reader  is  told 
how  soon  nocturnal  studies,  and  the 
ambition  of  retaining  his  intellectual 
character,  which  prompted  them,  were 
supplanted  by  a  blind,  absorbing  reck- 
less devotion — ^for  he  was  incapable 
of  anything  but  in  extremes — to  the 
gaming-table,  the  turf,  the  cockpit, 
the  ring,  the  theatres,  and  daily  and 
xughtly  attendance  on  those  haunts  of 


detestable  debauchery,  which  I  cannot 
foul  my  pen  with  naming? — that  a 
two  or  three  years'  intimacy  with  such 
scenes  as  these,  had  conduced,  in  the 
first  instance,  to  shed  a  haze  of  indis- 
tinctness over  the  multifarious  acquire- 
ments of  his  earlier  and  better  days, 
and  finally  to  blot  out  large  portions 
with  blank  oblivion  ? — ^that  his  soul's 
sun  shone  in  dim  discoloured  rays 
through  the  fogs — the  vault-vapours 
of  profligacy  ? — that  prolonged  desue- 
tude was  gradually,  though  unheed- 
edly,  benumbing  and  palsying  his 
intellectual  faculties  ?— that  a  constant 
'*  feeding  on  garbage "  had  vitiated 
and  depraved  his  whole  system,  both 
physical  and  mental? — and  that,  to 
conclude,  there  was  a  lamentable,  and 
almost  incredible  contrast  between  the 
glorious  being,  Mr  Effingstone,  at 
twenty-one,  and  that  poor  faded  crea- 
ture, that  prematurely  superannuated 
debauchee,  Mr  Effingstone,  at  twenty- 
seven  ? 

I  feel  persuaded  I  shall  not  be  ac- 
cused of  travelling  out  of  the  legitimate 
sphere  of  these  "  Passages  " — of  for- 
saking the  tract  of  professional  detail 
— in  having  thus  attempted  to  give 
the  reader  some  faunt  idea  of  the  in- 
tellectual character  of  one  of  the  most 
extraordinary  young  men  that  have 
ever  flashei^  meteor-like,  across  the 
sphere  of  my  own  observation.  Not 
tnat,  in  the  ensuing  pages,  it  will  be 
in  my  power  to  exhibit  him  such  as  he 
has  been  described,  doing  and  uttering 
things  worthy  of  his  great  powers. 
Alas!  alas!  ne  was  "fallen,  fallen, 
fallen  **  from  that  altitude  long  before 
it  became  my  province  to  know  him 
professionally.  His  decline  and  fall 
are  alone  what  remain  for  me  to  de- 
scribe. I  am  painting  from  the  life, 
and  those  are  living  who  know  it — 
that  I  am  describing  the  character 
and  career  of  him  who  once  lived,  but 
who  deliberately  immolated  himself 
before  the  shrine  of  debauchery — and 
they  can,  with  a  quaking  heart,  attest 
the  truth  of  the  few  bitter  and  bla<^ 
passages  of  his  remaining  history, 
which  here  follow. 

The  reader  is  acquainted  with  the 
circumstances  attending  my  first  pro- 
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fessional  acqnaintanee  with  Mr  Effing- 
stone.  Those  of  the  second  are  in  per- 
fect keeping.  He  had  been  proseeating 
an  enterprise  of  seducUonf  the  interest 
of  which  was,  in  his  eyes,  enhanced  a 
thousand-fold,  on  discovering  that  the 
object  of  his  illicit  attentions  was  mar- 
ried. She  was,  I  understood,  a  very 
handsome,  fashionable  woman;  and 
she  felL  for  Mr  Effing^tone  was  irre- 
sistible I  He  was  attending  one  of 
their  assignations  one  nieht,  which 
she  was  unexpectedly  unalue  to  keep ; 
and  he  waited  so  long  at  the  place  of 
meeting,  but  slightlv  clad,  in  the  cold 
and  inclement  weatner,  that  when  he 
returned  home  at  an  early  hour  in  the 
morning,  intensely  chagrined,  he  be- 
gan to  feel  ill.  He  could  not  rise  to 
breakfast.  He  grew  rapidly  worse; 
and  when  I  was  summoned  to  his  bed- 
side, he  exhibited  all  the  symptoms  of 
a  very  severe  inflammation  <^  tne  lungs. 
One  or  two  concurrent  causes  of  ex- 
citement and  chagrin  aggravated  his 
illness.  He  Had  been  very  unfortunate 
in  betting  on  the  Derby;  and  was 
threatened  with  an  arrest  from  his 
tailor,  to  whom  he  owed  some  hun- 
dreds of  pounds,  which  he  could  not 
possibly  pay.  Again — a  wealthy  re- 
mote meml>er  of  the  family,  his  god- 
father, having  heard  of  his  profligacy, 
altered  his  wm,  and  left  ever^  farthing 
he  had  in  the  world,  amountmg  to  up- 
wards of  fifty  or  sixty  thousand  pounds, 
to  a  charitable  institution,  the  whole  of 
which  had  been  originally  destined  to 
MrEffingstone.  The  only  notice  taken 
of  him  in  the  old  gentleman's  will  was, 
"To  St  John  Henrv  Effingstone,  my 
unworthy  godson,  I  bequeath  the  sum 
of  five  pounds  sterling,  to  purchase  a 
Bible  and  Prayer-book,  bebeving  the 
time  may  yet  come  when  he  wul  re- 
quire them." — These  circumstances,  I 
say,  added  to  one  or  two  other  irri- 
tating concomitants,  such  as  will  some- 
times succeed  in  stinging  even  your 
fnen  about  town  into  someUung  like  re- 
flection, brief,  bitter,  and  futile  though 
it  be,  contributed  to  accelerate  the  in- 
roads of  his  dangerous  disorder.  We' 
were  compelled  to  adopt  such  power- 
fiil  antiphlogistic  treatment  as  reduced 
him  to  witmn  an  inch  of  his  life.  Pre- 


vious to,  and  in  the  course  o^  this  ill- 
ness, he  exhibited  one  or  two  charac- 
teristic traits. 

"  Doctor — is  delirium  usually  an  at- 
tendant on  this  disorder  ?  *'  he  inquired 
one  morning.  I  told  him  it  was — ^very 
frequently. 

"  Ah  f  then,  I*d  better  become 
mth»tfm$f^  with  one  of  old,  and  bite  out 
my  tongue;  for,  God  knows!  mv  life 
won*t  bear  ripping  up!  I  shall  say 
what  will  homfy  you  all!    Delirium 


blackens  a  poor  fellow  sadl^  amonf 
friends,  doesn't  it?  Babbkng  devu 


hisi 


— ^what  can  silence  it?  If  you  should 
hear  me  beginning  to  let  out,  suffocate 
me-Hlo,  doctor.'* 

"Any  chance  of  my  giving  the 
obejlt  cut  this  time,  doctor,  eh?"  he 
inquired  the  same  evening,  with  great 
apparent  nonchalance.  Seeing  my 
puzaled  air — ^for  I  did  not  exactly  com- 
prehend Uie  eniression  "great  cut" — 
ne  asked  quickly,  "  Doctor,  shall  I  die, 
d'ye  think?"  I  told  him  I  certainly 
ai^rehended  great  danger,  for  lus 
Sjrmptoms  began  to  look  very  serious. 
"  Then  the  ship  must  be  cleared  for 
action.  What  is  the  best  way  of  in- 
suring recovery,  provided  it  is  to  ^F'* 
I  tola  him  that,  among  other  things, 
he  must  be  kept  very  quiet — must  not 
have  his  mind  excited  dv  visitors. 

"  Nurse,  ring  the  bell  for  George," 
said  he,  suddenly  interrupting  me. 
The  valet,  in  a  few  moments,  answered 
the  summons.  "George,  d'ye  value 
your  neck,  eh?"  The  man  bowed. 
*'  Then,  harkee,  see  you  don't  let  in  a 
living  soul  to  see  me,  except  the  medi- 
cal people.  Friends,  relatives,  mother, 
brotners,  sisters— harkee,  sirrah!  shut 
them  all  out — ^And,  dum — mind-nduns 
especially.  If  -*—  should  come,  and 
get  inside  the  door,  kick  him  out  again ; 

and  if comes,  and ,  and  — — , 

tell  th^n,  that  if  ^ey  don't  mind  what 
they  are  about,  I'll  die,  if  it's  only  to 
cheat  them."  The  man  bowed  and 
retired.  "And — and — doctor,  what 
else?" 

"  If  you  should  ajqpear  approaching 
your  end,  Mr  EffingWone,  you  woula 
allow  us,  perhaps,  to  call  in  a  clergy- 
man to  assist  you  in  your  devo"— 

"What— eh-*  parson?    Oh, 
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it !  no,  no— *<yut  of  the  question-— •won 
ad  rem,  T  assure  you,"  he  replied  has- 
tily. "  D*ye  think  I  caa*t  roll  down 
to  nell  fast  enough,  without  having  mj 
wheels  oiled  by  th&ir  hypocritical  £um- 
bug  ?  Don't  name  it  again,  doctor,  on 
any  account,  I  beg." 

♦  •  ♦  He  grew  rapidly  worse, 
but  ultimately  recoTered.  His  it^ 
junctions  were  obeyed  to  the  letter; 
for  his  man  George  idolised  his  master, 
and  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  ofl  appUea- 
tions  for  admission  to  his  master's 
chamber.  It  was  well  there  was  no 
one  of  his  friends  or  rdatives  present 
to  listen  to  his  ravings ;  for  the  dis- 
gprgines  of  his  polluted  soul  were  hor- 
rible, nia  progress  towards  conrales- 
oence  was  by  very  slow  steps ;  for  the 
energies  of  ooth  mind  and  body  had 
been  dreadftdly  shaken.  His  illness, 
however,  had  worked  little  or  no  altera- 
tion in  his  moral  sentiment — or  af  any- 
thing, for  the  worse. 

"  It  won't  do  at  all.  will  it,  doctor?" 
aaid  Mr  Effingstone,  when  I  was  visit- 
ine  him  one  morning  at  the  house  of  a 
titled  relation  in  —  Square,  whither 
he  had  been  removed  to  prepare  for  a 
jaunt  to  the  Continent  **  What  do 
you  allude  to,  Mr  Effingstone^— -IF%a< 
won't  do?"  I  asked,  for  I  knew  not  to 
what  he  alluded,  as  the  question  was 
the  first  break  of  a  lone  pause  in  our 
oonversation,  which  haa  been  quite  of 
a  miscellaneous  character.  **  What 
won't  do?"—"  Why,  the  sort  of  life  I 
have  been  leading  about  town  these 
two  or  three  last  years,"  he  replied. 
'*  Egad !  doctor,  it  haa  nearly  wound 
me  up,  has  not  it?" 

'^  Indeed,  Mr  Effingstone,  I  think  so. 
You  have^had  a  very,  very  narrow 
escape'-have  been  within  a  hair's- 
breadth  of  your  grave."— "Aj I"  he 
exclaimed,  with  a  sigh,  passing  his 
hand  rapidly  over  his  noble  fonmead, 
'*  'twas  a  complete  tou  tm  whether  I 
should  go  or  stay !  I  look  somewhat 
shaken — une  roue  qui  »e  d&raye — do  I 
not,  faith  ? — ^But  eome,  come,  the  good 
ship  has  weathered  the  storm  bravely, 
though  she  haa  been  battered  a  little 
in  her  timbers ! "  said  he,  striking  his 
breast :  "  and  she's  fit  for  sea  again 
already — ^with  a  little  caulking,  that 


is.  Heigho  1  what  a  fool  illness  makes 
a  man !  I've  had  some  of  the  strangest, 
oddest  twingines — such  gleams  and 
visions!  YfhaX  d'ye  think,  doctor,  I've 
had  dinging  in  my  ears  nieht  and  day, 
like  a  £8mal  church  bell?  Wh^,  a 
passage  from  old  Persius,  and  this  is 
li  (you  know  I  was  a  dab  at  Latin, 
once,  doctor),  raiundo  ere — 

Mi^e  Pater  divum  I  CBBfros  piuiire  tyran- 

nos 
Haud  aliA  ntioiM  Y«lia,  qiram  dira  libido 
Hoverit  ingooium,  f orventi  tincta  veneiio ; 
—  Virtutem   Tideant  —  intabeacantque  re- 

JloU!* 

True  and  fovoible  enoueh,  isn't  it  ?" 

"  Yes,"  I  replied ;  and  expressed  my 
satis&etioii  at  his  altered  sentiments. 
"  He  mip^ht  rely  on  it,"  I  ventured  to 
assure  hun,  "  that  the  paths  of  virtue, 
of  religion"-^ I  was  getting  on  too 
£ut. 

**  Poh,  poh,  doctor!  No  humbug,  I 
beg— come,  come,  no  humbug — no 
nonsense  of  that  sort !  ^  I  meant  no- 
thing of  the  kind,  I  can  assure  you ! 
I'm  a  better  Bentle]^  than  you,  I  see ! 
What  d'ye  think  is  nw  reading  of 
^virhstem  ouleont^'— Why,  let  Uiem 
get  wives  when  they're  worn  out, 
and  want  nursing — ah,  ha! — Curse 
me  I— I'd  go  on  raking — ay,  I  would, 
stem  as  you  look  about  it ! — ^but  I'm 
too  much  the  worse  for  wear  at  pre- 
sent— ^I  must  recruit  a  little." 

"  Mr  Effingstone,  I  am  really  con- 
founded at  hearing  you  talk  in  so  light 
a  strain!  Foigive  me,  my  dear  sir, 
but"— 

"  Fiddle-de-dee,  my  dear  doctor !  Of 
course,  TO  forgive  you,  if  you  won't 
rqteat  the  offenoe.  Tis  unpleasant — 
a  nusanoe— '^,  upon  my  soul !  Well, 
however,  what  do  you  think  is  the 
upshot  of  the  whole — the  ]>ractical 
point — ^tbe  winding-up  of  affairs — ^the 
Dalancing  of  the  books  " — ^he  delighted 
in  accumulations  of  this  sort — "the 
shutting  up  of  the  volume,  eh  ?    I'm 

going  to  get  married — ^I  am  by 1 

Tm  at  dead  l9ir<^ater  mark  in  money 
matters ;  and,  in  short,  I  repeat  it,  I 
intend  to  marry— a  gold  bag !  A  good 
move,  isn't  it?    But,  to  be  candid,  I 
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pan't  take  all  the  credit  of  the  thing  to 
myself  either,  having  been  a  trifle 
bored,  bullied,  badgered  into  it  by  the 
family.  They  saj  the  world  cries 
shame  on  me !  Simpletons,  why  lis- 
ten to  the  world ! — I  only  laugh,  ha, 
ha,  ha !  and  cry  curse  on  the  world ; 
and  so  we  are  quits  with  one  another!  * 
— By  the  way,  the  germ  of  that's  to  be 
found  in  that  worthy  old  fellow  Plau- 
tus!" 

All  this,  uttered  with  Mr  Effing- 
stone's  characteristic  emphasis  and  ra- 
pidity of  tone  and  manner,  conveyed 
his  real  sentiments ;  and  it  was  not 
long  before  he  carried  them  into  effect. 
He  spent  two  or  three  months  in  the 
south  of  France ;  and  not  long  after 
his  return  to  England,  with  restored 
health  and  energies,  he  singled  out, 
from  among  the  many,  manv  women 
who  would  have  exulted  in  being  an 
object  of  the  attentions  of  the  accom- 
plished, the  distinguS  Effingstone,  Lad  v 

E — ,  the  very  flower  of  English 

aristocratical  beauty,  daughter  of  a  dis- 
tinguished peer,  and  sole  heiress  to 
the  immense  estates  of  an  aged  baronet 
in shire. 

The  unceasing  exclusive  attentions 
exacted  from  her  suitor  by  this  hau&^hty 
young  beauty,  operated  for  a  while  as 
a  salutary  check  upon  Mr  Effingstone's 
reviving  propensities  to  dissipation. 
So  lono^  as  there  was  the  most  distant 
possibility  of  his  being  rejected,  he  was 
her  willing  slave  at  all  hours,  on  all 
occasions,  yielding  implicit  obedience, 
and  making  incessant  sacrifices  of  his 
own  personal  conveniences.  As  soon, 
however,  as  he  had  "  run  down  the 
game,"  as  he  called  it,  and  the  lady 
was  so  far  compromised,  in  the  eye  4 
of  the  world,  as  to  render  retreat  next 
to  impossible,  he  began  to  slacken  in 
his  attentions ;  not,  however,  so  pal- 

[*  "  What  are  the  thousands  that  have  been 
laughing  at  us,  but  company?" — "  Laard,  my 
dear,"  returned  he  with  the  greatest  good- 
humour,  "  you  seem  immensely  chagrined ; 

but,  b 1  me !  when  the  world  laughs  at.  me, 

I  laugh  at  allihe  world— arid  so  toe  are  even."— 

CiTlZKN  OF  THE  WORLI>— LETTKR  LIV. 

It  is  said  that  the  germ  of  the  observation 
in  the  text  ia  "  to  be  found  in  PUivtus.'*  I  do 
not  recollect  it  t?ure:  possibly  Effin^tone 
had  some  indistinct  recollection  of  thu  pas- 
sage from  Goldsmith. — ^Bd.]  I 


Eably  and  visibly  as  to  alarm  either 
er  ladyship,  or  any  of  their  mutui 
relations  or  friends.  He  compensated 
for  the  attentions  he  was  obliged  to 
pay  her  by  day,  by  the  most  extrava- 
gant nightly  excesses.  The  pursuits 
of  intellect,  of  literature,  and  philoso- 
phy, were  utterly,  and  apparently 
finally  discarded — ^and  for  what?  For 
wallowing  swinishly  in  the  foulest 
sinks  of  depravity,  herding  among  the 
acknowledged  outcasts,  commingling 
intimately  with  the  very  scum  and 
refuse  of  society,  battening  on  the  rot- 
tenness of  obscenity,  and  revelling 
amid  the  hellish  orgies  celebrated 
nightly  in  haunts  of  nameless  infamy. 
Gambling,  gluttony,  drunkenness,  har- 
lotry, blasphemy ! — 

*  «  •  • 

[I  cannot  bring  myself  to  make 
public  the  shocking  details  with  which 

the  following  five  pages  of  Dr ^"s 

Diary  are  occupied.  They  are  too  re- 
volting for  the  columns  of  this  distin- 
guished Magazine,  and  totally  unfit 
for  the  eyes  of  its  miscellaneous  readers. 
If  printed,  they  would  appear  to  many 
absolutely  incredible.  They  are  little 
else  than  a  corroboration  of  what  is 
advanced  in  the  sentences  immediately 
preceding  this  interjected  paragraph. 
What  follows  must  be  given  only  in  a 
fragmentary  form — ^the  cup  of  horror 
must  be  poured  out  before  the  reader, 

only  »«r«  rr«>«v«.*] 

Mr  Effiugstone,  one  morning,  ac- 
companied Lady  E and  her  mother 

to  one  of  the  fashionable  shops,  for  the 
purpose  of  aiding  the  former  in  her 
choice  of  some  beautiful  Chinese  toys, 
to  complete  the  ornamental  depart- 
ment of  her  boudoir.  After  having 
purchased  some  of  the  most  splendid 
and  costly  articles  which  had  been 
exhibited,  the  ladies  drew  on  their 
gloves,  and  gave  each  an  arm  to  Mr 
Effingstone  to  lead  them  to  the  car- 
riage.  Lady  E was  in  a  flutter  of 

unusually  animated  spirits,  and  was 
complimenting  Mr  Effingstone,  in  en- 
thusiastic terms,  on  the  taste  with 
which  he  had  guided  their  purchases. 
They  had  left  the  shop  door,  and  the 

*  Alex,  in  Aphrodisio. 
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footman  was  letting  down  the  car- 
riage steps,  when  a  very  young  wo- 
man, elegantly  dressed,  who  happened 
to  be  passing  at  that  moment,  seem- 
ingly in  a  state  of  deep  dejection,  sud- 
denly started  on  seemg  and  recog- 
nising Mr  Effingstone,  placed  herself 
between  them  and  the  carriage,  and, 
lifting  her  clasped  hands,  exdaimed, 
in  piercing  accents,  "Oh,  Henry, 
Henry,  Henry  !  how  cruelly  you  have 
deserted  your  poor  ruined  girl!  What 
have  I  done  to  deserve  it !  I'm  broken- 
hearted, and  can  rest  nowhere !    I've 

been  walking  up  and  down  M 

Street  nearly  three  hours  this  morning 
to  get  a  sight  of  you,  but  could  not ! 
Oh,  Henry,  how  differently  you  said 
you  would  behave  before  you  brought 

me  up  from shire  ! "    All  this 

was  uttered  with  the  impassioned  ve- 
hemence and  rapidity  of  highly  excited 
feelings,  and  uninterruptedly ;  for  both 

Lady  E- and  her  mother  seemed 

perfectly  petrified,  and  stood  pale  and 
speechless.  Mr  Effingstone,  too,  was 
for  a  moment  thunderstruck ;  but  an 
instant's  reflection  showed  him  the 
necessity  of  acting  with  decision  one 
way  or  another.  Though  deadly  pale, 
he  did  not  disclose  anv  other  symptom 
of  agitation ;  and  with  an  assumed  air 
of  astonishment  and  irrecognition,  ex- 
claimed concernedly,  "  Poor  creature ! 
unfortunate  thing !  Some  strange  mis- 
take this ! " 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  no,  Henry,  it's  no  mis- 
take !  You  know  me  well  enough — 
I'm  your  own  poor  Hannah ! " 

"  roh,  poh  !  nonsense,  woman ;  I 
never  saw  you  before." 

"  Never  saw  me !  never  saw  me  ! " 
almost  shrieked  the  girl ;  "  and  is  it 
come  to  this  ?  " 

"Woman,  don't  be  foolish — cease, 
or  we  must  give  you  over  to  an  officer 
as  an  impostor,"  said  Mr  Effingstone, 
the  perspiration  bursting  from  every 
pore.  "  Come,  come,  your  ladyships 
had  better  allow  me  to  hand  you  into 
the  carriage.  See,  there's  a  crowd 
collecting." 

"  No,  Mr  Effingstone,"  replied  Lady 
E 's  mother  with  excessive  agita- 
tion ;  "  this  very  singular,  strange  af- 
fair— ^if  it  M  a  mistake — ^had  better  be 


set  right  on  the  spot.  Here,  young 
woman,  can  you  tell  me  what  is  the 
name  of  this  gentleman?"  pointing  to 
Mr  Effingstone. 

"  Effingstone  —  Effingstone,  to  be 
sure,  ma'am,"  sobbed  the  girl,  looking 
imploringly  at  him.  The  instant  she 
had  uttered  his  name,  the  two  ladies, 
dreadfully  agitated,  withdrew  their 
arms  from  his,  and,  with  the  footman's 
assistance,  stepped  into  their  carriage, 
and  drove  off  rapidlv,  leaving  Mr  Ef- 
fingstone bowing,  kissing  his  hand, 
and  assuring  them  that  he  should 
"  soon  settle  this  absurd  affair,"  and 
be  at  Street  before  their  lady- 
ships. They  heard  him  not,  however ; 
for  the  instant  the  carriage  had  set  off. 
Lady  E fainted. 

"  Young  woman,  you're  quite  mis- 
taken in  me — I  never  saw  you  before. 
Here  is  my  card — come  to  me  at  eight 
to-night,"  he  added,  in  an  under  tone, 
so  as  to  be  heard  by  none  but  her  he 
addressed.  She  took  the  hint,  appeared 
pacified,  and  each  withdrew  different 
ways  —  Mr  Effingstone  almost  suffo- 
cated with  suppressed  execrations.  He 
flung  himself  into  a  hackney  coach, 
and  ordered  it  to Street,  intend- 
ing to  assure  Lady  E ,  with  a  smile, 

that  he  had  "  instantly  put  an  end  to 
the  ridiculous  affair."  His  knock,  how- 
ever, brought  him  a  prompt  "  Not  at 
home,"  though  their  carriage  had  but 
the  instant  before  driven  from  the  door. 
He  jumped  again  into  the  coach,  almost 

gnashing  his  teeth  with  fury,  drove 
ome,  and  despatched  his  groom  with 
a  note,  and  orders  to  wait  an  answer. 
He  soon  brought  it  back,  with  the  in- 
telligence that  Lord  and  Lady 

had  given  their  porter  orders  to  reject 
all  letters  or  messages  from  Mr  Effing- 
stone !  So  there  was  an  end  of  all 
hopes  from  that  quarter.  This  is  the 
historv  of  what  was  mysteriously 
hinted  at  in  one  of  the  papers  of  the 
day,  as  a  "  strange  occurrence  in  high 
life,  which  would  probably  break  off  a 
matrimonial  affair  long  considered  as 
settled."  But  how  did  Mr  Effingstone 
receive  his  ruined  dupe  at  the  appointed 
hour  of  eight  ?  He  answered  ner  ex- 
pected knock  himself 

"  Now,  look, ! "  said  he  fiercely, 
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extending  his  arm  with  clenched  flst 
towards  her,  "  if  ever  yon  presume  to 
darken  my  door  again,  by  .>— ^,  1*11 
murder  you!  I  give  you  fair  warning. 
YouVe  ruined  me — ^yon  have,  you  ac- 
ctirsed  — ! " 

"  Oh,  my  God !  "What  am  I  to  do 
to  lire  ?  What  is  to  become  of  me  ?** 
groaned  the  yictim. 

"  Do?  Why,  go  and  be !  And 

here's  sometmng  to  heh>  you  o&  your 
way -— there !  **  and,  flinginr  aer  a 
cheoue  for  £50,  he  diut  the  Soar  vio- 
lently in  her  face. 

Mr  Effittgstone  now  plunged  into 
profligacy  with  a  s{»nt  <»  almost  dia- 
boliciu  desperation.  Divers  dark  hints 
-^stinging  innuendoes — appeared  in 
the  papers  of  his  disgraceful  notoriety 
in  certain  scenes  of  an  abominable  de- 
scription. But  he  laughed  at  them. 
His  family  at  length  cast  him  off,  and 
refused  to  recognise  him  till  he  chose 
to  alter  his  courses— to  make  the 
"amende"  to  society. 

Mr  Effin^one  was  boxing  one 
rooming  with  Belasco — ^I  think  it  was 
— at  the  latter's  rooms ;  and  waa  pre* 
paring  to  plant  a  hit  which  the  fighter 
had  defied  nim  to  do,  when  he  suddenly 
dropped  his  guard,  turned  pale,  and, 
in  a  moment  or  two,  fell  fiunting  into 
the  arms  of  the  astounded  boxer.  He 
had,  several  days  previously,  suspected 
himself  the  subject  of  indispositions- 
how  could  it  be  otherwise,  keeping 
such  hours,  and  living  such  a  life  aa 
he  did?—- but  not  of  so  serious  a  nature 
as  to  prevent  him  from  going  out  as 
usual.  As  soon  as  he  had  recovered, 
and  swallowed  a  few  drops  of  spirits 
and  water,  he  drove  home,  intending 
to  have  sent  immediately  for  Mr  -— — , 
the  well-known  surgeon ;  but,  on  ar- 
riving at  his  rooms,  he  found  a  travel- 
ling carriage-and-four  waiting  beforer 
the  door,  for  the  purpose  of  conveving 
him  instantly  to  the  bedside  of  his 
dying  mother,  in  a  distant  part  of 
England,  as  she  wished  personalhr  to 
communicate  to  him  something  of  im- 
portance before  she  died.  Ais  he 
learned  irom  two  of  his  relatives  who 
were  upstairs  giving  directions  to  his 
^rvant  to  pack  up  his  clothes,  and 


make  other  preparations  for  his  jour- 
ney, so  that  nothing  might  detain  him 
firom  setting  off  the  instant  he  arrived 
athisrooms.  He  was  startled — alarmed 
—confounded  at  all  this.  Good  GU)d! 
he  thought,  what  was  to  become  of 
him  ?  He  was  utterly  unfit  to  under- 
take a  journey,  requiring  instant  me- 
dical afftendance,  which  had  been  too 
long  deferred ;  for  his  dissipation  had 
already  made  rapid  inroads  on  his  con- 
stitution. Yet  what  was  to  be  done  ? 
His  situation  was  such  as  could  not  be 
communicated  to  his  relatives,  for  he 
did  not  choose  to  encounter  their  sar- 
castic reproaches.  He  had  nothing 
for  it  but  to  get  into  the  carriage  with 

them,  CO  down  to shire,  and, 

when  tnere,  devise  some  plausible  pre- 
text for  returning  instantly  to  town. 
That,  however,  he  found  impracticable. 
His  mother  would  not  trust  him  out  of 
her  sight  one  instant,  night  or  day, 
but  kept  his  hand  close  locked  in  hers ; 
he  was  also  surrounded  by  the  congre- 
gated members  of  the  famil  v,  and  c^d 
litenUly  scarce  stir  out  of  the  house  an 
instant.  He  dissembled  his  illness 
with  tolerable  success,  till  his  aggra- 
vated agonies  drove  him  almost  beside 
himself.  'Without  breathing  a  syllidi>le 
to  any  one  but  his  own  man,  whom  he 
took  with  him,  he  suddenly  left  the 
house,  and,  without  even  a  change  of 
clotheS)  threw  himself  into  the  first 
London  coach ;  and,  by  two  o'clock  the 
next  day,  was  at  his  own  rooms  in 
M—  Street,  in  a  truly  deplorable 
condition,  ana  attended  by  Sir  — 
and  myself.  The  consternation  of  his 
family  in  shire  may  be  con- 
ceived. He  coined  some  story  about 
being  obliged  to  stand  second  in  a  duel 
— ^but  his  real  state  was  soon  disco- 
vered. Nine  weeks  of  unmitigated 
agony  were  passed  by  Mr  Effingstone 
— ^e  virulence  of  his  disorder  for  a 
lonff  time  setting  at  defiance  all  that 
medicine  could  do.  This  illness,  also, 
broke  him  down  sadly,  and  we  recom- 
mended to  him  a  second  sojourn  in 
the  south  of  France — for  which  he  set 
out  the  instant  he  could  undertake 
the  journey  with  safety.  Much  of  his 
peculiar  character  was  developed  in 
this  illness;  that  haughty,  reckless 
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spirit  of  defiance— that  contemptiums 
disregard  of  the  sacred  consolations  of 
religion — ^that  sullen  indifference  as  to 
the  eyent  which  might  await  hinF^ 
which  his  previons  character  would 
hare  warranted  me  in  predicting. 
*  •  *  • 

Ahont  seven  months  from  the  period 
last  mentioned,  I  received,  one  Sunday 
evening,  a  note,  written  in  hurried  cha- 
racters ;  and  a  hasty  glance  at  the  seal, 
which  bore  Mr  EfiSngstone's  crest,  filled 
me  with  sodden  vague  apnrehensions 
that  some  misfortune  or  other  had  be* 
fallen  him.    This  was  the  note : — 

"  Bear  doctor— For  Qod^s  sake,  come 
and  see  me  immediately,  for  I  have  this 
day  arrived  in  London  from  the  Con- 
tinent, and  am  suffering  the  tortures 
of  tiie  damned,  both  in  mind  and  body. 
Gome,  come — ^in  God's  name  come  in- 
stanUy,  or  I  shall  go  mad,  or  destroy 
myself.  Not  a  word  of  my  retnm  to 
any  one  till  I  have  seen  you.  You  will 
find  me — ^in  short,  my  man  will  accom- 
pany you,— Yours  in  agony, 

"  St  J.  H.  EppDrcHBTOKX. 

*'  Sunday  Evening,  Kw.  18— s** 

Tongue  cannot  utter  the  dismaj 
with  which  this  note  filled  me.  His 
unexpected  return  from  abroad — the 
obscure  and  distant  part  of  the  town 
(St  George's  in  the  East^  where  he 
had  established  himself— tne  dreadful 
terms  in  which  his  note  was  couched 
— ^revived,  amidst  a  variety  of  vague 
conjectures,  certain  fearful  apprehen- 
sions for  him  which  I  had  begun  to 
entertain  before  he  quitted  England. 
I  ordered  out  my  chariot  instantly; 
his  groom  mounted  the  box  to  guide 
the  coachman,  and  we  drove  down 
rapidly.  A  sudden  recollection  of  the 
contents  of  several  of  the  letters  he  had 
sent  me  latterly  from  the  Continent,  at 
my  request,  served  to  corroborate  my 
worst  fears.  I  had  given  him  over  for 
lost,  by  the  time  my  chariot  drew  up 
opposite  the  house  where  he  had  so 
strangely  taken  up  his  abode.  The 
street  and  neighbourhood,  though  not 
clearly  discernible  through  the  fogs 
of  a  November  evening,  contrasted 
strangely  with  the  aristocratical  re- 
gions to  which  my  patient  had  been 


accustomed.  *—  Row  was  narrow, 
and  the  houses  were  small,  yet  clean 
and  creditable  looking.  On  entering 
No.  -^,  the  landlady,  a  person  of  quiet 
respectable  appearance,  told  me  that 
Mr  Hardy — ^for  such,  it  seems,  was  the 
name  he  chose  to  go  by  in  these  parts 
— ^had  just  retired  to  rest,  as  he  felt 
fatigued  and  poorly,  and  she  was  just 
going  to  make  him  some  gruel.  She 
spoke  in  a  tone  of  flurried  excitation, 
and  with  an  ur  of  doubt,  which  were 
easily  attributable  to  her  astonishment 
at  a  man  of  Mr  Effingstone's  appearance 
and  attendance,  with  such  superior  tra- 
velling equipments,  dropping  into  such 
a  house  and  neighbournood  as  hers. 
I  repaired  to  his  bedchamber  imme- 
diately. It  was  a  small  comfortably 
furnished  room ;  the  fire  was  lit,  and 
two  candles  were  burning  on  tiie 
drawers.  On  the  bed,  the  plain  chintz 
curtains  of  which  were  only  half- 
drawn,  lay  St  John  Henry  Effing- 
stone.  I  must  pause  a  moment  to 
descrUM  his  appearance,  as  it  struck 
me  at  fiorst  looking  at  him.  It  may 
be  thoi^ht  rather  far-fetched,  perhaps, 
but  I  could  not  help  comparing  him, 
in  my  own  mind,  to  a  gem  set  in  the 
midst  of  feded  tarnished  embroidery. 
The  coarse  texture  of  the  bed-fumi- 
tufe,  the  ordinary  style  of  the  room, 
its  constrained  dimensions  contrasted 
strikingly  with  the  indications  of  ele- 
gance and  fashion  afforded  by  the  scat- 
tered clothes,  toilet,  and  travelling 
equipment,  &c. — ^together  with  the  per- 
son and  manners — of  its  present  occu- 
pant, who  lay  on  a  bed  all  tossed  and 
tumbled,  with  only  a  few  minutes' 
restlessness.  A  dazzling  diamond  rinjr 
sparkled  on  the  little  finger  of  his  left 
hand,  and  was  the  only  ornament  he 
ever  wore.  There  w'as  something  also 
in  the  snowiness,  simplicity,  and  fine- 
ness of  his  linen,  which  alone  might 
have  evidenced  the  superior  conside- 
ratiixi  of  its  wearer,  even  were  that  not 
sufficiently  visible  in  the  noble,  com- 
manding outline  of  his  features,  faded 
though  they  were,  and  shrinking  be- 
neath the  inroads  of  illness  and  dissi- 
pation. His  forehead  was  white  and 
ample ;  his  eye  had  lost  none  of  its 
fire,  though  it  gleamed  with  restless 
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energy ;  in  a  word,  there  was  that 
ease  and  loftiness  in  his  hearing— that 
indescribable  manih'e  d'etre  —  which 
are  inseparable  from  high  birth  and 
breeding.  So  much  for  the  appearance 
of  things  on  my  entrance. 

"How  are  you,  Mr  Effingstone — 
how  are  you,  my  dear  sir?"  said  I, 
sitting  down  by  the  bedside. 

"  Doctor — the  pains  of  hell  have  got 
hold  upon  me.  I  am  undone,"  he  re- 
plied gloomily,  in  a  broken  voice,  and 
extended  to  me  a  hand  cold  as  marble. 

"  Is  it  as  you  suspected  in  your  last 
letter  to  me  from  Rouen,  Mr  Effing- 
stone ?  "  I  inquired  after  a  pause.  He 
shook  his  head,  and  covered  his  face 
with  both  hands,  but  made  me  no  an- 
swer. Thinking  he  was  in  tears,  I 
said,  in  a  soothing  tone — "Come,  come, 
my  dear  sir,  don't  be  carried  away: 
don't"— 

"  Faugh !  Do  you  take  me  for  a  pul- 
ing child,  or  a  woman,  doctor  ?  Don't 
suspect  me  again  of  such  contemptible 
pusillanimity,  low  as  I  am  fallen,"  he 
replied,  with  startling  sternness,  re- 
moving his  hands  from  his  face. 

"  I  hope,  after  all,  that  matters  are 
not  so  desperate  as  your  fears  would 
persuade  you,"  said  I,  feeling  his  pulse. 

"Doctor,  don't  delude  me ;  all  is  over. 
I  know  it  is.  A  horrible  death  is  be- 
fore me ;  but  I  shall  meet  it  like  a  man. 
I  have  made  my  bed,  and  must  lie  upon 
it.  I  have  not  only  strewn,  but  lit  the 
pile  of  my  own  immolation ! " 

"  Come,  come,  Mr  Effingstone,  don't 
be  so  gloomy — so  hopeless ;  the  ex- 
hausted powers  of  nature  may  yet  be 
revived,  said  I,  after  having  asked 
him  many  questions. 

"  Doctor ,  I'll  soon  put  an  end 

to  that  strain  of  yours.  'Tis  absurd — 
pardon  nie-— but  it  is.  Reach  me  one 
of  those  candles,  please."  I  did  so. 
"Now,  I'll  show  you  how  to  translate 
a  passage  of  Persius : — 

Tentemus  fauces : — tenero  UUet  tUcua  in  ore 
Fvtre,  quod  baud  deceat  plebeia  radere  beta ! 

"  Eh,  you  recollect  it  ?  Well,  look  I 
— what  say  you  to  this ;  isn't  it  fright- 
ful?" he  asked  bitterly,  raising  the 
candle  that  I  might  look  into  his 
mouth.  It  was,  alas,  as  he  said !  In 
fact,  his  whole  constitution  had  been 


long  tainted,  and  exhibited  symptoms 
of  soon  breaking  up  altogether.  I 
feared,  from  the  period  of  my  attend- 
ance on  him  during  the  illness  which 
drove  him  last  to  the  Continent,  that 
it  was  beyond  human  power  to  dis- 
lodge the  harpy  that  had  fixed  its  cruel 
fangs  deeply,  inextricably,  in  his  vitals. 
Could  it  be  wondered  at  even  by  him- 
self? Neglect,  in  the  first  instance, 
added  to  a  persevering  course  of  pro- 
ffigacy,  haa  doomed  him,  long,  long^ 
before,  to  premature  and  horrible  de- 
cay !  And  though  it  can  scarcely  be 
credited,  it  is  nevertheless  the  fact, 
that  even  on  the  Continent,  in  the  chsu 
racter  of  a  shattered  invalid,  the  infa- 
tuated man  resumed  those  dissolute 
courses  which,  in  England,  had  al- 
ready hurried  him  almost  to  death's 
door! 

"  My  good  God,  Mr  Effingstone,"  I 
inquired,  almost  paralysed  with  amaze- 
ment at  hearing  him  describe  recent 
scenes  in  which  he  had  mingled,  which 
would  have  made  even  satyrs  skulk 
ashamed  into  the  woods  of  old,  "  how 
coidd  you  have  been  so  insane — so  stark 
staring  mad,  to  say  nothing  else  of  it?  " 

"  By  instinct,  doctor — ^by  instinct ! 
The  nature  of  the  beast ! "  he  replied, 
through  his  closed  teeth,  and  with  an 
unconscious  clenching  of  his  hands. 
Many  inquiries  into  his  past  and  pre- 
sent symptoms  forewarned  me  that  his 
case  would  probably  be  marked  by  more 
appalling  features  than  any  that  had 
ever  come  under  my  care;  and  that 
there  was  not  a  ray  of  hope  that  he 
would  survive  the  long,  lingering,  and 
maddening  agonies,  which  were  "mea- 
sured out  to  him  from  the  poisoned 
chalice,"  which  he  had  "  commended 
to  his  own  lips."  At  the  time  I  am 
speaking  of— I  mean  when  I  paid  him 
the  visit  above  described — ^his  situation 
was  not  far  from  that  of  Job,  described 
in  chap.  xx. 

*  »  «  « 

He  shed  no  tears,  and  repeatedly 
strove,  but  in  vain,  to  repress  sighs 
with  which  his  breast  heaved,  nearly 
to  bursting,  while  I  pointed  out,  in 
obedience  to  his  determination,  to  know 
the  worst,  some  portions  of  the  dreary 
prospect  before  Him, 
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"Horrible!  hideous!"  he  exclaimed, 
in  a  low  broken  tone,  his  flesh  creep- 
ing from  head  to  foot.  *^  Haw  shall 
I  endure  it! — Oh!  Epictetus,  how?" 
He  relapsed  into  silence,  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  ceiling,  and  his  hands 
joined  over  his  breast,  and  pointing 
upwards,  in  a  posture  which  I  consid- 
ered supplicatoiT.  I  rejoiced  to  see 
it,  and  ventured  to  say,  after  much 
hesitation,  that  I  was  delighted  to  see 
him  at  length  looking  to  the  right 
quarter  for  support  and  consolation. 

"  Bah ! "  he  exclaimed  impetuously, 
removing  his  hands,  and  eyeing  me 
with  sternness,  almost  approaching 
fury,  "  why  will  you  persist  m  pester- 
ing your  patients  witn  twaddle  of  that 
sort? — eandem  semper  canene  cantile' 
nanij  ad  nauseam  usque — as  thoudb  vou 
carried  a  psalter  in  your  pocket?  When 
I  want  to  listen  to  anything  of  that 
kind,  why,  I'll  pay  a  parson !  Haven't 
I  a  tide  enough  of  horror  to  bear  up 
against  already,  without  your  bringing 
a  sea  of  superstition  upon  me?  No 
more  of  it — ^no  more — *tis  foul."  I  felt 
roused  myself,  at  last,  to  something 
like  correspondent  emotion ;  for  there 
was  an  insolence  of  assumption  in  his 
tone  which  I  could  not  brook. 

"Mr  Effingstone,"  said  I  calmly, 
"  this  silly  swagger  will  not  do.  *Iis 
unworthy  of  you — unscholarly — un- 
gentlemanly.  Yovl  force  me  to  say  so. 
I  beg  I  may  hear  no  more  of  it,  or  you 
and  I  must  part,  I  have  never  been 
accustomed  to  such  treatment,  and  I 
cannot  now  learn  how  to  endure  it 
from  you.  From  what  quarter  can  you 
expect  support  or  fortitude,"  said  I,  in 
a  milder  tone,  seeing  him  startled  and 
surprised  at  my  tone  and  manner,  "ex- 
cept the  despised  consolations  of  reli- 
gion?" 

"Doctor,  you  are  too  superior  to 
petty  feelings  not  to  overlook  a  little 
occasionalpetulanceinsuch  a  wretched 
fellow  as  1  am!  You  ask  me  whither 
I  look  for  support?  I  reply,  to  the 
energies  of  my  own  mind — the  tried, 
disciplined  energies  of  my  own  mind, 
doctor — a  mind  that  never  knew  what 
fear  was — ^that  no  disastrous  combina- 
tions of  misfortune  could  ever  yet 


shake  from  its  fortitude!  What  but 
this  is  it,  that  enables  me  to  shut  my 
ears  to  the  whisperings  of  some  pity- 
ing fiend,  who,  knowing  what  hideous 
tortures  await  me,  has  stepped  out  of 
hell  to  come  and  advise  me  to  suicide 
— eh?"  he  inquired,  his  eye  glaring 
on  me  with  a  very  fearful  expression. 
"However,  as  religion,  that  is,  your 
Christian  religion,  is  a  subject  on 
which  you  and  I  can  never  agree — an 
old  bone  of  contention  between  us — 
why,  the  less  said  about  it  the  better. 
It's  useless  to  irritate  a  man  whose 
mind  is  made  up^I  shall  never — I  wiU 
never — ^be  a  believer.  May  I  perish 
first ! "  he  concluded,  with  angry  vehe- 
mence. 

The  remainder  of  the  interview  I 
spent  in  endeavouring  to  persuade 
bun  to  relinquish  his  present  unsuit- 
able lodgings,  and  return  to  the  sphere 
of  his  mends  and  relations — but  in 
vain.  He  was  fixedly  determined  to 
continue  in  that  obscure  hole,  he  said, 
till  there  was  about  a  week  or  so  be- 
tween him  and  death,  and  then  he 
would  return,  "  and  die  in  the  bosom 
of  his  family,  as  the  phrase  was." 
Alas !  however,  I  knew  tut  too  well, 
that,  in  the  event  of  his  adhering  to 
that  resolution,  he  was  fated  to  expire 
in  the  bed  where  he  then  lay ;  for  I 
foresaw  but  too  truly  that  the  termina- 
tion of  his  illness  would  be  attended 
with  circumstances  rendering  removal 
utterly  impossible.  He  made  me  pled^ 
my  word  that  I  would  not,  without  his 
express  request  or  sanction,  apprise 
any  member  of  his  family,  or  anv  of 
his  friends,  that  he  had  retumea  to 
England.  It  was  in  vain  that  I  ex- 
postulated— ^that  I  represented  the  re- 
sponsibility imposed  upon  me;  and 
reminded  him,  that,  in  the  event  of 
anything  serious  and  sudden  befalling 
him,  the  censure  of  all  his  relatives 
would  be  levelled  at  me.  He  was  im- 
movable.  "  Doctor,  you  know  well  I 
dare  not  see  them,  as  well  on  my  own 
account  as  theirs,"  said  he  bitterly. 
He  begged  me  to  prescribe  him  a 

Eowerfbl  anodyne  draught;  for  that 
e  could  get  no  rest  at  nights — ^that 
an  intense,  racking  pain  was  gnaw- 
a 
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ing  all  his  bones  from  morning  to 
eveiiiDg — from  evening  to  morning: 
and  what  with  this  and  other  dresd- 
ful  concomitants,  he  "  was,"  he  said, 
''  suffering  the  tortures  of  the  damned, 
and  perhaps  worse."  I  complied  with 
his  request,  and  ordered  him  also  many 
other  medicines  and  applications,  and 
promised  to  see  him  soon  in  the  morn- 
ing. I  was,  accordingly,  with  him 
about  twelve  the  next  day.  He  was 
sitting  up,  and  in  his  dressing-gown, 
before  the  fire,  in  great  pain,  and  suf- 
fering under  the  deepest  dejection. 
He  complained  heavily  of  the  intense 
and  unremitting  agony  he  had  endured 
all  night  long,  and  thought  that,  from 
some  cause  or  other,  the  laudanum 
draught  I  ordered  had  tended  to  make 
him  only  more  acutely  sensible  of  the 
pain.  "It  is  a  peculiar  and  horrible 
sensation ;  and  I  cannot  give  you  an 
adequate  idea  of  it,"  he  said :  "  it  is 
as  tnough  the  marrow  in  my  bones 
were  transformed  into  something  ani- 
mated—  into  blind-worms,  writhing, 
biting,  and  stinging  incessantly" — 
and  he  shuddered,  as  did  I  also,  at  the 
revolting  comparison.  He  put  me  upon 
a  minute  exposition  of  the  rationale  of 
his  disorder ;  and  if  ever  I  was  at  a 
loss  for  adequate  expressions  or  illus- 
trations, he  supplied  them  with  a  readi- 
ness, an  exquisite  appositeness,  which, 
added  to  his  astonishing  acuteness  in 
comprehending  the  most  strictly  tech- 
nical details,  mled  me  with  admiration 
for  his  great  powers  of  mind,  and 
poignant  regret  at  their  miserable  de- 
secration. 

"  Well,  I  don't  think  you  can  give 
me  any  efficient  relief,  doctor,"  said 
he;  "and  I  am,  therefore,  bent  on 
trying  a  scheme  of  my  own." 

"  And  what,  pray,  may  that  be  ?"  I 
inquired  curiously,  with  a  sigh. 

"  I'll  tell  you  my  preparations.  I've 
ordered — ^by 1 — nearly  a  hundred- 
weight of  the  strongest  tobacco  that's 
to  be  bought,  and  thousands  of  pipes ; 
and  with  these  I  intend  to  smoke  m}r- 
self  into  stupidity,  or  rather  insensi- 
bility, if  possible,  till  I  can't  undertake 
to  say  whether  I  live  or  not ;  and  my 
good  fellow,  George,  is  to  be  reading 
mo  Don  Quixote  the  while."    Oh,  with 


what  a  sorrowful  air  of  forced  gaiety 
was  all  this  uttered ! 

One  sudden  burst  of  bitterness  I 
well  recollect.  I  was  saying,  while 
putting  on  my  gloves  to  go,  that  I 
noped  to  see  him  in  better  spirits  the 
next  time  I  called. 

"  Better  spirits  !  Ha !  ha !  How 
the  —  can  I  be  in  better  spirits — 
an  exile  from  society — ^and  absolutely 
rotting  away  here — in  such  a  con- 
temptible hovel  as  this,  among  a  set 
of  base-bom  brutal  savages  7 — ^faugh ! 
faugh!  It  does  need  something  here 
— ^here,"  pressing  his  hand  to  his  fore- 
head, "to  bear  it—ay,  it  does!"  I 
thought  his  tones  were  tremulous,  an4 
that  for  the  first  time  I  had  ever  known 
them  so ;  and  I  could  not  help  think- 
ing the  tears  came  into  his  eyes,  for 
he  started  suddenly  from  me,  and  af- 
fected to  be  gazing  at  some  passing 
object  in  the  street.  I  saw  he  was  be- 
ginning to  droop  under  a  conscious- 
ness of  the.  bitter  degradation  into 
which  he  had  sunk — the  wretched 
prospect  of  his  sun's  goinff  down  at 
noon — and  in  darkness !  I  saw  that 
the  strength  of  mind  to  which  he  clung 
so  pertinaciously  for  support,  was  fast 
disappearing.  Use  snow  beneath  the 
sunbeam.  •  *  * 

[Then  follow  the  details  of  his 
disease,  which  are  so  shocking  as  to 
be  unfit  for  any  but  professional  eyes. 
They  represent  all  the  energies  of  his 
nature  as  shaken  beyond  the  possi- 
bility of  restoration — his  constitution 
thoroughly  polluted — wholly  under- 
mined. That  the  remedies  resorted  to 
had  been  almost  more  dreadful  than 
the  disease  —  and  yet  exhibited  in 
vain!  In  the  next  twenty  pages  of 
the  Diary,  the  shades  of  horror  are 
represented  as  gradually  closing  and 
darkening  around  this  wretched  victim 
of  debauchery;  and  the  narrative  is 
carried  forward  through  three  months. 
A  few  extracts  only,  from  this  portion, 
are  fitting  for  the  reader.] 

Friday,  January  6. — Mr  Effingstone 
continues  in  the  same  deplorable  state 
described  in  my  former  entry.  It  is 
absolutely  revolting  to  enter  his  room, 
the  effluvia  is  so  sickening,  so  over- 
powering.   I  am  compellea  to  use  a 
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vinaigrette  incessantly,  as  well  as 
eai^de-cologne,  and  other  scents,  in 
profusion.  I  fotmd  him  en^ged,  as 
usual,  deep  in  Fdrcnmu  Arhter  I  He 
still  makes  the  same  wretched  show  of 
reliance  on  the  strength  and  firmness 
of  his  mental  powers ;  but  his  worn 
and  haggard  features — the  burning 
brilliance  of  his  often  half-frenzied 
eyes — the  broken,  hollow  tones  of  lus 
▼oice — ^his  sudden  starts  of  apprehen- 
sion— ^belie  every  word  he  utters.  He 
describes  his  bodlily  sufferings  as  fright- 
ful.   Indeed,  Mrs has  often  told 

me,  that  his  ^oans  both  disturb  and 
alarm  the  neighbours,  even  as  far  as 
on  the  other  side  of  tiie  street !  The 
▼ery  watchman  has  several  times  been 
so  much  startled  in  passing,  at  hearing 
his  groans,  that  he  nas  knocked  at  the 
door  to  inq^uire  about  them.    Neither 

Sir nor  I  can  think  of  anything 

that  seems  likely  to  assuage  his  agonies. 
Even  laudanumhas  failed  us  altogether, 
though  it  has  been  given  in  unprece- 
dented quantities.  I  think  I  can  say, 
with  truth  and  sincerity,  that  scarce 
the  wealth  of  the  Indies  should  tempt 
me  to  undertake  the  management  of 
another  such  case.  I  am  losing  my 
appetite  ^  loathe  animal  food  —  am 
haunted  iday  and  night  by  the  piteous 
spectacle  which  I  have  to  encounter 
daily  in  Mr  Effingstone.  Oh!  that 
Heaven  would  terminate  his  tortures 
— surely  he  has  suffered  enough !  I 
am  sure  he  would  hail  the  prospect  of 
death  with  ecstasy ! 

Wednesday,  10. — Poor,  infatuated, 
obstinate  Emngstone,  will  not  yet  al- 
low me  to  communicate  with  any  of 
his  family  or  friends,  though  he  knows 
they  are  almost  distracted  at  not  hear- 
ing from  him,  fancying  him  yet  abroad. 

Cmonel asked  me  the  other  day, 

earnestly,  when  I  last  heard  from^  Mr 
Effingstone !  I  wonder  my  conscious 
looks  did  not  betray  me.  I  almost 
wish  they  had.  Good  God  I  in  what 
a  painful  predicament  I  am  placed ! 
What  am  I  to  do?  Shall  I  tell  them 
all  about  him,  and  disregard  conse- 
quences? Oh — no — ^no!  how  can  that 
b^,  when  my  word  and  honour  are 
solemnly  pledged  to  the  contrary? 

Satwrday,  20. — ^Poor  Effingstone  has 


experienced  a  signal  instance  of  the 
ingratitude  and  heartlessness  of  mere 
men  of  the  world.  He  sent  his  man, 
some  time  ago,  with  a  confidential  note 

to  Captain ,  formerly  one  of  his 

most  mtimate  acquaintances,  stating 
briefly  the  shocking  circumstances  in 
which  he  is  placed,  and  begging  him 
to  call  and  see  him.  The  captain  sent 
back  a  vivA  voce  (/)  message,  that  he 
should  feel  happy  in  calling  on  Mr 
Effingstone  in  a  few  days*  time,  and 
would  then,  but  that  he  was  busy 
making  up  a  match  at  billiards,  and 
balancmg  his  betting-book,  &c.  &c. 
&c.  I  This  day  the  fellow  rode  up  to 
the  door,  and— Ze/i  a  card  for  Mr 
Wingstone,  tmthout  cuhing  to  see  Kim! 
Heartless,  contemptible  thing  !  —  I 
drove  up  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
after  this  genAeman  had  left.  Poor 
EfQngstone  could  not  repress  tears 
while  informing  me  of  the  above. 
"  Would  you  believe  it,  doctor,"  said 

he,  "  that  Captain was  one  of  my 

most  intimate  companions — that  he 
has  won  very  many  hundred  pounds 
of  my  money — ^and  that  I  have  stood 
his  second  in  a  duel?"  "  Oh,  yes — I 
could  believe  it  all,  and  much  more ! " 

"My  poor  man,  Geor^,"  he  re- 
sumed, "is  worth  a  million  of  such 
puppies !  Don't  vou  think  the  good, 
faithful  fellow  looks  ill  ?  He  is  at  my 
bedside  twenty  times  a  night !  Pray, 
try  and  do  something  for  him !  I've 
left  him  a  trifling  annuity  out  of  the 
wreck  of  my  fortune,  poor  fellow!" 
and  the  rebellious  tears  again  glistened 
in  his  eyes.  His  tortures  are  unmiti- 
gated. 

Friday,  26. — Surely,  surely,  I  have 
never  seen,  and  seldom  heard  or  read, 
of  such  sufferings  as  the  wretched 
Effingstone*s.  He  strives  to  endure 
them  with  the  fortitude  and  patience 
of  a  martyr ;  or  rather,  is  struggling 
to  exhibit  a  spirit  of  sullen,  stoiciS 
submission  to  his  fate,  such  as  is  in- 
culcated in  Arrian's  Discourses  of 
Epictetus,  which  he  reads  almost 
all  day.*    His  anguish  is  so  excrun 

*  Though  it  may  be  thought  far-fetched  and 
improbable,  to  represent  mj  patient  enanged 
in  the  perusal  of  such  works  as  are  menooned 
in  the  texl^  I  can  assure  the  reader,  that  I . 
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ciating  and  uninterrupted,  that  I  am 
astonished  how  he  retains  the  use  of 
his  reason.  All  power  of  locomotion 
has  disappeared  long  ago.  The  only 
parts  of  his  body  te  can  move  now, 
are  his  fingers,  toes,  and  head — which 
latter  he  sometimes  shakes  about,  in 
a  sudden  ecstasy  of  pain,  with  such 
fiightful  violence  as  would,  one  would 
think,  almost  suffice  to  sever  it  from 
his  shoulders  I  The  flesh  of  the  lower 
extremities — ^the  flesh *  *  Hor- 
rible! All  sensation  has  ceased  in 
them  for  a  fortnight  I  He  describes 
the  agonies  about  his  stomach  and 
bowels  to  be  as  though  wolves  were 
ravenously  gnawing  and  mangling  all 
within. 

Oh,  my  God !  if  "  men  about  town," 
in  London,  or  elsewhere,  could  but  see 
the  hideous  spectacle  Mr  Effingstone 
presents,  surely  it  would  palsy  them 
in  the  pursuit  of  ruin,  and  scare  them 
into  the  paths  of  virtue ! 

Mrs ,  his  landlady,  is  so  ill  with 

attendance  on  him — almost  poisoned 
by  the  foul  air  in  his  chamber — ^that  she 
is  gone  to  the  house  of  a  relative  for 
a  few  weeks,  in  a  distant  part  of  the 
town,  having  first  engaged  one  of  the 
poor  neighbours  to  supply  her  place  as 
Mr  Effingstone*s  nurse.  The  people 
opposite,  and  on  each  side  of  the 
house,  are  complaining  again,  loudly, 
of  the  strange  nocturnal  noises  heard 
in  Mr  Effingstone*8  room.  They  are 
his  groanings ! 

Tuesiiay,  31. — ^Again  I  have  visited 
that  scene  of  loathsomeness  and  hor- 
ror— ^Mr  Effingstone's  chamber.  The 
nurse  and  George  told  me  he  had  been 
raving  deliriously  all  night  long.  I 
found  him  incredibly  altered  in  coun- 
tenance, so  much  so,  that  I  should 
hardly  have  recognised  his  features. 
He  was  mumbling  with  his  eyes  closed, 
when  I  entered  the  room. 

*'  Doctor !  *'  he  exclaimed  in  a  tone 
of  doubt  and  fear,  such  as  I  had  never 
known  from  him  before,  "  you  have  not 

hkve  known  seyeral  men  of  the  world—espe- 
cially if  with  any  pretension  to  Bcholarship— 
endeayouring  to  steel  themselves  against  the 
pain  and  terrors  of  the  deathbed,by  an  earnest 
study  of  the  old  stole  philosophy ;  anything, 
of  course,  being  better  than  the  mild  and 
glorious  consolations  of  ChristiMiity. 


heard  me  abuse  the  Bible  lately,  have 
you?" 
"  Not  very  lately,  Mr  Effingstone," 

**  Good,**  said  he  with  his  usual  de- 
cision and  energy  of  manner.  ''  There 
are  awfiil  things  in  that  book— aren*t 
there,  doctor?*^ 

"  Many  very  awfiil  things  there  are 
indeed,"  i  replied,  with  a  sigh. 

"  I  thought  so — ^I  thought  so.  Pray  " 
^his  manner  grew  suddenly  per- 
turbed, and  he  paused  for  a  moment  as 
if  to  recollect  himself—"  Pray — pray  " 

again  he  paused,  but  could  not 

succeed  in  disguising  his  trepidation, 
"  do  yoi\  happen  to  recollect  whether 
there  are  such  words  in  the  Bible  as 
'many  stbipes?*' 


"  Yes,  there  are ;   and  they  form 

r,rt  of  a  very  fearful  passage,"  said 
quoting  the  verse  as  nearly  as  I 
could.  He  listened  silently.  His  fea- 
tures swelled  with  suppressed  emotion. 
There  was  horror  in  ms  eye. 

"  Doctor,  what  a — a — ^remark — able 
— ^nay,  hideous  dream  I  had  last  night ! 
I  thought  a  fiend  came  and  took  me  to 
a  gloomy  belfry,  or  some  other  such 
place,  and  muttered  '  Many  stripes — 
many  stripes,*  in  my  ear:  and  the 
huge  bell  tolled  me  into  madness,  for 
all  the  damned  danced  around  me  to 
the  sound  of  it ;  ha !  ha ! "  He  added, 
with  a  faint  laugh,  after  a  pause, 
"  There's  something  cu — cur — cursed- 
ly odd  in  the  coincidencef  isn't  there  ? 
How  it  would  have  frightened  eome!'* 
he  continued,  a  forced  smile  flitting 
over  his  haggard  features,  as  if  in 
mockery.  "  But  it  is  easily  to  be  ac- 
counted for — the  intimate  connection 
— sym]>athy — ^between  mind  and  mat- 
ter, reciprocally  affecting  each  other — 
affecting  eachr— -ha,  ha,  ha !  Doctor, 
it's  no  use  keeping  up  this  damned 
farce   any  longer.      Human   nature 

won't  bear  it.     D ^nl  I'm  goinff 

down  to  Hell  I  I  am!"  said  he,  al- 
most  yelling  out  the  words.  I  had 
never  before  witnessed  such  a  fearful 
manifestation  of  his  feelings  I  I  almost 
started  from  the  chair  on  which  I  was 
sitting. 

"  wliy" — ^he  continued,  in  nearly 
the  same  tone  and  manner,  as  if  he  had 
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lost  all  self-control,  "  what  is  it  that  has 
maddened  me  all  my  life,  and  left  me 
sober  only  at  this  ghastly  hour — ^too 
late?"  My  agitation  would  not  per- 
mit me  to  do  more  than  whisper  a  few 
unconnected  words  of  encouragement, 
almost  inaudible  to  myself.  In  about 
five  minutes'  time,  neither  of  ns  having 
broken  the  silence  of  the  interval,  he 
said  in  9^  calmer  tone,  "Doctor,  be 
good  enough  to  wipe  my  forehead — 
wiU  you  ?  "  I  did  so.  "  You  know  bet- 
ter, doctor,  of  course,  than  to  attach 
any  importance  to  the  nonsensical  rant- 
ings  extorted  by  deathbed  agonies, 
eh?  Don't  dying  people,  at  least 
those  who  die  in  great  pain,  almost 
always  express  themselves  so  ?  How 
apt  superstition  is  to  rear  its  dismal 
flag  over  the  prostrate  energies  of  one's 
soul,  when  the  body  is  racked  by  tor- 
tures like  mine!  Oh! — oh! — oh! — 
that  maddening  sensation  about  the 
centre  of  my  stomach !  Doctor  " — ^he 
added,  after  a  pause,  with  a  grim  air 
— "go  home,  and  forget  all  the  stuff 
you  have  heard  me  utter  to-day — 

*  Bichard's  himself  again ! ' " 

Thursday y  2d  February. — On  arriv- 
ing this  morning  at Row,  I  was 

shown  into  the  back  parlour,  where 
sat  the  nurse,  very  sick  and  faint. 
She  begged  me  to  procure  a  substitute, 
for  that  she  was  nearly  killed  herself, 
and  nothing  should  tempt  her  to  con- 
tinue in  her  present  situation.  Poor 
thing !  I  did  not  wonder  at  it.  I  told 
her  I  would  send  a  nurse  from  one  of 
the  hospitals  that  evening ;  and  then 
inquirea  what  sort  of  a  night  Mr  Ef- 
fingstone  had  passed.  "  Terrible,"  she 
said;  "  groaning,  shaking,  and  roaring 
all  night  long — *  Many  stripes!' — 

*  Many  stripes ! ' — *  0  God  of  mercy !  * 
and  inquirmg  perpetually  for  you." 
I  repaired  to  the  fatal  chamber  imme- 
diately, though  latterly  my  spirits  be- 
gan to  fail  me  whenever  I  approached 
the  door.  I  was  going  to  take  my 
usual  seat  in  the  arm-chair  by  the 
bedside. 

"  Don't  sit  there — don't  sit  there," 
groaned,  or  rather  gasped  Mr  Effing- 
stone  ;  "  for  a  hideous  being  sat  in  that 
chair  all  night  long" — every  muscle 
in  his  face  crept  and  shrank  with  hor- 


ror —  "  muttering,  *  Many  stripes  I  * 
Doctor,  order  that  blighted  chair  to  be 
taken  away,  broken  m),  and  burnt, 
every  splinter  of  it !  Let  no  human 
being  ever  sit  in  it  again !  And  give 
instructions  to  the  people  about  me 
never  to  desert  me  for  a  moment — or 
-—or — carry  me  off! — ^theywill!  *  *  * 
My  frenzied  fancy  conjures  up  the 
ghastliest  objects  that  can  scare  man 
into  madness."    He  paused. 

"  Great  God,  doctor !  suppose,  after 
sdl,  what  the  Bible  says  should  prove 
true !  "—he  literally  gnashed  his  teeth 
and  looked  a  truer  image  of  Despair 
than  I  have  ever  seen  represented  in 
pictures,  on  the  stage,  or  in  real  life. 

"  Why,  Mr  Effingstone,  if  it  shotdd, 
it  need  not  be  to  your  sorrow,  unless 
you  choose  to  make  it  so,"  said  I  in  a 
soothing  tone. 

"Needn't  it,  needn't  it?"  with  an 
abstracted  air— "Needn't  it?  Oh, 
good! — hope — ^there,  there  it  sat,  all 
night  long — ^there !  I've  no  recollec- 
tion of  any  distinct  personality,  and 
yet  I  thought  it  sometimes  looked  like 
— Of  course,"  he  added,  after  a  pause, 
and  a  sigh  of  exhaustion — "  of  course 
these  phantoms,  or  similar  ones,  must 
often  nave  been  described  to  you  by 
dyin^  people — eh  ?  " 

JFndaVf  Bd. — *  *  *  He  was  in  a 
strancel^  altered  mood  to-day;  for 
thou^  his  condition  might  be  aptly  de- 
scribed by  the  words  "  dead  alive,"  his 
calm  demeanour,  his  tranquillised  fea- 
tures, and  the  mild  expression  of  his 
eye,  assured  me  he  believed  what  he 
said,  when  he  told  me  that  his  disorder 
had  "  taken  a  turn," — ^that  the  "  crisis 
was  past ; "  and  he  should  recover  I 
Alas!  was  it  ever  kn«wn  that  dead 
mortified  flesh  ever  resumed  its  life  and 
fonctions  !  To  save  himself  from  the 
spring  of  a  tiger,  he  could  not  have 
moved  a  foot  or  finger,  and  that  for 
the  last  week !  Poor,  poor  Mr  Efiing- 
stone  began  to  thank  me  for  my  atten- 
tions to  him  during  his  illness ;  said, 
he  "  owed  his  life  to  my  consummate 
skill ; "  and  he  would  "  trumpet  my 
fame  to  the  Andes,  if  I  succeeded  in 
bringing  him  through ! " 

"  It  has  been  a  very  horrible  affair, 
doctor — ^hasn't  it?"  said  ^f^^^]^ 
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•  "  Very,  very,  Mr  Effingstone ;  and 
it  is  my  duty  to  tell  you,  there  is  yet 
much  norror  hefore  you ! " 

"  Ah !  well,  well !  I  see  you  don't 
want  me  to  be  too  sang^uine — ^too  im- 
patient. It's  kindly  meant — very! 
boctor,  when  I  leave  here,  I  leave  it 
an  altered  man  t  Come,  does  that  not 
gratify  you,  eh  ?  " 

I  could  not  help  a  sigh.  He  would 
be  an  aUeredman^  and  that  very  diortly ! 
He  mistook  the  feelings  which  prompt- 
ed the  sigh.  "  Mind—not  that  I'm  go- 
ing to  commence  «»*»«— far,  oh,  very 
far  from  it ;  but — ^but  I  don't  despair  of 
being  at  some  time  or  other  a  Chris- 
tian. I  don't,  upon  my  honour !  The 
New  Testament  is  a  sublime — a — I 
believe — a  revelation  of  the  Almighty. 
My  heart  is  quite  humbled;  yet — 
mark  me — ^I  don't  mean  exactly  to  say 
I'm  a  beKever-^not  by  any  means ; 
but  I  can't  help  thinking  that  my  in- 

?uiries  might  tend  to  make  me  so." 
hinted  that  sdl  these  were  indica- 
tions of  bettered  feelings.  I  could  say 
no  more. 

"  I'm  bent  on  leading  a  different 
life  to  what  I  have  led  before,  at  iJl 
events!  Let  me  see — I'll  tell  you 
what  I  have  been  chalking  out  during 

the  night.    I  shall  go  to  Lord ^'s 

villa  in •,  whither  I  have  often 

been  invited,  and  shall  read  Lardner 
and  Paley,  and  get  them  up  thoroughly 
—I  will,  by 1" 

"  Mr  Effingstone,  pardon  me" 

"  Ah !  I  understand — ^'twas  a  mere 
slip  of  the  tongue ;  what's  bred  in  the 
bone,  you  know" 

"  I  was  not  alluding  to  the  oath,  Mr 
Effingstone ;  but — ^but  it  is  my  duty  to 
warn  you" — y- 

"  Ah !  that  I'm  not  going  the  right 
way  to  work— eh?  Well,  at  all  events, 
I'll  consult  a  clergyman.  The  Bishop 

of is  a  distant  connection  of  our 

family,  you  know — ^111  ask  his  advice  I 

*  *  Oh,  doctor,  look  at  that  rich 
— that  blessed  light  of  the  sim  I  Oh, 
draw  aside  the  window  curtain — ^let 
me  feel  it  on  me !  What  an  image  of 
the  beneficence  of  the  Deity ! — a  smUe 
flung  from  his  face  over  the  universe  !"* 

*  A  provincial  critic  grarely  says  of  this — 
"A  fine,  a  noble  conceit,  it  must  be  owned; 


I  drew  aside  the  curtain.  It  was  a  cold, 
clear,  frosty  day,  and  the  sun  shone 
into  the  room  with  cheerful  lustre.  Oh ! 
how  awfully  distinct  were  the  ravages 
which  his  wasted  featured  had  sus- 
tained! His  soul  seemed  to  expand 
beneath  the  genial  influence  of  the  sun- 
beams ;  and  he  ag^ain  expressed  his 
confident  expectations  of  recovery. 

"  Mr  Effingstone,  do  not  persist  in 
cherishinflf  false  hopes  I  Once  for  all," 
said  I,  with  all  the  deliberate  solemnity 
I  could  throw  into  my  manner,  "  I  as- 
sure you,  in  the  presence  of  God,  that, 
unless  a  miracle  takes  place,  it  is  ut- 
terly impossible  for  you  to  recover,  or 
even  to  last  a  week  longer ! "  I  thought 
it  had  killed  him.  His  features  whit- 
ened visibly  as  I  concluded ;  his  eye 
seemed  to  sink,  and  the  eyelids  fell. 
His  lips  presently  moved,  but  uttered 
no  sound.  I  thought  he  had  received 
his  death-stroke,  and  was  immeasur- 
ably shocked  at  its  having  been  from 
my  hands,  even  though  in  the  strict 
performance  of  my  duty.  Half  an 
nour's  time,  however,  saw  him  restored 
to  nearly  the  same  state  in  which  he 
had  been  previously.  I  begged  him 
to  allow  me  to  send  a  clergyman  to 
him,  as  the  best  means  of  soothing  and 
quieting  his  mind :  but  he  shook  his 
head  despondingly.     I  pressed   my 

g^int,  ana  he  said  deliberately,  '*No." 
e  muttered  some  such  words  as, 
"  The  Deity  has  determined  on  my  de- 
struction, and  is  permitting  his  devils 
to  mock  me  with  hopes  of  this  sort — 
let  me  go  then  to  my  own  place ! "  In 
this  awful  state  of  mind  I  was  com- 
pelled to  leave  him.  I  sent  a  clerg}'- 
man  to  him  in  my  chaise — ^the  same 

whom  I  had  called  to  visit  Mr 

(alluding  to  the  **  Scholar's  Death- 
bed "  ) ;  but  he  refused  to  see  him,  say- 
ing, that  if  he  presumed  to  force  him- 
self into  the  room,  he  would  spit  in 
his  face,  though  he  could  not  nse  to 
kick  him  out!     The  temper  of  his 

but  only  an  expansion  of  one  of  Moore's  in 
Laila  Rookh^*  'Twas  a  bright  smile  the  Angel 
threw  ftom  Heaven's  gate.' "  Whatever  may 
be  the  merit  of  the  expresdon  in  the  text,  it 
cannot  truly  be  chained  with  plagifuism.  I 
never  read  LaUa  Rowh  in  my  life,  nor  ever 
saw  or  heard  of  the  above-dted  passage,  till 
it  was  pointed  out  by  the  Bristol  critic. 
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mind  had  changed  into  something  per- 
fectly diabolical  ssince  my  interview 
with  him. 

Sctturday,  4^A.  —  Really  m^  own 
health  is  suffering — my  spirits  are 
sinking  through  the  daily  norrors  I 
have  to  encoimter  at  Mr  Effingstone's 
apartment.  This  morning  I  sat  by  his 
bedside  full  half  an  hour,  listening  to 
him  uttering  nothing  but  groans  that 
shook  my  very  soul  within  me.  He 
did  not  know  me  when  I  spoke  to  him, 
and  took  no  notice  of  me  whatever. 
At  length  his  groans  were  mingled 
with  such  expressions  as  these,  indi- 
cating that  his  disturbed  fancy  had 
wandered  to  former  scenes : — 

"  Oh !  oh  !— Pitch  it  into  him.  Bob ! 
Ten  to  two  on  Crib !  Horrible  !  — 
These  dice  are  loaded,  Wilmington ; 

by ,  I  know  they  are !   Seven's  the 

main!    Ha! — doneyhy !      *      * 

Hector,  yes — [he  was  alluding  to  a 
faTOurite  race-norsel— won't  'bate  a 
pound  of  his  price !  Your  Grace  shall 
have  him  for  six  hundred — ^Forelegs, 
only  look  at  them ! — There,  there,  go 
it !  away,  away !  neck  and  neck — ^In, 

in,  by !     *     *     Hannah !  what 

the 's  become  of  her  ? — drowned  ? 

No,  no,  no !    What  a  fiend  incarnate 

that  Bet is!    *    »    Oh!  horror, 

horror, horror !  Rottenness!  Oh, that 
some  one  would  knock  me  on  the  head 
and  end  me!  *  *  Fire,  fire!  Stripes, 
many  stripes — Stuff!    You  didn't  fire 

fair.    By ,  you  fired  before  your 

time — [alluding,  I  suppose,  to  a  duel 
in  which  he  had  been  concerned] — 
Curse  your  cowardice ! " 

Such  was  the  substance  of  what  he 
uttered ;  it  was  in  vain  that  1  tried  to 
arrest  the  torrent  of  vile  recollections. 

"  Doctor,  doctor,  I  shall  die  of 
fright ! "  he  exclaimed  an  hour  after- 
wards— "  What  do  you  think  happened 
to  me  last  night?  I  was  lying  here, 
with  the  fire  burnt  very  low,  and  the 
candles  gone  out.  George  was  asleep, 
poor  fellow,  and  the  woman  gone  out 
to  get  an  hour's  rest  also.  I  was  look- 
ing about,  and  suddenly  saw  the  dim 
outline  of  a  table,  set,  as  it  were,  in 
the  middle  of  the  room.  There  were 
four  chairs  faintly  visible,  and  three 
ghostly  figures  came  through  that  door 


and  sat  in  them,  one  by  one,  leaving 
one  vacant.  They  began  a  sort  of 
horrid  whispering,  more  like  gasping ; 
they  were  devils,  and  talked  about — 
my  damnation !  The  fourth  chair  was 
for  me,  they  said,  and  all  t^ree  turned 
and  looked  me  in  the  face.  Oh !  hideous 
— shapeless — damned!"  He  uttered 
a  shuddering  groan.    ♦    *    * 

[Here  follows  an  account  of  his  in- 
terview with  his  two  brothers — ^the 
only  members  of  the  family  (whom  he 
had  at  last  permitted  to  be  informed 
of  his  fiightful  condition)  that  would 
come  and  see  him.]  *  *  »  He  did 
little  else  than  rave  and  howl,  in  a 
blasphemous  manner,  all  the  while 
they  were  present.  He  seemed  hardly 
to  be  aware  of  their  being  his  brothers, 
and  to  forget  the  place  where  he  was. 

He  cursed  me,  then  Sir ^  and  his 

man  George,  and  charged  us  with  com- 
passing his  death,  concealing  his  case, 
from  his  family,  and  execi*ating  us  for 
not  allowing  mm  to  be  removed  to  the 
west  end  of  the  town.  In  vain  we  as- 
sured him  that  his  removal  was  utterly 
impossible — ^the  time  was  past— I  haid 
offered  it  once.  He  gnashed  his  teeth, 
and  spit  at  us  all ! — **  What !  die— die 
— ^DiB  in  this  damned  hole  ? — ^I  won't 

die  here — I  will  go  to  Street. 

Take  me  off!  —  Devils,  then  do  you 
come  and  carry  me  there! — Come — 
out,  out,  out  upon  you! — *  *  * — 
You  have  killed  me,  all  of  you ! — You're 
throttling  me! — You've  put  a  hill  of 
iron  on  me — I'm  dead — all  my  body 
is  dead ! — *  *  * — ^George,  you  mon- 
ster! why  are  you  ladling  fire  upon 
me  ? — ^Where  do  you  get  it  ? — Out,  out 
— out !  —  I'm  flooded  with  fire  !  — 
Scorched — Scorched ! — *  *  Now — 
now  for  a  dance  of  devils — Ha — ^I  see ! 

I  see! — ^There's ,  and ,  and 

,  among  them ! — ^What !  all  three 

of  you  dead — ^and  damned  before  me  ? 

— ^W !     Where  are  your  loaded 

dice?— Filled  with  fire,  eh?—*  *— 
So,  YOU  were  the  three  devils  I  saw 
sitting  at  the  table,  eh  ? — ^Well,  I  shall 

be  last— but,  by ,  I'll  be  the  chief 

of  you ! — ^I'U  be  king  in  hell ! — *  * — 
What — what's  that  fiery  owl  sitting 
at  the  bottom  of  the  bed  for,  eh? — 
Kick  it  off— strike  it  I— ^A^ay — out  on 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


104 


BIABY  OF  A  LATE  PHYSICIAN. 


thee,  thou  hup  of  hell ! — ^I  shall  make 
thee  sing  presently ! — ^Let  in  the  snakes 
— let  the  large  serpents  in — I  love 
them !    I  hear  them  writhing  up-stairs 

they  shall  twine  ahout  my  bed ! " 

He  be^an  to  shake  his  head  violently 
from  side  to  side,  his  eyes  glaring  like 
coals  of  fire,  and  his  teeth  gnashing. 
I  never  could  have  ima^ned  anything 
half  so  frightful.  What  with  the 
highlv  excited  state  of  my  feelings, 
and  the  horrible  scents  of  death  which 
were  diffused  about  the  room,  and  to 
which  not  the  strongest  salts  of  am- 
monia, used  incessantly,  could  render 
me  insensible,  I  was  obliged  to  leave 
abruptly.  I  knew  the  last  act  of  the 
black  tragedy  was  closing  that  night ! 
I  left  word  with  the  nurse,  that  so  soon 
as  Mr  Effingstone  should  be  released 
from  his  misery,  she  should  get  into  a 
hackney-coach,  and  come  to  my  house. 
«  *  «  « 

I  lay  tossing  in  bed  all  night  long — 
my  mmd  suffused  with  the  horrors  of 
the  scene  of  which  I  have  endeavoured 
to  give  some  faint  idea  above.  Were 
I  to  record  half  what  I  recollect  of  his 
hideous  ravings,  it  would  scare  myself 
to  read  it! — ^I  will  not!  Let  them 
and  their  memory  perish  I  Let  them 
never  meet  the  eye  or  ear  of  man ! — 
I  fancied  myself  lyin^  side  by  side 
with  the  loathsome  thing  bearing  the 
name  of  Effingstone ;  that  I  could  not 
move  away  from  him ;  that  his  head, 
shaking  from  side  to  side,  as  I  have 
mentioned  above,  was  battering  my 
cheeks  and  forehead ;  in  short,  I  was 
almost  beside  myself!  I  was  in  the 
act  of  uttering  a  fervent  prayer  to  the 
Deity,  that  even  in  the  eleventh  hour 
— ^the  deventh  hour — ^when  a  violent 
ringing  of  the  night -bell  made  me 
spring  out  of  bed.  It  was  as  I  sus- 
pected.  The  nurse  had  come;  and, 
already,  all  was  over.  My  heart 
seemed  to  grow  suddenly  cold  and 
motionless.  I  dressed  myself,  and 
went  down  into  the  drawinff-room. 
On  the  sofa  lay  the  woman :  she  had 
fainted.  On  recovering  her  senses,  I 
asked  her  if  all  was  over ;  she  nodded 
with  an  affrighted  expression !  A  little 
wine  and  water  restored  her  self-pos- 
session.    "  When  did  it  occur  ?      I 


asked.  "  Exactly  as  the  clock  struck 
three,"  she  replied.    "  George,  and  I, 

and  Mr ^  the  apothecary,  whom 

we  had  sent  for  out  of  the  next  street, 
were  standing  round  the  bed.  Mr 
Hardy  lay  tossing  his  head  about  for 
nearly  an  hour,  saying  all  manner  of 
horrible  things.  A  few  minutes  before 
three  he  gave  a  loud  howl,  and  shouted, 
*  Here,  you  wretches — ^why  do  vou  put 
the  candles  out — here — here — ^I'm  dy- 
ing!' 

"  *  God's  peace  be  with  you,  sir ! — 
the  Lord  have  mercy  on  you!'  we 
groaned,  like  people  distracted. 

"  '  Ha,  ha,  ha !— -D— n  you !— D— n 
on  all ! — Dying— D — ^n  me !  I  won't 
ie !— I  won't  £e !— No— No !— D— n 

me — I  won't — ^won't — won't  ' he 

gasped,  and  made  a  noise  as  if  he  was 
choked.  We  looked.  Yes,  he  was 
gone ! " 

He  was  interred  in  an  obscure  dis- 
senting burying-ground  in  the  imme- 
diate neighbourhood,  imder  the  name 
of  Hardy,  for  his  family  refused  to  re- 
cognise him. 

So  lived — so  died,  "  A  Man  about 
Town;"  and  so,  alas!  will  yet  live 
and    die   many  another  man  about 


^ 


Notwithstanding  the  scrupulous  and 
anxious  care  with  which  the  foregoing 
fearful  narrative  was  prepared  for  the 
public  eye,  so  that  a  lively  picture  of 
the  horrors  of  vice  might  be  drawn,  at 
the  same  time  that  a  veil  was  thrown 
over  the  more  ghastly  and  revolting 
features,  in  the  particular  instance — 
the  Editor  regrets  to  state,  that  loud, 
and,  in  some  instances,  angry  com- 
plaints have  been  made  against  it,  in 
one  or  two  influential  and  respectable 
quarters ;  and  in  others,  such  atrocious 
misrepresentations  of  the  author's  de- 
sign, accompanied  by  insulting,  nay, 
beastly  insinuations,  as  have,  he  fears, 
succeeded  in  exciting  suspicion  and 
disgust  in  the  minds  of  those  who  did 
not  read  the  paper  till  after  they  read 
the  cruel  ana  lying  character  fixed 
upon  it.  All  those  with  whom  the 
Editor  has  conversed,  have,  without 
exception,  declared  they  read  the  pa- 
per with  feelings  of  simple  unmiti- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


DEATH  AT  THE  TOILET. 


105 


gated  grief  and  agony — ^in  the  spirit 
aimed  at  by  the  writer.  The  Editor 
farther  states,  that  the  sketch  had  in^ 
its  favour  the  suffrages  of  most  of  the^ 
leading  prints  in  town  and  country, 
some  of  whom  were  pleased  to  express 
themselves  in  terms  of  such  flattering 
eulogy,  as  even  the  writer  of  the  Diary 
might  consider  extravagant.  Three 
other  such  attacks  were  made  upon  it 
by  London  Journals,  as  sink  their  ^r- 
petrators  beneath  the  desert  of  notice. 
Woe  be  to  those  polluted  minds  and 
degraded  hearts,  that  could  attach  euch 
meanings  as  would  fain  have  been 
fastened  on  certain  portions  of  "  The 
Man  about  Town ! " 
^ncentm  est  niai  vas,  quodcunque  infiindiB 

ACE8CIT. 

A  word  to  those  who  may  think  its 
statements  eaxiggerated :  Would  to 
Heaven  that  he  who  suspects  as  much, 
but  once  had  been  beside  the  frightful 
deathbed  of  Effingstone !  Talk  of  ex- 
aggeration ! — that  "  the  experience  of 
mankind  does  not,  nor  ever  did,  fur- 
nish such  scenes  I  "  *  Why,  the  Edi- 
*  American  Paper. 


tor  knows  of  such  a  tale  as,  if  told, 
mig:ht  make  a  devil  to  leap  with  hor- 
ror in  the  fires ! — one  that  a  man  might 
listen  to  with  quaking  heart  and  creep- 
ing flesh,  and  prayers  to  God  that  it 
might  be  forgotten ! 

In  conclusion,  the  Editor  knows 
well,  that,  despite  the  small  cavillers 
above  spoken  of,  this  narrative  has 
wrought  the  most  satisfactory  eflfects 
upon  minds  and  hearts  by  themselves 
thought  irreclaimably  lost :  good  evi- 
dence of  which  lies  now  in  his  escri- 
toire, and  may  possibly  be  appended 
to  some  future  edition  of  this  work.f 
And  he  knows  further,  that  "  The 
Man  about  Town  "  will  continue  long 
to  be  a  beacon,  warning  oflf  from  guilt 
and  ruin  the  "  simple-hearted,  the  un- 
wary, the  beguiled."  If  there  were 
nothing  else  in  these  volumes,  the 
thought  of  writing  "  The  Man  about 
Town"  would  bring  consolation  to  the 
deathbed  of  its  writer,  as  having  en- 
deavoured to  render  lasting  service  to 
society. 

t  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  do  so,  yet.— Ed. 
(4th  Edition.) 
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"  'Tib  no  use  talking  to  me,  mother,  I 

wiU  go  to  Mrs  P 's  party  to-night, 

if  I  die  for  it — ^that's  flat !     You  know 

as  well  as  I  do,  that  Lieutenant  N 

is  to  be  there,  and  he's  going  to  leave 
town  to-morrow — so  up  I  go  to  dress." 

"  Charlotte,  why  will  you  be  so  ob- 
stinate ?    You  know  how  poorly  you 

have  been  all  the  week ;  and  Dr 

says,  late  hours  are  the  worst  things 
in  the  world  for  you." 

"  Pshaw,  mother  !  nonsense,  non- 
sense.** 

"  Be  persuaded  for  once,  now,  I  beg ! 
Oh,  dear,  dear,  what  a  night  it  is  too 


— ^it  pours  with  rain,  and  blows  a  per- 
fect nurricane !  You'll  be  wet,  and 
catch  cold,  rely  on  it.  Come  now, 
won't  you  stop  and  keep  me  company 
to  night  ?    That's  a  good  girl ! " 

"  Some  other  night  will  do  as  well 
for  that,  you  know;  for  now  I'll  go 

to  Mrs  P 's  if  it  rains  cats  and 

dogs.  So  up — ^up — ^up  I  go ! "  singing 
jauntily. 

Oh !  she  shall  dance  all  dress'd  in  white, 
Bo  ladylike. 

Such  were,  very  nearly,  the  words, 
and  such  the  manner^^in  which  Miss 


jigitizedby  VjOOQ^ 


106 


DIARY  OF  A  LATE  PHYSICIAN. 


J expressed  her  determination  to 

act  in  defiance  of  her  mother's  wishes 
and  entreaties.  She  was  the  only 
child  of  her  widowed  mother,  and  had, 
hut  a  few  weeks  before,  completed  her 
twenty -sixth  year,  with  yet  no  other 
prospect  before  her  than  oleak  single- 
olessedness.  A  weaker,  more  frivol- 
ous, and  conceited  creature  never 
breathed — ^the  torment  of  her  amiable 
parent,  the  nuisance  of  her  acquain- 
tance. Though  her  mother's  circum- 
stances were  very  straitened,  sufficing 
barely  to  enable  them  to  maintain  a 
footing  in  what  is  called  the  middling 
genteel  class  of  society,  this  young 
woman  contrived,  by  some  means  or 
other,  to  gratify  her  penchant  for 
dress,  and  gadded  about  here,  there, 
and  everywhere,  the  most  showily- 
dressed  person  in  the  neighbourhood. 
Though  far  from  being  even  pretty- 
faced,  or  having  any  pretensions  to  a 
good  figure — ^for  she  both  stooped  and 
was  skinny — she  yet  believea  herself 
handsome ;  and  by  a  vulgar,  flippant 
forwardness  of  demeanour,  especially 
when  in  mixed  company,  extorted  such 
attentions  as  persuaded  her  that  others 
thought  so. 

For  one  or  two  years  she  had  been 
an  occasional  patient  of  mine.  The 
settled  pallor — the  sallowness  of  her 
complexion,  conjointly  with  other 
symptoms,  evidenced  the  existence  of 
a  liver  complaint ;  and  the  last  visits 
I  had  paid  ner,  were  in  consequence 
of  frequent  sensations  of  oppression 
and  pain  in  the  chest,  whicn  clearly 
indicated  some  organic  disease  of  her 
heaui;.  I  saw  enough  to  warrant  me 
in  warning  her  mother  of  the  possi- 
bility of  her  daughter's  sudden  death 
from  this  cause,   and  the  imminent 

Seril  to  which  she  exposed  herself  by 
ancing,  late   hours^  &c. ;   but  Mrs 

J ;'s    remonstrances,    gentle    and 

affectionate  as  they  always  were,  were 
thrown  away  upon   her  headstrong 
daughter. 
It  was  striking  eight  by  the  church 

clock  when  Miss  J ,  humming  the 

words  of  the  song  above  mentioned, 
lit  her  chamber-candle  by  her  mother's, 
and  withdrew  to  her  room  to  dress, 
soundly  rating  the  servant-girl  by  the 


way,  for  not  having  starched  some 
article  or  other  which  she  intended  to 
,have  worn  that  evening.  As  her  toilet 
was  usually  a  long  and  laborious  busi- 
ness, it  did  not  occasion  much  surprise 
to  her  mother,  who  was  sitting  by 
the  fire  in  their  little  parlour,  reading 
some  book  of  devotion,  that  the  church 
chimes  announced  the  first  quarter 
past  nine  o'clock,  without  her  daugh- 
ter's making  her  appearance.  The 
noise  she  haS  made  overhead  in  walk- 
ing to  and  fro  to  her  drawers,  dress- 
ing-table, &c.,  had  ceased  about  half 
an  hour  ago,  and  her  mother  supposed 
she  was  then  engaged  at  her  glsiss, 
adjusting  her  hair,  and  preparing  her 
complexion. 

"Well,  I  wonder  what  can  make 
Charlotte  so  very  careful  about  her 

dress  to-nieht ! "  exclaimed  Mrs  J , 

removing  her  eyes  from  the  book,  and 
^zing  thoughtfully  at  the  fire ;  "  Oh ! 
it  must  be  because  young  Lieutenant 

N is  to  be  there.    Well,  I  was 

young  myself  once,  and  it's  very  ex- 
cusable in  Charlotte — ^heigho!"  She 
heard  the  wind  howling  so  dismally 
without  that  she  drew  together  the 
coals  of  her  brisk  fire,  and  was  laying 
down  the  poker,  when  the  clock  of 

church  struck  the  second  quarter 

after  nine. 

"  Why,  what  in  the  world  can  Char- 
lotte be  doing  all  this  while?"  she 
again  inquired.  She  listened — "  I  have 
not  heard  her  moving  for  the  last  three 
quarters  of  an  hour !  I'll  call  the  maid 
and  ask."  She  rang  the  bell,  and  the 
servant  appeared. 

"  Betty,  Miss  J is  not  gone  yet, 

is  she  ?''^ 

"  La,  no,  ma'am,"  replied  the  girl ; 
"  I  took  up  the  curling-irons  only  about 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  ago,  as  sne  had 
put  one  of  her  curls  out ;  and  she  said 
she  should  soon  be  ready.  She's  burst 
her  new  muslin  dress  behind,  and  that 
has  put  her  into  a  way,  ma'am." 

"  tro  up  to  her  room,  then,  Betty, 
and  see  if  she  wants  anything ;  and 
tell  her  it's  half-past  nine  o'clock,"  said 

Mrs  J .    The 'servant  according!  J"- 

went  up-stairs,  and  knocked  at  the 
bedroom  door,  once,  twice,  thrice,  but 
received  no  answer.  There  was  a  dead 
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siloioe,  except  when  the  wind  shook 

the  window.    Could  Miss  J have 

fallen  asleep?  Oh,  imposiible!  She 
knocked  again,  but  unsucoessfoUy,  as 
before.  She  became  a  little  flustered ; 
and,  after  a  moment's  pause,  opened 
the  door,  and  entered.   Tnere  was  Miss 

J sitting  at  the  glass.  "  Why,  la, 

ma'am  I "  conunenced  Betty  in  a  petu- 
lant tone,  walking  up  to  her,  "  nere 
have  I  been  knockmg  for  these  five  mi- 
nutes, and  " ^Betty  staggered,  hor- 
ror-struck, to  the  bed,  and,  uttering  a 
loud  shriek,  alarmed  Mrs  J ^  who  in- 
stantly tottered  up-stairs,  almost  pal- 
sied with  fright. — Miss  J was  dead ! 

I  was  there  within  a  few  minutes, 
for  my  house  was  not  more  than  two 
streets  distant.  It  was  a  stormy  night 
in  March ;  and  the  desolate  aspect  of 
things  without— deserted  streets — ^the 
dreary  howling  of  the  wind,  and  the 
incessant  pattering  of  the  rain,  contri- 
buted to  cast  a  gloom  over  my  mind, 
when  connected  with  the  intelligence 
of  the  awful  eyent  that  had  summoned 
rae  out,  which  was  deepened  into  hor- 
ror by  the  spectacle  I  was  doomed  to 
witness.     On  reaching  the  house,  I 

found  Mrs  J in  yiolent  hysterics, 

surrounded  by  seyeral  of  her  neigh- 
bours, who  had  been  called  in  to  her 
assistance.  I  repaired  instantly  to  the 
scene  of  death,  and  beheld  what  I  shall 
never  forget.  The  room  was  occupied 
by  a  white-curtained  bed.  There  was 
but  one  window,  and  before  it  was  a 
table,  on  which  stood  a  looking-glass, 
hung  with  a  little  white  drapery ;  and 
yarious  articles  of  the  toilet  lay  scat- 
tered about — ^pins,  brooches,  curling- 
papers,  ribbons,  gloyes,  &c.  An  arm- 
chair was  drawn  to  this  table,  and  in 

it  sat  Miss  J y  stone  dead.     Her 

head  rested  upon  her  right  hand,  her 
elbow  supported  by  the  table;  while 
her  left  hung  down  by  her  side,  grasp- 
ing a  pair  of  curling-irons.  Each  of 
her  wnsts  was  encircled  by  a  showy 
gilt  bracelet.  She  was  dressed  in  a 
white  muslin  frock,  with  a  little  bor- 
dering of  blonde.  Her  face  was  turned 
towaras  the  glass,  which,  by  the  light 


of  the  expiring  candle,  reflected  with 
firightfal  fidelity  the  clammy  fixed  fea- 
tures, daubed  oyer  with  rouge  and  car- 
mine-—the  fallen  lower  jaw — and  the 
eyes  directed  foil  into  the  glass,  with  a 
6o\d  dull  stare,  that  was  appalling.  On 
examining  the  countenance  more  nar- 
rowly, I  thought  I  detected  the  traces 
of  a  smirk  of  conceit  and  self-compla- 
cency, which  not  eyen  the  palsying 
touch  of  death  could  wholly  obliterate. 
The  hair  of  the  corpse,  all  smooth  and 
glossy,  was  curled  with  elaborate  pre- 
cision; and  the  skinny  sallow  neck 
was  encircled  with  a  string  of  glisten- 
ing pearls.  The  ghastly  visage  of 
death,  thus  leering  through  the  tin- 
selry  of  fashion — the  "  yain  show  "  of 
artificial  joy — was  a  horrible  mockery 
of  the  fooleries  of  life ! 

Indeed,  it  was  a  most  humiliating 
and  shocking  spectacle  1  Poor  crea- 
ture !  struck  dead  in  the  yery  act  of 
sacrificing  at  the  shrine  of  female 
yanity ! — She  must  have  been  dead  for 
some  time,  perhaps  for  twenty  minutes 
or  half  an  nour,  when  I  arrived,  for 
nearly  all  the  animal  heat  had  deserted 
the  body,  which  was  rapidly  stiffening. 
I  attempted,  but  in  vain,  to  draw  a 
little  blood  from  the  arm.  Two  or 
three  women  present  proceeded  to  re- 
move the  corpse  to  the  bed,  for  the 
purpose  of  laying  it  out.  What  strange 
passiveness !  No  resistance  offered  to 
them  while  straightening  the  bent 
right  arm,  and  binding  the  jaws  toge- 
ther with  a  faded  white  riband,  which 

Miss  J had  destined  for  her  waist 

that  evening ! 

On  examination  of  the  body,  we 
found  that  death  had  been  occasioned 
by  disease  of  the  heart.  Her  life  might 
have  been  protracted,  possibly,  for 
years,  had  sne  but  taken  my  advice, 
and  that  of  her  mother.  I  have  seen 
many  hundreds  of  corpses,  as  well  in 
the  calm  composure  of  natural  death, 
as  mangled  and  distorted  by  violence ; 
but  never  have  I  seen  so  startling  a 
satire  upon  human  vanity,  so  repul- 
sive, unsightly,  and  loathsome  a  spec- 
tacle, as  a  corpse  dressed  for  a  bail  I 


Digitized  by 


Google 


108 


DIABY  OF  A  LATE  PHYSICIAN. 


CHAPTER   XIV. 


THE  TURNED   HEAD. 


Hypochondbiasis,*  Janus-like,  has  two 
faces  —  a  melanclioly  and  a  laugh- 
able one.  The  former,  though  oftener 
seen  in  actual  life,  does  not  present 
itself  so  frequently  to  the  notice  of  the 
medical  practitioner  as  the  latter; 
though,  in  point  of  fact,  the  one  as  im- 
peratively calls  for  his  interference  as 
the  other.  It  may  be  safely  asserted, 
that  a  permanently  morbid  mood  of 
mind  invariably  indicates  a  disordered 
state  of  some  part  or  other  of  the  phy- 
sical system ;  and  which  of  the  two 
forms  of  hypochondria  will  manifest 
itself  in  a  particular  case,  depends  alto- 
gether upon  the  mental  idiosyncrasy 
of  the  patient.  Those  of  a  dull,  {phleg- 
matic temperament,  unstirred  by  inter- 
mixture and  collision  with  the  bustling 
activities  of  life,  addicted  to  sombrous 
trains  of  reflection,  and,  by  a  kind  of 
sympathy,  always  looking  on  the 
gloomy  side  of  things,  generally  sink, 
at  some  period  or  other  of  their  lives, 
into  the  "  Slough  of  Despond" — as  old 
Bunyan  significantly  terms  it — ^from 
whence  they  are  seldom  altogether  ex- 
tricated. Religious  enthusiasts  con- 
stitute by  far  the  largest  portion  of 
those  afflicted  with  this  species  of 
hypochondria — ^instance  the  wretched 
Cowper ;  and  such  I  have  never  known 
entirely  disabused  of  their  dreadful 
fantasies.  Those,  again,  of  a  gay  and 
lively  fancy,  ardent  temperament,  and 
droll,  grotesque  appetencies,  exhibit 
the  laughable  aspect  of  hypochondria- 
sis. In  such,  you  may  expect  conceits 
of  the  most  astounding  absurdity  that 
could  possibly  take  possession  of  the 

*  Arising,  as  its  name  imports,  ftx>m  disease 
in  the  hypochondres  (iJ5r«x»»^{»tf)— *•  <•»  the  vis- 
cera lying  tinder  the  cartilage  of  the  breast- 
bone and  false  rib%  the  liver,  ^leen,  iio. 


topsy-turvied  intellects  of  a  confirmed 
lunatic ;  and  persisted  in  with  a  perti- 
nacity— a  dogged  defiance  of  evidence 
to  the  contrary — which  is  itself  as  ex- 
quisitely ludicrous,  as  distressing  and 
provoking.  There  is  generally^  pre- 
served an  amazing  consistency  in  the 
delusion,  in  spite  of  the  incessant  re- 
buttals of  sensation.  In  short,  when 
once  a  crotchet,  of  such  a  sort  as  that 
hereafter  mentioned,  is  fairly  enter- 
tained in  the  fancy,  the  patient  vnU  not 
let  it  go !  It  is  cases  of  tnis  kind  which 
baMe  the  adroitest  medical  tactician. 
For  my  own  part,  I  have  had  to  deal 
with  several  during  the  course  of  my 
practice,  which,  if  described  coolly  and 
faithfully  on  paper,  would  appear  pre- 
posterously incredible  to  a  non-profes- 
sional reader.  Such  may  possibly  be 
the  fate  of  the  following.  I  nave  given 
it  with  a  minuteness  of  detail,  in  seve- 
ral parts,  which  I  think  is  warranted 
by  tne  interesting  nature  of  the  case, 
by  the  rarity  of  such  narratives,  and, 
above  all,  by  the  peculiar  character 
and  talents  of  the  well-known  indivi- 
dual who  is  the  patient ;  and  I  am  con- 
vinced that  no  one  would  laugh  more 
heartily  over  it  than  himself — had  he 
not  long  lain  quiet  in  his  grave ! 

You  could  scarcely  look  on  N 

without  laughing.  There  was  a  sorry 
sort  of  humorous  expression  in  his  odd 
and  ugly  features,  which  suggested  to 
you  the  idea  that  he  was  always  strug- 
gling to  repel  some  joyous  emotion  or 
other,  with  painful  efiort.  There  was 
a  rich  light  of  intellect  in  his  eye,  which 
was  dark  and  full:  you /efe  when  its 
glance  was  settled  upon  you  —  and 
there  it  remained  concentrated,  at  the 
expense  of  all  the  other  features ;  for 
the  clumsy  ridge  of  eye-bone  impend- 
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ing  sullenly  over  his  eyes — the  Pitt- 
like nose,  looking  like  a  finger-and- 
thumb-ful  of  dough  drawn  out  from 
the  pliant  mass,  with  two  ill-formed 
holes  inserted  in  the  bulbous  extre- 
mity— and  his  lar^,  liquorish,  shape- 
less lips — ^looked,  ^together,  anything 
but  refined  or  intellectual.  He  was  a 
man  of  fortune — an  obstinate  bachelor 
— and  educated  at  Cambridge,  where 
he  attained  considerable  distinction ; 
and,  at  the  period  of  his  introduction 
to  the  reader,  was  in  his  thirty-eighth 
or  fortieth  year.  If  I  were  to  mention 
his  name,  it  would  recall  to  the  literary 
reader  many  excellent,  and  some  ad- 
mirable portions  of  literature,  for  the 

perusal  of  which  he  has  to  thank  N , 

The  prevailing  complexion  of  his 
mind  was  sombrous;  but  played  on, 
occasionally,  by  an  arch,  humorous 
fancy,  flinging  its  ravs  of  fun  and 
drollery  oyer  the  dark  surface,  like 
moonbeams  on  midnight  waters.  I 
do  believe  he  considered  it  sinful  to 
smile  I  There  was  a  puckering  up  of 
the  comer  of  the  mouth,  and  a  forced 
corrugation  of  the  eyebrows,  the  ex- 
pression of  which  was  set  at  nought 
Dy  the  comicality — ^the  solemn  drollery 
— of  the  eyes.  Tou  saw  Momus  leer- 
ing out  of  every  glance  of  them !  He 
said  many  very  witty  things  in  con- 
versation, and  had  a  knack  of  uttering 
the  quaintest  conceits  with  something 
like  a  whine  of  compimction  in  his  tone, 
which  insured  him  roars  of  laughter. 
As  for  his  own  laugh — ^when  he  did 
laugh — there  is  no  describing  it — 
short,  sudden,  unexpected  was  it,  like 
a  fla^  of  powder  in  the  dark.  Not  a 
trace  of  real  merriment  lingered  on  his 
features  an  instant  after  the  noise  had 
ceased.  You  began  to  doubt  whether 
he  had  laughed  at  all,  and  to  look  about 
to  see  where  the  explosion  came  from. 
Except  on  such  rare  occasions  of  for- 
getfulness  on  his  part,  his  demeanour 
was  very  calm  and  quiet.  He  loved 
to  get  a  man  who  would  come  and  sit 
with  him  all  the  evening,  smoking  and 
sipping  wine  in  cloudy  silence.  He 
comd  not  endure  bustle  or  obstreper^ 
ousness;  and  when  he  did  unfortu- 
ilately  fall  foul  of  a  son  of  noise,  as 
soon  as  he  had  had  "  a  sample  of  hid 


quality,"  he  would  abruptly  rise  and 
take  his  leave,  sa}dng,  in  a  querulous 
tone,  like  that  of  a  sick  child,  "  1*11  go ! " 
(probably  these  two  words  will  at  once 
recall  him  to  the  memory  of  more  than 
one  of  my  readers) — and  he  was  as 
good  as  ids  word;  for  all  his  ac- 
quaintance— and  I  among  the  number 
— ^knew  his  eccentricities,  and  excused 
them. 

Such  was  the  man — at  least  as  to 
the  more  prominent  points  of  his  cha- 
racter— whose  chattering  black  ser- 
vant presented  himself  hastily  to  my 
notice  one  morning,  as  I  was  standing 
on  my^  door-steps,  pondering  the  pro- 
babilities of  wet  or  fine  for  the  aay. 
He  spoke  in  such  a  spluttering  tone  of 
trepiaation,  that  it  was  some  time  be- 
fore I  could  conjecture  what  was  the 
matter.  At  length,  I  distinguished 
something  like  the  words,  "  Oh,  Docta, 
docta,  com-a,  and  see-a  a  Massa! 
Com-a!  Him  so  gashly — ^him  so  ill — 
ver  dam  bad — ^him  say  so — Oh,  lorra- 
lorra-lorra!  Gome  see-a  a  Massa  — 
him  ver  orrid ! " 

"  Why,  what  on  earth  is  the  matter 
with  you,  you  sable,  eh?  Why  can't 
you  speak  slower,  and  tell  me  plainly 
what's  the  matter?  "  said  I  impatiently, 
for  he  seemed  inclined  to  gabble  on  m 
that  strain  for  some  minutes  longer. 
"  WJuit^s  the  matter  with  your  master, 
sirrah,  eh?"  I  inquired,  jerking  his 
striped  morning  jacket. 

"Oh,  docta!  aocta!  com-a — ^Massa 
ver  bad!  Him  say  so! — ^Him  head 
turned !  Him  head  turned ! " 

"Him  whatj  sirrah?"  said  I,  in 
amazement. 

"  Him  head  turned,  docta — ^him  head 
turned,"  replied  the  man,  slapping  his 
fingers  agamst  his  forehead. 

"  Oh,  I  see  how  it  is,  I  see ;  ah,  yes," 
I  replied,  pointing  to  my  forehead  in 
turn,  wishmg  him  to  see  that  I  under- 
stood him  to  say  his  master  had  been 
seized  with  a  fit  of  insanity. 

"Iss,  iss,  docta — ^him  massa  Jiead 
tuirned----h.im  head  turned  1  Dam  bad ! " 

"  Where  is  Mr  N ,  Nambo,  eh?" 

"Him  lying  all  long  in  him  bed, 
Massa— him  dam  bad.  But  him  *tick- 
ler  quiet — ^him  head  turned." 

"  Wliy,  Nambo,  what  makes  you  say 
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your  master's  head's  turned,  eh?  What 
d'ye  mean,  sir?" 

"  Him,  massa,  self  say  so — ^him  did 
— ^him  head  turned.  D— m!"  I  felt 
as  much  at  a  loss  as  ever ;  it  was  so 
odd  for  a  gentleman  to  acknowledge 
to  his  negi'o  servant  that  his  head  was 
turned. 

"  Ah!  he's  gone  «mk?,  vou  mean,  eh? 
—is  that  it?  Hem!  Jf<Ki— is  it  so?" 
said  I,  pointing,  with  a  wink,  to  my 
forehead. 

"No,  no,  docta — ^him  head  turned! 
— him  hecid,^^  replied  Namho;  and, 
raising  hoth  his  hands  to  his  head,  he 
seemed  trying  to  twist  it  round  1  I 
could  make  nothing  of  his  gesticula- 
tions, so  I  dismissea  him,  telling  him 
to  take  word  that  I  should  make  his 
master's  mv  first  call.  I  may  as  well 
say,  that  I  was  on  terms  of  friendly 

familiarity  with  Mr  N ^  and  puzzled 

myself  all  the  way  I  went  with  at- 
tempting to  conjecture  what  neluo  crot- 
chet he  had  taken  into  his  odd,  and 
latterly,  I  began  to  suspect,  half-addled 
^  head.  He  had  never  disclosed  symp- 
toms of  what  is  generally  understood 
by  the  word  hypochondriasis ;  but  I 
often  thought  there  was  not  a  likelier 
subject  in  the  world  for  it.  At  length 
^  I  found  myself  knocking  at  my  friend's 
door,  fiilly  prepared  for  some  speci- 
men of  amusing  eccentricity — ^for  the 
thought  never  crossed  my  mind  that 
he  might  be  really  ill.  Nambo  in- 
stantly answered  my  summons,  and, 
in  a  twinkling,  conducted  me  to  his 
master's  bedroom.  It  was  partially 
darkened,  but  there  was  light  enough 
for  me  to  discern  that  there  was  no- 
thing unusual  in  his  appearance.  The 
bed  was  much  tossed,  to  be  sure,  as  if 
with  the  restlessness  of  the  recimibent, 
who  lay  on  his  back,  with  his  head 
turned  on  one  side,  buried  deep  on  the 
pillow,  and  his  arms  folded  together 
outside  the  counterpane.  His  features 
certainly  wore  an  air  of  exhaustion  and 
dejection,  and  his  eye  settled  on  me 
with  an  alarmed  expression  from  the 
moment  that  he  perceived  my  en- 
trance. 

"  Oh,  dear  doctor !— Isn't  this  fright- 
ful ? — ^Isn't  it  a  dreadful  piece  of  busi- 
ness?" 


"  Frightful !— dreadful  business  !' 
I  repeated  with  much  surprise.  ^*  WTmt 
is  frightful?  Are  you  ill — ^have  you 
had  an  accident,  eh  ?  " 

"  Ah,  ah !— you  may  well  ask  that ! " 
he  replied ;  adding,  after  a  pause,  "  it 
took  place  this  morning — about  two 
hours  ago ! " 

**  You  speak  in  parables,  Mr  N ! 

Why,  what  in  the  world  is  the  matter 
with  you?" 

"Ahout  two  hours  ago — yes,"  he 
muttered,  as  if  he  had  not  heard  me. 
"  Doctor,  do  tell  me  truly  now,  for  the 
curiosity  of  the  thing — ^what  did  you 
think  of  me  on  first  entering  the  room, 
eh? — Feel  inclined  to  laugh,  or  be 
shocked — which  ?  " 

"  Mt  N— -,  I  really  have  no  time 
for  trifling,  as  I  am  particularly  busy 
to-day.  Do,  I  beg,  be  a  little  more  ex- 
plicit! Why  have  you  sent  for  me? 
iVhat  is  the  matter  with  you?" 

"Why,  God  bless  me,  doctor!"  he 
replied,  with  an  air  of  angry  surprise 
in  his  manner,  which  I  never  saw  be- 
fore, "  I  think,  indeed,  it's  you  who  are 
trifling !  Have  you  lost  your  evesight 
this  morning?  Do  you  pretend  to  say 
that  you  do  not  see  I  have  undergone 
one  of  the  most  extraordinary  alterar 
tions  in  appearance  that  the  body  of 
man  is  capable  of—- such  as  never  was 
heard  or  read  of  before?" 

"  Once  more,  Mr  N ^,"1  repeated, 

in  a  tone  of  calm  astonishment,  "  be 
so  good  as  to  be  explicit.  What  are 
you  raving  about  ?  " 

"Raving!— Egad,  I  think  it's  you 
who  are  raving,  doctor ! "  he  answered ; 
"  or  you  must  wish  to  insult  me !  Do 
you  pretend  to  tell  me  you  do  not  see 
that  my  head  is  turned  f  and  he  looked 
me  in  the  face  steadily  and  sternly. 

"Ha,  ha,  ha!     Upon  my  honour, 

N J  I've  been  suspecting  as  much 

for  this  last  five  or  ten  minutes!  I 
don't  think  a  patient  ever  described 
his  disease  more  accurately  before !  '* 

"  Don't  mock  me,  Doctor ,"  re- 

flied  N sternly.    "  'Pon  my  soul, 
can't  bear  it !    It's  enough  for  me  to 
endure  the  horrid  sensations  I  do ! " 

"  Mr  N- ,  what  do  you" 

"Why,  confound  it,  Doctor  ! 

you'll  dirive  me  mad !    Can't  you  see 
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that  the  back  of  my  head  is  in  front, 
and  my  face  looking  back-wards?  Hor- 
rible !       I  burst  into  loud  laughter. 

"  Doctor ,  it's  time  for  you  and 

me  to  part — high  time,"  said  he,  turn- 
ing his  face  away  from  me.  "  111  let 
you  know  that  Tli  stand  your  nonsense 
no  longer  1  I  called  you  in  to  g^ve  me 
your  advice,  not  to  sit  grinning  like  a 
baboon  by  my  bedside  !    Once  more — 

finally,  Doctor ,  are  you  disposed 

to  be  serious  and  rational  ?  If  you  are 
not,  my  man  shall  show  you  to  the 
door  the  moment  you  please."  He  said 
this  in  such  a  sober,  earnest  tone  of 
indignation,  that  I  saw  he  was  fully 
prepared  to  carry  his  threat  into  exe- 
cution. I  determined,  therefore,  to 
humour  him  a  little,  shrewdly  suspect- 
ing some  temporary  suspension  of  his 
sanity — not  exactly  madness — ^but  at 
least  some  extraordinary  hallucination. 
To  adopt  an  expression  which  I  have 
several  times  heard  him  use — "  I  saw 
what  o'clock  it  was,  and  set  my  watch 
to  the  time." 

"  Oh — well  1 — I  see  now  how  mat- 
ters stand ! — ^The  fact  is,  I  did  observe 
the  extraordinary  posture  of  affairs 
you  complain  of  immediately  I  entered 
*  the  room,  but  supposed  you  were  joking 
with  me,  and  twisting  your  head  round 
in  that  odd  way  for  the  purpose  of 
hoaxing  me ;  so  I  resolved  to  wait  and 
see  which  of  us  could  play  our  parts 
in  the  farce  longest !   Why,  good  God  I 

how's  all  this,  Mr  N !    Is  it  then 

reaUy  the  case  ? — ^Are  you — in — in  ear- 
nest— in  having  your  head  turned?" 

"In  eamesCt  doctor!"  replied  Mr 

N in  amazement.    "  Why,  da  you 

suppose  this  happened  by  my  own  will 
and  agency  ? — ^Absmrd ! " 

"  Oh !  no,  no — most  assuredly  not 
— it  is  a  phenomenon — ^hem !  hem ! — 
a  phenomenon — not  unfrequently  at- 
tending on  the  nightmare"  I  answered, 
with  as  good  a  grace  as  possible. 

"Poh,  poh,  doctor !— ^Nonsense  !— 
You  must  really  think  me  a  child,  to 
try  to  noislead  me  with  such  stuff  as 
that !  I  tell  you  again,  I  am  in  as 
sober  possession  of  my  senses  as  ever 
I  was  in  my  life ;  and,  onc^  more,  I 
assure  you,  that,  in  truth  and  reality, 
mj  head  is  turned— literally  so." 


**  WeU,  well !— So  I  see !— It  is,  in- 
deed, a  very  extraordinary  case — a 
very  unusual  one;  but  I  don't,  bv 
any  means,  despair  of  bringing  all 
thmgs  round  again!  Pray,  tell  me 
how  this  singular  and  afflicting  acci- 
dent happened  to  you  ?" 

"  Certainly,"  said  he,  despondin^ly. 
"  Jjajst  night,  or  rather  this  morning, 
I  dreamed  that  I  had  got  to  the  West 
Indies — to  Barbadoes — an  island  where 
I  have,  as  you  know,  a  little  estate,  left 

me  by  my  uncle  C ;  and  that,  a  few 

moments  after  I  had  entered  the  plan- 
tation, for  the  purpose  of  seeing  the 
slaves  at  work,  there  came  a  sudden 
hurricane,  a  more  tremendous  one  than 
ever  was  known  in  those  parts — ^trees 
—canes — huts — all  were  swept  before 
it !  Even  the  very  ground  on  which 
we  stood  seemed  whirled  away  beneath 
us !  I  turned  my  head  a  moment  to 
look  at  the  direction  in  which  things 
were  going,  when,  in  the  very  act  of 
turning,  the  blast  suddenly  caught  my 
head,  and— oh,  my  God ! — blew  it  com- 
pletely round  on  my  shoulders,  till  my 
face  looked  quite — directly  behind  me 
— over  my  back !  In  vain  did  I  almost 
wrench  my  head  off  my  shoulders,  in 
attempting  to  twist  it  round  again; 
and  wnat  with  horror,  and — and— alto- 
gether— in  short,  I  awoke — and  found 
the  frightful  reality  of  my  situation ! 
Oh,  gracious  Heaven ! "  continued  Mr 

N f  clasping  his  hands,  and  looking 

upwards,  "what  have  I  done  to  deserve 
such  a  horrible  visitation  as  this  !" 

Humph !  it  is  quite  clear  what  is 
the  matter  hercy  thought  I ;  so,  assum- 
ing  an  air  of  becoming  professional 
gravity,  I  felt  his  pulse,  oegged  him 
to  let  me  see  his  tongue,  m^e  many 
inquiries  about  his  general  health,  and 
then  proceeded  to  subject  all  parts  of 
his  neck  to  a  most  rigorous  examina- 
tion; before,  behind,  on  each  side,  over 
every  natural  elevation  and  depression 
(if  such  the  usual  varieties  of  smrface 
may  be  termed)  did  my  fingers  pass ; 
he  all  the  while  sighing,  and  cursing 
his  evil  stars,  and  wondering  how  it 
was  that  he  had  not  been  killed  by  the 
"  dislocation  1 "  This  little  farce  over, 
I  continued  silent  for  some  moments, 
scarcely  able,  the  while,  to  control  my 
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inclination  to  burst  into  fits  of  laughter, 
as  if  pondering  the  possibility  of  oeing 
able  to  devise  some  means  of  cure. 

"  Ah,  thank  God !  "—said  I  abruptly 
— "  I  have  it,  I  have  it." 

"  What !— what—eh  ?— what  is  it  ?" 
he  inquired  with  anxiety. 

"  I've  thought  of  a  remedy,  which, 
if — if— if  anything  in  the  world  can 
bring  it  about,  wiU  set  matters  right 
again — will  bring  back  your  head  to 
its  former  position." 

"  Oh,  God  be  praised ! — dear — dear 
doctor ! — if  you  do  but  succeed,  I  shall 
consider  a  thousand  pounds  but  the 
earnest  of  what  I  wiU  do  to  evince  my 
gratitude ! "  he  exclaimed,  squeezing 
my  hand  fervently. 

"But  I  am  not  absolutely  certain 
that  we  shall  succeed,"  said  I  cautious- 
ly. "  We  will,  however,  give  the  medi- 
cine a  twenty-four  hours'  trial ;  during 
all  which  time  you  must  be  in  perfect 
repose,  and  consent  to  lie  in  utter 
darkness.  Will  you  abide  by  my  direc- 
tions?" 

"  Oh,  yes — ^yes — ^yes !— dear  doctor ! 
— ^What  is  the  inestimable  remedy? 
Tell  niQ — tell  me  the  name  of  my 
ransom'er.  I'll  never  divulge  it  — 
never  1 " 

"That  is  not  consistent  with  my 

plans  at  present,  Mr  N "  I  replied 

seriously ;  "but,  if  successful — of  which 
I  own  I  have  very  sanguine  expecta- 
tions— ^I  pledge  my  honour  to  reveal 
the  secret  to  you." 

"  Well — ^but — ^at  least  you'll  explain 
the  nature  of  its  operation — eh?  is  it 
internal — external — ^what?"  The  re- 
medy, I  told  him,  would  be  of  both 
forms ;  the  latter,  however,  the  more 
immediate  agent  of  his  recovery ;  the 
former,  preparatory — predisposing.  I 
may  tell  the  reader  simply  what  my 
physic  was  to  be :  three  breadffiUa  (the 
orimary  placebo  in  such  cases)  every 
hour ;  a  strong  laudanum  draught  in 
the  evening,  and  a  huge  bread-and- 
water  poultice  for  his  neck,  with 
which  it  was  to  be  environed  till  the 
parts  were  sufficiently  moUified  to  ad- 
mit of  the  neck's  being  twisted  back 
again  into  its  former  position  t — and, 
when  that  was  the  case — why — ^to  in- 
sure its  permanency,  he  was  to  wear 


a  broad  band  of  strengthening  plaster 
for  a  week !  !  This  was  the  bright  * 
device,  struck  but  by  me — ^all  at  a 
heat ;  and  which,  explained  to  the  poor 
victim,  with  the  utmost  solemnity 
and  deliberation  of  manner — all  the 
wise  winks  and  knowing  nods,  and 
hesitating  "hems"  and  "ha's"  of  pro- 
fessional usage  —  sufficed  to  inspire 
him  with  some  confidence  as  to  the 
result.  I  confess  I  shared  the  most 
confident  expectations  of  success.  A 
sound  night  s  rest — ^hourly  pill-taking 
— ^and  the  clammy  saturating  sensa- 
tion about  his  neck,  I  fully  believed 
would  bring  him,  or  rather  his  head 
round ;  and,  in  the  fiill  anticipation  of 
seeing  him  disabused  of  the  ridiculous 
notion  he  had  taken  into  his  head,  I 
promised  to  see  him  the  first  thing  in 
the  morning,  and  took  my  departure. 
After  quitting  the  house,  I  could  not 
help  laughing  immoderately  at  the  re- 
collection of  the  scene  I  had  just  wit- 
nessed ;  and  a  Mrs  M ,  by  the  way 

— ^who  happened  to  be  passing  on  the 
other  side  of  the  street,  and  observed 
my  involuntary  risibility — took  occa- 
sion to  spread  an  ill-natured  rumour, 
that  I  was  in  the  habit  of  "making 
myself  merry  at  the  expense  of  my 
patients ! " 

I  foresaw,  that  should  this  "  crick  in 
the  neck  "  prove  permanent,  I  stood  a 
chance  of  listening  to  innumerable  con- 
ceits of  the  most  whimsical  and  para- 
doxical kind  imaginable — ^for  I  knew 

N ''s  natural  turn  to  humour.    It 

was  inconceivable  to  me  how  such  an 
extraordinary  delusion  could  bear  the 
blush  of  daylight,  resist  the  evidence 
of  his  senses,  and  the  imanimous 
simultaneous  assurances  of  all  who 
beheld  him.  Though  it  is  little  credit 
to  me,  and  tells  but  small  things  for 
my  self-control — I  cannot  help  ac- 
knowledging, that  at  the  bedside  of 
my  next  patient,  who  was  within  two 
or  three  hours  of  her  end,  the  surpass- 
ing absurdity  of  the  "turned  head'* 
notion  dared  in  such  ludicrous  ex- 
tremes before  me,  that  I  was  near 
bursting  a  blood-vessel  with  endea- 
vours to  suppress  a  perfect  peal  of 
laughter !  > 

About  eleven  o'clock  the  next  morn^ 
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ing,  I  paid  N a  second  visit.    The 

door  was  opened,  as  usual,  by  his  black 
servant,  Nambo ;  by  whose  demeanour 
I  saw  that  something  or  other  extraor- 
dinary awaited  me.  His  sable  swollen 
features,  and  dancing  white  eyeballs, 
showed  that  he  was  nearly  bursting 
with  laughter.  "  He— he— he  V  he 
chuckled,  in  a  sort  of  9otto  voce^  "  him 
Massa  head  turned! — Him  back  in 
front !  Him  waddle ! — ^he — ^he— he ! " 
— and  he  twitched  his  clothes— jerking 
his  jacket  and  pointing  to  his  breeches, 
in  a  way  that  I  did  not  understand. 

On  entering  the  room,  where  N , 

with  one  of  his  favourite  silent  smok- 
ing friends  (M ,  the  late  well-known 

counsel),  were  sitting  at  breakfast,  I 
encountered  a  spectacle  which  nearly 
made  me  expire  with  laughter.  It  is 
almost  useless  to  attempt  describing  it 
on  paper — ^yet  I  will  try.  Two  gentle- 
men sat  opposite  each  other  at  the 
breakfast  table,  by  the  fire ;  the  one 

with  his  face  to  me  was  Mr  M ; 

and  N sat  with  his  back  towards 

the  door  by  which  I  entered.  A  glance 
at  the  former  sufficed  to  show  me  that 
he  was  sitting  in  tortures  of  suppressed 
risibility.  He  was  quite  red  in  the  face 
— ^his  features  were  swollen  and  pulfy 
— and  his  eyes  fixed  strainingly  on  the 
fire,  as  though  through  fear  of  encoun- 
tering the  ludicrous  figure  of  his  friend. 
They  were  averted  from  the  fire,  for  a 
moment,  to  welcome  my  entrance — 
and  then  redirected  thitner  with  such 
a  painful  effort — such  a  comical  air  of 
compulsory  seriousness — as,  added  to 
the  preposterous  fashion  after  which 
poor  N had  chosen  to  dress  him- 
self, completely  overcame  me.  The 
thing  was  irresistible ;  and  my  utter- 
ance of  that  peculiar  choking  sound, 
which  indicates  the  most  strenuous 
efforts  to  suppress  one's  risible  emo- 
tions, was  tne  unwitting  signal  for 
each  of  us  bursting  into  a  long  and 
loud  shout  of  laughter.  It  was  in 
vain  that  I  bit  my  imder  lip,  almost 
till  it  brought  blood,  and  that  mv  eyes 
strained  tul  the  sparks  flashed  from 
them,  in  the  futile  attempt  to  cease 
laughing;  for  full  before  me  sat  the 
exciting  cause  of  it,  in  the  shape  of 


N ,  his. head  supported  by  the  palm 

of  his  left  hand,  witn  his  elbow  propped 
against  the  side  of  the  arm-chair.  The 
knot  of  his  neckerchief  was  tied  with 
its  customary  formal  precision — but 
behind — ^at  the  nape  of  his  neck ;  his 
coat  and  waistcoat  were  buttoned 
down  his  back ;  and  his  trousers, 
moreover,  to  match  the  novel  fashion, 
buttoned  behind,  and,  of  course,  the 
hinder  parts  of  them  bulged  out  ridi- 
culously in  front !  Only  to  look  at  the 
coat-collar  fitting  under  the  chin,  like 
a  stiff  military  stock — the  four  tail 
buttons  of  brass  glistening  conspicu- 
ously before,  and  the  front  parts  of  the 
coat  buttoned  carefully  over  his  back 
— ^the  compulsory  handiwork  of  poor 
Nambo! 

N — -,  perfectly  astounded  at  our 
successive  shouts  of  laughter — for  we 
found  it  impossible  to  stop— suddenly 
rose  up  in  nis  chair,  ana,  almost  in- 
articulate with  fury,  demanded  what 
we  meant  by  such  extraordinary  beha- 
viour. This  fury,  however,  was  all  lost 
on  me;  I  coula  only  point,  in  an  ec- 
stasy of  laughter  almost  bordering  on 
frenzy,  to  his  novel  mode  of  dress,  aa 
my  apology.  He  stamped  his  foot, 
uttered  volley  p  of  imprecations  against 
us;  and  then,  ringing  his  bell,  ordered 
the  servant  to  show  us  both  to  the  door. 
The  most  violent  emotions,  however, 
must,  in  time,  expend  their  violence, 
though  in  the  presence  of  the  same 
exciting  cause ;  and  so  it  was  with  Mr 

M and  myself.    On  seeing  how 

seriously  affronted  N was,  we  both 

sat  down,  and  I  entered  into  examina- 
tion, my  whole  frame  aching  with  the 
prolonged  convulsive  fits  of  irrepres- 
sible laughter. 

It  would  be  in  vain  to  attempt  a  re- 
cital of  one  of  the  drollest  conversa- 

tionsinwhichl  ever  bore  part.  N 's 

temper  was  thoroughly  souredfor  some 
time.  He  declared  that  my  physic  was 
all  a  humbug,  and  a  piece  of  quackery ; 
and  the  "  filthy  pudding  round  his 
neck,"  the  absurdest  farce  he  ever 
heard  of:  he  had  a  great  mind  to  make 
Nambo  eat  it,  for  the  pains  he  had 
taken  in  making  it  and  fastening  it  ou 
— poor  fellow ! 
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Presently  he  lapsed  into  a  melan- 
choly reflective  mood.  He  protested 
that  the  laws  of  locomotion  were  ut- 
terly inexplicable  to  him — ^a  practical 
paradox ;  that  his  volitions  as  to  pro- 
gressive and  retrogressive  motion  neu- 
tralised each  other ;  and  the  necessary 
result  was  the  cursed  circumgyratory 
motion — for  all  the  world  like  that  of 
a  hen  that  had  lost  one  of  its  wings ! 
That  henceforward  he  should  be  com- 
pelled to  crawl,  crab-like,  through  Ufe, 
all  ways  at  once,  and  none  in  particu- 
lar. He  could  not  conceive,  ne  said, 
which  was  the  nearest  way  firom  one 
given  point  to  another ;  in  short,  that 
all  his  sensations  and  perceptions  were 
disordered  and  confounded.  His  situa- 
tion, he  said,  was  an  admirable  com- 
mentarv  on  the  words  of  St  Paul — 
*'  But  I  see  another  law  in  my  mem- 
bers warring  against  the  law  of  my 
mind.*'  He  could  not  conceive  how 
the  arteries  and  veins  of  the  neck  could 
carrv  and  return  the  blood,  after  being 
so  shockingly  twisted ;  or  "  how  the 
windpipe  went  on"  odOfording  a  free 
course  to  the  air  through  its  distorted 
passage.  In  short,  he  said,  he  was  a 
walking  lie  1 

Curious  to  ascertain  the  eonsifteneu 
of  this  anomalous  state  of  feeling,  I 
''endeavoured  once  more  to  bring  his 
delusion  to  the  test  of  simple  sensa- 
tion, by  placing  one  hand  on  his  nose, 
and  the  other  on  his  breast,  and  asking 
him  which  was  which,  and  whether 
both  did  not  lie  in  the  same  direction. 
He  wished  to  know  why  I  persisted  in 
making  myself  merry  at  his  expense ! 
I  repeated  the  question,  still  keeping 
my  hands  in  the  same  position ;  but 
he  suddenly  pushed  them  off,  and 
asked  me,  witn  indignation,  if  I  was 
not  ashamed  to  keep  nis  head  looking 
over  his  shoulder  in  that  way;  accom- 
panying the  words  with  a  shake  of  the 
head,  and  a  sigh  of  exhaustion,  as  if 
it  had  really  been  twisted  round  into 
the  wrong  direction.  "  Ah ! "  he  ex- 
claimed, after  ajpause,  "  if  this  unna- 
tural state  of  affairs  should  prove  per- 
manent— hem ! — I'll  put  an  end  to  the 
chapter !  He,  he,  he  I — He,  he,  he ! " 
he  continued,  bursting  suddenly  into 
one  of  those  short  abrupt  laughs,  which 


I  have  before  attempted  to  describe. 
"  He,  he,  he  I— how  very  odd ! "  We 
both  asked  him,  in  surprise,  what  he 
meant,  for  his  eves  were  fixed  on  the 
fire,  in  apparently  a  melancholy  mood. 

"  He,  he,  he ! — exquisitely  odd ! "  he 
continued,  without answeringus.  ''He, 
he,  he ! "  After  repeated  inquiries,  he 
disclosed  the  occasion  of  his  imusual 
cachinnations. 

"  I've  just  been  thinking,"  said  he, 
"suppose — he,  he,  he! — suppose  it 
were  to  come  to  pass  that  I  should  be 
hanaed — he,  he,  he  I— he,  he,  hel — 
Goa  forbid,  by  the  way — but,  suppose 
I  should,  how  old  Ketch  would  be 
puzzled ! — ^My  face  looking  one  way, 
and  my  tied  hands  and  arms  poking 
another !  How  the  crowd  would  stare  1 
He,  he,  he !  And  suppose,"  pursuing 
the  train  of  thought,  "  I  were  to  be 
publicly  whipped-— how  I  could  super- 
mtend  operations !  And  affain — how 
the  devil  am  I  to  ride  on  horseback, 

eh?  with  my  face  to  the  tail,  or 

to  the  mane  ?  In  short,  what  is  to  be- 
come of  me?  I  am,  in  effect,  shut  out 
from  society!  I  am  something  dse 
than  a  mere  turncoat  I " 

''You  have  only  to  toaUc  eireum- 

gpeetly"  said  M ,  with  an  air  of 

solemn  waggery — "and  as  for  bacJe- 
biters — ^hem ! " 

"That's  odd — very — but  imperti- 
nent," replied  the  hypochondriac,  with 
a  mingled  expression  of  chagrin  and 
humour. 

"  Come,  come,  N ,  don't  look  so 

steadily  on  the  dark  side  of  things," 
said  I. 

"  The  dark  side  of  things  ?  "  he  in- 
quired ;  "  I  think  it  is  the  back-aide  of 
things  I  am  compelled  to  look  at !" 

"Look  forward  to  better  days," 
said  I. 

"  Look  forward,  again !  What  non- 
sense !  "  he  replied,  interrupting  me ; 
"  impossible !  How  can  I  look  for- 
ward f  My  life  will  henceforth  be 
spent  in  wretched  retrofpectibfw/"  and 
he  could  not  help  smiling  at  the  con- 
ceit. Having  occasion,  during  the  con- 
versation, to  use  his  pocket-handker- 
chief, he  suddenly  reached  his  hand 
behind  as  usual,  and  was  a  little  con- 
fused to  find  that  the  unusual  position 
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of  his  coat-|K>cket  reqmred  that  he 
should  take  it  from  biefore !  This  I 
rtioald  have  conceiyed  enough  to  put 
an  end  to  his  delusion ;  but  1  was  mis- 
taken. 

"  Ah  I  it  will  take  some  time  to  re- 
concile me  to  this  new  order  of  things ; 
bat  practice — practice — makes  per- 
jfect,  you  know  1 "  It  was  amazing  to 
me  tnat  his  sensations,  so  contriMic- 
tory  to  the  absurd  crotchet  he  had 
taken  into  his  head,  did  not  conyince 
him  of  his  error,  especially  when  so 
frequently  compelled  to  act  in  obedi- 
ence to  long-accustomed  impulses.  As, 
for  instance,  on  my  rising  to  go,  he 
suddenly  started  from  his  chair,  ^ook 
my  hands,  and  accompanied  me  to 
tlie  door,  as  if  nothing  had  been  the 
matter. 

"  Wdl,  now!  What  do  jm  think 
of  that  ?  "  said  I  triumphantly. 

**  Ah,  ah  1 "  said  he,  alter  a  puzzled 
|MHise,  "  but  you  little  know  the  effort 
it  cost  me  1 " 

*  •  •  • 

He  did  not  perseyere  long  in  the 
absurd  way  of  putting  on  his  clothes 
which  I  haye  just  described;  but  eyen 
after  he  had  discontinued  it,  he  alleged 
his  opinion  to  be,  that  the  front  of  nis 
clothes  ought  to  be  with  his  face !  I 
might  relate  many  similar  absurdities 
springing  from  this  notion  of  his  turned 
bead,  but  sufficient  has  been  said  al- 
ready to  giye  the  reader  a  clear  idea 
of  the  general  character  of  such  delu- 
sions. My  subsequent  intenriews  with 
bim,  while  under  this  unprecedented 
hallucination,  were  similar  to  the  two 
which  I  haye  attempted  to  describe. 
The  fit  lasted  near  a  month.  At  length, 
however,  I  happened  luckily  to  recol- 
lect a  deyice  successfully  resorted  to 
by  a  sagacious  old  English  physician, 
in  the  case  of  a  royal  hypochondriac 
abroad,  who  fancied  that  nis  nose  had 
swelled  into  greater  dimensions  than 
those  of  his  whole  body  beside ;  and 
forthwith  resolved  to  aaopt  a  similar 

method  of  cure  with  N .  EUebicity 

was  to  be  the  wonder-working  talis- 
man !  I  lectured  him  out  of  aS  oppo- 
sition, silenced  his  scruples,  and  got 
him  to  fix  an  evening  for  the  exorcisa- 
tion  of  the  evil  spirit — as  it  might  well 


be  called— which  had  taken  possession 
of  him. 

Let  the  reader  fancy,  then,  N -'s 

sitting-room,  about  seven  o^clock  in 
the  evening,  illuminated  with  a  cheer- 
ful fire,  ana  four  mould  candles ;  the 
awftil  electrif^g  machine  duly  dis- 
posed for  action ;  Mr  S of 

Hospital,  Dr  ,  and  myself,  all 

standing  round  it,  adjusting  the  jars, 
chains,  &c. ;  and  Nambo  busuy  engaged 

in  laying  bare  his  master*s  neck,  ^ 

all  me  while  eyeing  our  motions  with 
excessive  trepidation.  I  had  infinite 
difficulty  in  getting  his  consent  to  one 
preliminary  —  the  bandaging  of  his 
eyes.  I  succeeded,  however,  at  last, 
in  persuading  him  to  undergo  the  ope- 
ration blindfolded,  by  assuring  mm 
that  it  was  essential  to  success;  for 
that,  if  he  was  allowed  to  see  the  ap- 
plication of  the  conductor  to  the  pre- 
cise spot  requisite,  he  might  start,  and 
occasion  its  apposition  to  a  wrong 
place  1  The  red  reason  will  be  seen 
presently ;  the  great  manoeuvre  could 
not  have  been  practised  but  on  such 
terms ;  for  how  could  I  give  his  head 

a  sudden  twist  round,  and  S give 

him  a  smart  stroke  on  the  crown  of 
the  head  at  the  instant  of  his  receiving 
the  shock,  if  he  saw  what  we  were 
about?  I  ought  to  have  mentioned 
that  we  also  prevailed  upon  him  to  sit 
with  his  arms  pinioned,  so  that  he  was 
completely  at  our  mercy.  None  of  us 
could  refrain  from  an  occasional  titter 
at  the  absurdity  of  the  solemn  farce 
we  were  playing — fortunately,  how- 
ever, unheard  by  N .    At  length, 

Nambo  being  turned  out,  and  the  doors 
locked — ^lest,  seeing  the  trick,  he  might 
disclose  it  subsequently  to  his  master 
— ^we  commenced  operations.  S— — 
worked  the  machme  —  round,  and 
round,  and  round,  whizzing — spark- 
ling^--crackling — ^till  the  jar  was  mo- 
derately charged:  it  was  then  con- 
veyed to  N 's  neck,  Dr using 

the  conductor.    N ^  on  receiving  a 

tolerably  smart  shock,  started  out  of 
his  chair,  and  I  had  not  time  to  give 
him  the  twist  I  had  intended.  £&tr 
a  few  moments,  however,  he  protested 
that  he  felt  "  something  loosened** 
about  his  neck,  and  was  easily  induced 
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to  submit  to  anotlier  shock,  consider- 
ably stronger  than  the  former.  The 
instant  the  rod  was  applied  to  his  neck, 
I  gave  the  head  a  suaaen  excruciating 
wrench  towards  the  left  shoulder; 
S striking  him,  at  the  same  mo- 
ment, a  smart  blow  on  the  crown. 
PoorN ! 

"  Thank  God  !"  we  all  exclaimed, 
as  if  panting  for  breath. 

"I — ^i — B  it  all  over?"  stammered 

N faintly — quite  confounded  with 

the  effects  of  the  threefold  remedy  we 
had  adopted. 

"  Yes — ^thank  God,  we  have  at  last 
brought  your  head  round  again,  and 
your  face  looks  forward  now  as  hereto- 
fore ! "  said  I. 

"  Oh,  remove  the  bandage — remove 
it  I  Let  my  own  eyesight  behold  it ! — 
Brin^  me  a  glass  I " 

"  As  soon  as  the  proper  bandages 
have  been  applied  to  your  neck,  Mr 
N ." 

"  What,  eh— a  second  pudding,  eh  ?  " 

"  No,  merely  a  broad  band  of  diachy- 
lum plaster,  to  prevent — hem — the 
contraction  of  the  skin,"  said  I.  As 
soon  as  that  was  done,  we  removed 
the  handkerchiefs  from  his  eyes  and 
arms. 

"  Oh,  my  God,  how  delightful ! "  he 
exclaimed,  rising  and  walking  up  to 
the  mirror  over  the  mantelpiece. — 
"  Ecstasy !  All  really  right  agam  ** 

"  My  dear  N ^  do  not,  I  beg,  do 

not  work  your  neck  about  in  that  way, 
or  the  most  serious  disarrangement  of 
the — ^the  parts,"  said  I 

"  Oh  I  It's  so,  is  it  ?  Then  Td  better 
get  into  bed  at  once,  I  think,  and  you'll 
call  in  the  morning." 

I  did,  and  found  him  in  bed.  "Well, 
how  does  aU  go  on  this  morning  ?  "  I 
inquired. 

"  Pretty  well— middling,"  he  replied, 
with  some  embarrassment  of  manner. 
"Do  you  know,  doctor,  I've  been  think- 
ing about  it  all  night  long — and  I 
strongly  suspect" — (his  serious  air 
alarmea  me — ^I  began  to  fear  that  he 
had  discovered  the  trick) — "I  strongly 
suspect — hem— hem" — ^he  continued. 

"  Whaif"  I  inquired,  rather  sheep- 
ishly. 

"why,  that  it  was  my  brains  only 


that  were  turned — and  that — ^that — 

most  ridiculous  piece  of  business  " 

"Why,  to  be  sure,  Mr  N "  *  * 

— and  he  was  so  ashamed  about  it 
that  he  set  off  for  the  country  imme- 
diately; and,  among  the  glens  and 
mountains  of  Scotland,  endeavoured  to 
forget  ever  having  dreamed  that  his 

HEAD  WAS  TUBKED. 


One  of  the  papers  roundly  asserts, 
that  the  foregoing  is  "  pure  fiction." 
I  like  the  moaesty  and  caution  of  this ; 
the  more  especially  when  I  know  it  is 
next  to  impossible  for  the  assertor  to 
know  anjTthing  about  the  matter.  But 
mark  his  reasoning : — 

"  The  conceit  is  drofl  and  witty 
enough,^*  he  says,  "  but,  unfortunately, 
is  too  mtich  so  for  truth !  Who  ever 
heard  of  such  a  eonsistefd  delusion — 
in  such  a  htunorotis  subject?" 

I  leave  this  little  argumentative 
chokepear  for  a  child  to  nibble  at: 
medical  men  know  better.  Samuel  or 
Charles  Wesley  (surviving  relatives  of 
the  celebrated  John  Wesley)  fancied 
himself  a  teapot  ;  and  stuck  to  the 
notion  strongly  for  some  time !  I  know 
one  whom  he  told  of  his  "  misfortune." 

A  medical  man  in  Lincolnshire,  a 
few  years  ago,  persuaded  himself  into 
the  notion  that  he  had  been  trans- 
formed into  a  oreatooat!  No  one 
now  laughs  at  the  thing  more  heartily 
than  himself;  at  the  same  time  pro- 
testing that  his  delusion  was  complete 
at  the  time  I  I  have  heard,  also,  that 
the  late  Mr  NoUekens  fancied  he  had 
sunk  into  a  jxdr  of  shoes ;  and  would 
ask  people,  if  they  "  put  him  on,"  to 
keep  out  of  the  toet  as  much  as  possible ! 

The  gentleman  with  whom  I  was 
articled  had  the  care  of  the  workhouse ; 
and  I  saw  there  a  woman  who  seri- 
ously told  me  she  was  dead^  and  had 
been  so  for  many  weeks.  She  was 
taking  tea,  when  she  told  me  of  the 
strange  fact.  "Well,  I  think  yours 
is  a  pretty  comfortable  sort  of  death  " 
said  I ;  but  she  replied,  with  a  sigh, 
"  It  was  8aUm  that  had  entered  into 
her  body  the  moment  her  Own  soul 
had  left  it,  and  plagued  her  with  eat- 
ing, drinking,  talking,  and  living,  with- 
out any  of  tne  pleasure  and  relish  of 
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true  life ! "    The  woman  was  a  Eoman 
Catholic ;  and  said  she  was  suffering 

^  the  pains  ofpurp^tory  for  a  wicked  life. 
A  metaphysical  gentleman — once 
a  memher  of  Parliament — ^not  many 
years  ago  imagined  himself  a  sfibit — 
an  imp^pahle,  intangible  being.  He 
said  he  had  the  power  of  pervading 
matter,  and  knew  the  secret  cause  of 
•its  cohesion,  having,  in  a  manner,  seen 
and  known  it  while  operating.  He 
said  he  had  a  perfect  knowledge  of  the 
"  quomodo,"  as  he  called  it,  of  the  pre- 
sence and  operation  of  gramty.  He 
was  asked  for  an  explanation  of  the 
phenomena,  and  made  an  answer  in  a 
long  tissue  of  metaphysic  rigmarole, 
unintelligible  to  any  one  that  heard 
him.  He  said,  that  as  for  himself,  he 
had  the  power  of  diffusing  himself  over 
the  centre  of  our  globe,  and  interfusing 
his  influence  throughout  the  whole  con- 
geries of  matter,  till  the  earth  swelled 
to  a  thousand  times  its  present  dimen- 
sions— ^that  aU  spirits  nad  the  same 
power! 

"  Why,  mercy  ©n  us !   Mr  ,'* 

said  Sir  ^  with  affected  alarm, 

"we*re  not  »a/e,  then!   Perhaps  the 

'  world  is  swetling  under  us  now !  What 
is  to  become  of  us?" 


"Spirit  is  henevol&fd  and  wise;  so 
you  are  safe ! "  replied  the  hypochon- 
driac, with  a  most  singular  air,  as  if 
he  half  saw  the  absurdity  of  his  notion, 

and  was  half  angry  with  Sir  . 

"  You  migkt  cut  your  son's  throat — ^but 
you  donHr^  During  the  same  inter- 
view, he  told  his  medical  man  that 
"the  soul  of  Kant "  wandered  "through 
the  universe;"  and  once  diffused  itself 
so  extensively,  as  to  render  its  rercom- 
preasion  very  difficult !  "  If  you  only 
Knew  Aottr,  you  could  compress  me  into 
a  compass  infinitely  less  than  that  of 
a  neecQe  point,"  said  he  solemnly ! 

If  the  veracity  of  this  instance  should 
be  seriously  questioned,  it  is  possible 
that  the  ci^devant  hypochondriac  him- 
self might  step  for  a  moment  from  his 
elegant  and  profound  privacy,  where 
thought  and  imagination  dwell  "  glori- 
ously supreme,"  and  good-humouredly 
attest  the  truth  of  what  I  am  relating. 
I  have  given  the  fewamusing  instances 
above,  out  of  a  store  of  many  similar 
ones ;  and,  reader,  if  you  are  extra- 
professional,  and  still  a  doubter,  ask 
the  most  experienced  medical  friend 
you  have,  wnether,  in  the  above,  you 
are  required  to  put  faith  in  improba- 
bilities and  figments. 


CHAPTER   XV. 


THE    WIPBL 


Monday  livening^  July  25,  18 — . — 
Well!  the  poor  martyr  has  at  last  been 
released  from  her  sufferings,  and  her 
wasted  remains  lie  hid  in  the  kindly 
gloom  of  the  grave.  Yes,  sweet,  abused, 

forgiving  Mrs  T !  I  this  morning 

attended  your  funeral,  and  let  fall  tears 
of  unavailing  regret  1  Shall  I  tell 
your  sad  story  all  in  one  word  or  two? 
The  blow  that  broke  your  heart  was 
struck  by  your  husband  ! 

Heaven  grant  me  calmness  in  record- 


ing your  wrongs  t  Let  not  the  feelings 
of  outraged  humanity  prompt  me  to 
"  set  down  aught  in  malice.  May  I 
be  dispassionately  enough  disposed  to 
say  but  the  hoifj,  nay,  even  the  hun- 
dredth part  only,  of  what  I  know,  and 
my  conscience  will  stand  acquitted! 
Let  not  him  who  shall  read  these 
pages  anticipate  anything  of  romance, 
of  high-flown  rodomontade,  in  what 
follows.  It  is  all  about  a  poor,  ill- 
used,  heart-broken  wipb  ;  and  such  an 
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object  is,  alas !  too  often  met  with  in 
all  classes  of  society,  to  attract,  m 
an  ordinuT  case,  anything  of  pubHc 
notice.  Tne  ensuing  narrative  will 
not,  however,  be  found  an  ordinary 
case.  It  is  fraught  with  circumstances 
of  such  peculiar  aggravation,  and  ex- 
hibits such  a  moving  jpicture  of  the 
tenderness  and  unrepimng  fortitude  of 
woman,  that  I  am  tempted  to  give  it 
at  some  length.  Its  general  accuracy 
maj  be  relied  upon,  for  I  succeeded  in 
wrmg^g  it  from  the  lips  of  the  poor 
sufferer  herself.  I  must,  however,  be 
allowed  to  give  it  in  my  own  wav; 
though  at  the  risk  of  its  being  thereby 
divested  of  much  of  that  sorrowful 
simplicity  and  energy — that  touching 
9iau;«^  which  daaracterised  its  utter- 
ance. I  shall  conclude  with  extracting 
some  portions  of  my  notes  of  visits 
made  m  a  professional  capacity. 

Miss  Jane  0—  had  as  numerous 
a  retinue  of  suitors  as  a  pretty  person, 
well-known  sweetness  of  disposition, 
considerable  accomplishments,  and 
£10,000  in  the  funds,  could  not  fail  of 
procuring  to  their  possessor.  She  was 
an  orphan,  and  was  left  absolute  mis- 
tress of  her  property  on  attaining  her 
twenty-first  vear.  All  the  members 
of  her  own  family  most  strenuously 
backed  the  pretensions  of  the  curate  of 
the  parish — a  young  man  of  ascertained 
respectability  of  character  and  family, 
witn  a  snug  stipend,  and  fair  prospects 
of  preferment.  His  person  and  man- 
ners were  agreeable  and  engaging; 
and  he  could  not  conceal  his  inclinar 

tion  to  fling  them  both  at  Miss  C *s 

feet.  All  who  knew  the  parties,  said 
it  would  be  an  excellent  match  in  all 
respects,  and  a  happy  couple  they 
would  make.  Miss  C— —  herself  could 
not  look  at  the  curate  with  indifference 
— at  least,  if  any  inference  might  be 
drawn  from  an  occasional  flushing  of 
her  features  at  church,  whenever  the 
eyes  of  the  clergyman  happened  to 
glance  at  her— wmch  was  much  oflener 
than  his  duty  required.  In  short,  the 
motherly  gossips  of  the  nlace  all  looked 
upn  it  as  a  settled  tning,  and  had 
pitched  upon  an  admirable  house  for 
the  future  couple.   They  owned  unani- 


mously that  "  the  girl  might  have  gone 
farther  and  fared  worse,  and  so  forth ; 
which  is  a  g^eat  deal  for  such  people 
to  say  about  such  matters. 

There  happened,    however,  to   be 
given  a  great  ball,  by  the  lady  of  the 

ex-mayor,  where  Miss  C was  one 

of  the  stars  of  the  evening;  and  at 
this  party  there  chanced  to  be  a  young 
Londoner,  who  had  just  come  down  on 
a  three-weeks'  holiday.  He  was  train, 
ing  for  the  law  in  a  solicitor's  office, 
and.  was  within  six  or  seven  months 
of  the  expiration  of  his  articles.  H6 
was  a  personable  sort  of  fellow  to  look 
at — a  spice  of  a  dandy — and  had  that 
kind  of  air  about  him  which  tells  of 
town~^i£  not  of  the  blandness,  ease, 
and  elegance  of  the  West,  still — of  town 
— ^which  contrasted  favourably  with 
the  comparative  ungainliness  of  pro- 
vincials. He  was,  in  a  word,  a  sort  of 
small  star ;  a  triton  among  the  min- 
nows; and  whatever  he  said  or  did 
took  infallibly.  Apprised  by  some  judi- 
cious relatives  of  the  unitea  charms  of 

Miss  C 's  purse  and  person,  he  took 

care  to  pay  her  the  most  conspicuous 
attentions.  Alas !  the  (|uiet  claims  of 
the  curate  were  soon  silenced  by  his 
bustling  rival.  This  young  spark  chat- 
tered Miss  0 out  of  her  calm  senses. 

Wherever  she  went  he  followed;  what- 
ever she  said  or  did,  he  applauded.  He 
put  into  requisition  all  his  small  ac- 
quirements—he sang  a  little,  danced 
more,  and  talked  an  infinity.  To  be 
brief,  he  determined  on  carrying  the 
fort  with  a  coup  de  main;  and  he  suc- 
ceeded. The  poor  curate  was  forgotten 
for  ever !  Before  the  enterprising 
youne  lawyer  left ,  he  was  an  ac- 
cepted suitor  of  Miss  C 's.    The 

coldness  of  all  her  friends  and  acquain- 
tances signified  nothing  to  her;  her 
lover  had,  by  some  means  or  other,  ob- 
tained so  powerful  a  hold  of  her  affec- 
tions, that  sneers,  reproaches,  remon- 
strances, threats,  on  the  part  of  all  who 
had  previously  betrothed  her  to  the 
curate,  "passed  by  her  as  the  idle 
wind,  which  she  regarded  not^"  She 
promised  to  become  his  wife  as  soon  as 
his  articles  should  have  expired,  and  to 
live  in  London. 
In  due  time,  as  matters  approached 
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a  crisis,  friends  were  called  in  to  talk 

over  preliminaries.    Mr  T proved 

to  be  comparatiyely  pennOess;  but 

-what  was  that  ?    Miss  C acted 

with  very  unusual  generosity.  She 
insisted  on  settling  only  half  her  for- 
tune— ^and  left  the  other  half  entirely 
at  his  disposal.  On  receiving  this  in- 
telligence from  her  own  lips,  the  young 
man  uttered  the  most  frantic  expres- 
sions of  gratitude ;  promised  her  eter- 
nal love  and  faithfiilness ;  protested 
that  he  idolised  her ;  and — took  her  at 
her  word.  It  was  in  vain  that  cautious 
relatives  stepped  in  to  tender  their 

remonstrances  to  Miss  C on  the 

imprudent  extent  to  which  she  was 
placing  her  fortune  beyond  her  own 
control.  Opposition  only  consolidates 
and  strengtnens  the  resolutions  of  a 
woman  whose  mind  is  once  made  up. 
The  generous  creature  believed  impu- 
citly  every  word  that  her  lover  poured 
into  her  delighted  ear;  and  was  not 
startled  into  anything  like  distrust, 
even  when  she  found  that  her  young 
husband  had  expended,  at  one  feU 
swoop,  nearly  £3000  of  the  £6000  she 
had  so  imprudently  placed  at  his  dis- 
posal— ^in  "  establishmg  themselves  in 
London,"  as  he  termed  it.  He  com- 
menced a  rate  of  living  which  it  would 
have  required  an  income  of  at  least 
£1000  a-year  to  support ;  and  when  an 
uncle  of  his  wife's  took  upon  him  to 
represent  to  Mr  T his  ruinous  ex- 
travagance— ^his  profligate  expenditure 
of  his  wife's  funds,  wmch  all  their  mu- 
tual friends  were  lamenting  and  repro- 
bating, he  was  treated  with  an  inso- 
lence which  for  ever  put  an  end  to  his 
interference,  and  effectually  prevented 
that  of  any  other  party. 

AH,  however,  might  yet  have  gone 
right,  had  Mr  T paid  but  a  mode- 
rate attention  to  his  business ;  for  his 
father  had  the  conunand  of  an  excel- 
lent town  connection,  which  soon  put 
enough  into  his  son's  hands  to  keep 
two  clerks  in  regular  employment. 

It  was  not  long  before  nis  wife  was 
shocked  by  hearing  her  husband  make 
incessant  complaints  of  the  drudgery 
of  the  office,  though  he  did  not  devote, 
on  an  average,  more  than  two  or  three 
hours  a<lay  to  it.     He  was  (dways 


proposing  some  new  party,  some  de- 
lightful drive,  some  enchanting  excur- 
sion, to  her;  and  she  dared  not  refuse, 
for  he  had,  abeady,  once  disclosed 
symptoms  of  a  most  imperious  temper 
whenever  his  will  was  interfered  with. 
She  began  to  grow  very  uneasy,  as  she 
saw  him  drawing  cheque  after  chec[ue 
on  their  banker,  without  once  replacmg 
a  single  sum !  Good  God!  what  was 
to  become  of  them?  He  complained  of 
the  tardy  returns  of  business ;  and  yet 
he  left  it  altogether  to  the  management 
of  two  hired  clerks !  He  was  beginning 
also  to  grow  irregular  in  his  nabits; 
repeatemy  kept  her  waiting  for  hours, 
expecting  his  return  to  dinner  in  vain ; 
filled  his  table  with  frequent  draughts 
frtnn  the  gayest  and  most  dissipated  of 
his  professional  acquaLntance,  whose 
uproar,  nip^ht  after  night,  alarmed 
every  one  in  the  house,  and  disturbed 
even  the  neighbours.  Then  he  took  to 
billiard-playmg,  and  its  invariable  con- 
comitants---drinking  and  late  hours; 
the  theatres,  frequented  alone  for  the 
purpose — alas !  too  notorious  to  escape 
even  the  chaste  eai^s  of  his  unfortunate 
and  insulted  wife — of  mingling  with 
the  low  wretches — ^the  harpies — ^who 
frequent  the  slips  and  saloons;  then 
"drinkine  bouts  at  taverns,  and  mid- 
night "  larks "  in  company  with  a 
set  of  vulgar,  ignorant,  young  cox- 
combs, who  always  left  lum  to  settle 
the  reckoning. 

He  sent  one  of  the  clerks  to  his 
banker's,  one  morning,  with  a  cheque 
for  £10 ;  which  proved  to  be  the  exact 
amount  by  whicn  he  had  "  overdrawn  " 
his  account  —  and  worse  —  returned 
without  the  usual  accommodation 
afforded.  He  was  a  little  dismayed  at 
finding  such  to  be  the  state  of  things, 
and  went  up-stairs  to  his  wife  to  tell 
her,  with  a  curse,  of  "  the  meanness," 
the  "d— d  stinginess,"  of  Messrs . 

"What!  Is  it  afl  spent,  George?" 
she  inquired,  in  a  gentle  and  faint  tone 
of  voice. 

"Every  rap,  by ,  Jane!"  was 

the  reply.  She  turned  pale,  and  trem- 
bled, while  her  husband,  putting  his 
huids  in  his  pockets,  walked  suUenly 
to  and  fro  about  the  parlour.  Witn 
trembling  hesitation,  lijCrs  T allud- 
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ed  to  the  near  approach  of  her  con- 
finement, and  asked,  aknost  inaudible 
with  agitation,  and  the  fear  of  offend- 
ing him,  whether  he  had  made  cmy 
provision  for  the  necessary  expenses 
attending  it — had  laid  up  amfthmg. 
He  replied  in  the  negative,  in  a  very 
petulant  tone.  She  could  not  re&ain 
from  shedding  tears. 

"  Your  crying  can't  mend  matters," 
said  he  rudely,  walking  to  the  window, 
and  humming  the  woius  of  some  popu- 
lar air. 

"Dear,  dear  George!  have  you  seen 
anything  in  mj  conduct  to  displease 
you?"  she  inquired,  wiping  her  eyes. 

"Why  do  you  ask  me  that,  Mrs 
T ?  said  he,  walking  slowly  to- 
wards her,  and  eyeing  her  very  sternly. 
She  trembled,  and  had  scarcely  breath 
enough  to  answer,  that  she  had  feared 
such  might  have  been  the  case,  because 
he  had  become  rather  cool  towards  her 
of  late. 

"  D'ye  mean  to  say,  ma'am,  that  I 
have  used  you  ill,  eh  ?  Because,  if  you 
do,  it's  a  i- " 

"  Oh  no,  no,  Greorge !  I  did  not  mean 
anything  of  the  kind;  but— but — ^kiss 
me,  and  say  you  have  forgiven  me — 
do ! "  and  she  rose  and  stepped  towards 
him,  with  a  forced  smile.  He  gave  her 
his  cheek,  with  an  air  of  sullen  indif- 
ference, and  said,  "  It's  no  use  blubber- 
ing about  misfortunes,  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing.    The  fact  is,  something  must 

be  done,  or •,  Fm  done  !    Look 

here,  Jane !  Bring  your  chair  there  a 
minute !  What  do  you  say  to  these?" 
He  pulled  out  of  his  pocket  a  crumpled 
mass  of  papers — ^bills  which  had  been 
sent  in  during  the  week,  some  of  them 
of  several  months'  standing — ^£70  were 
due  for  wine  and  spirits ;  £90  for  ar- 
ticles of  his  dress ;  £35  for  the  use  of 
a  horse  and  tilbury ;  £10  for  cigars  and 
snuffs ;  and,  in  snort,  the  above  are  a 
sample  of  items  which  swelled  into  the 
gross  amount  of  more  than  £300 — all 
due — ^all  from  creditors  who  refused 
him  longer  credit,  and  all  for  articles 
which  had  ministered  nothing  to  his 
poor  wife's  comforts  or  necessities. 
She  burst  into  tears  as  she  looked  over 
the  bills  scattered  on  the  table,  and, 
flinging  her  arms  round  her  husband's 


neck,  implored  him  to  pay  more  atten- 
tion to  business. 

"  I  tell  you,  I  <2o,"  he  replied  impa- 
tiently, suffering,  not  returning,  her 
affectionate  embrace. 

"  Well,  dearest  George !  I  don't  mean 
to  blame  you" 

"  Yon  had  better  not,  indeed ! "  he 
replied  coldly ;  "  but  what's  to  be  done, 
eh  ?— That's  what  we  ought  to  be  con- 
siderine^.    Do  you  think — ^hem !  Jane 

— could  you,  do  you  think" ^He 

paused,  and  seemed  embarrassed. 

"  Could  I  what,  dear  George  ?  "  she 
inquired,  squeezing  his  hands. 

"  D'ye  think— d>e  think— but— no 
— ^I'U  ask  you  some  other  day ! "  and 
he  rose  from  his  chair.  What  will  be 
imagined  was  his  request  ?  She  learnt 
some  days  afterwards,  that  it  was  for 
her  to  use  her  influence  with  her  aunt, 
an  old  widow  lady,  to  lend  him  £500. 
To  return,  however. 

He  was  standing  opposite  the  fire, 
in  moody  contemplation,  when  a  rude 
pup^y,  dressed  in  the  extreme  of  the 
fasnion,  with  three  different  coloured 
waistcoats  on — crossed  and  recrossed 
by  a  heavy  pewter-looking  chain — and 
a  glossy  new  hat,  with  tapering  crown, 
stuck  with  an  impudent  air  on  the  left 
side  of  his  head — ^burst  unceremoni- 
ously into  the  parlour,  and  disturbed 

the  sorrowful  tete-driete  of  T and 

his  wife,  by  rushing  up  to  the  former, 
shaking  his  hands,  and  exclaiming 

boisterously — "  Ah  1  T ,  how  d'ye 

do,  d— e  ?     Bill  Bunco's  Cht^er  has 

beat ;  he  has  by !    fVe  won 

£15  on  it ! — Oh !  a  thousand  pardons, 
ma'am — ^I  didn't  see  you ;  but  there's 
been  a  great  dog-fight  you  see,  and  I 

have  been  luckier  than  what  Mr  T 

here  has;  for  I've  won  £15,  and  he 
has  lost  £201" 

This  scoundrel  was  one  of  T 's 

bosom  friends  1  Ay,  incredible  as  it 
may  seem,  it  was  for  such  worthless 
fellows,  such  despicable  blockheads  as 

these,  that  Mr  T had  squandered 

his  generous  wife's  property  and  for- 
saken her  company  I  On  the  present 
occasion, — a  sample  of  what  had  oc- 
curred so  often  as  to  cause — no  surprise 
— nothing  but  a  gush  of  bitter  tears 
after  he  was  gone, — ^T civilly  bade 
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lier  good-moTBing,  departed  arm-in-arm 
with  Ms  "  friend^"  and  did  not  return 
till  past  two  o^clock  in  the  morning, 
almost  dead  drunk.  Had  he  seen  how 
the  remainder  of  the  day  was  spent  by 
his  poor  wife — ^in  tears  and  terror — 
xmsoothed  by  the  thought  that  her 
husband  was  absent  on  errands  of  hon- 
ourable employment  —  content  with 
making  a  scanty  dinner  of  that  at 
which  the  servant  "turned  u^  her 
nose,"  as  the  phrase  is — and  sitting 
the  rest  of  the  evening,  sewing  and 
shedding  tears  by  turns,  till  the  hour 
of  midnight  warned  her  to  retire  to  a 
sleepless  bed ;  could  he  have  felt  the 
hurried  beatings  of  her  heart  when- 
ever her  wakeful  ear  fancied  she  heard 
the  sound  of  his  approaching  footsteps 
on  the  pavement  oeneath;  could  he 
have  done  this,  he  mi^ht  not  jpoaaOblyj 
on  waking  in  the  morning,  have  called 

her  a  y  nor  bxbdck  he^  on  the 

mouth  till  her  under  lip  was  half  cut 
through,  for  presuming  to  rouse  him 
■  before  he  had  slept  off  the  fumes  of  the 
brandy,  and  all  he  had  drunk  over- 
night--in  order  that  he  might  be  in 
time  for  a  consultation  appointed  for 
eleven  o'clock.  He  did  do  this ;  and  I 
was  the  first  person  on  earth  to  whom 
she  reluctantly  told  i1^— on  her  death- 
bed! 
^  Though  her  delicate  and  interesting 
situation — ^within  a  very  few  weeks  of 
heraccouchement— might  havekindled 
a  spark  of  tenderness  and  pride  in  the 
bosom  of  any  husband  who  had  not 
lost  all  the  feelings  of  honour  and  man- 
liness, it  sufficed,  apparently,  to  inspire 

T with  a  determination  to  treat 

her  more  unkindly  and  neglectfully 
than  ever.  She  scarcely  ever  saw  him 
during  the  day ;  and  when  he  came 
home  at  night— more  than  once  con- 
ducted by  the  watchman — ^he  was  al- 
most invariably  stupiiied  with  liquor; 
and  if  he  had  the  power  of  utterance, 
he  seemed  to  take  a  demoniacal  plea- 
sure in  venting  upon  her  the  foulest 
expressions  wmch  he  could  recollect 
bemg  usedby  theriff-rafif  of  the  taverns, 
where  he  spent  his  time.  More  than 
once  was  she  so  horrified  with  what 
he  said,  that,  at  the  peril  of  her  life, 
she  insisted  on  leaving  him,  and  shar- 


ing the  bed  of  the  servant  girl !  Her 
wretched  look  might  have  broken  a 
heart  of  stone ;  vet  it  affected  not  that 
of  the  wretch  who  called  her  his  wife! 

A  few  days  after  the  occurrence 
above  related,  the  maid-servant  put  a 
twopenny  post  letter  into  her  mis- 
tress's hanas;  and  fortunate  it  was  for 

Mrs  T that  the  girl  happened  to 

be  in  the  room  while  she  read  it,  await- 
ing orders  for  dinner.  The  note  was 
in  these  words,  written  in  a  feigned 
but  stiU  a  lady's  hand : — 

"Unportukate  Madam! — I  feel  it 
my  duty  to  acquaint  you  that  your 

husband,  Mr  T ,  is  pursuing  quite 

disgraceful  courses  all  night  and  day, 
squandering  away  his  money  among 
sharpers  and  blacklegs,  and  that  he  is 
persuaded  to  back  one  of  the  boxers  in 
a  great  fi^ht  that  is  to  be ;  and,  above 
all,  and  -mizi  I  blush  to  tell  you — but 

it  is  fitting  Mrs  T should  know  it 

— ^in  my  opinion,  Mr  T is  notori- 
ously keeping  a  woman  of  infamous 
character,  with  whom  he  is  constantly 
seen  at  the  theatres  and  most  other 
public  places,  and  she  passes  as  his 
cousin.  Hoping  that  you  will  bave 
prudence  and  spirit  to  act  in  this  dis- 
tressing business  as  becomes  a  lady 
and  a  wife,  I  am,  madam,  with  the 
truest  respect  and  sympathy, 

A  Real  Friend." 

Mrs  T— —  read  this  cruel  letter  in 
silence — motionless — and  with  a  face 
that  whitened  sensibly  as  she  pro- 
ceeded; till,  at  the  disgraceful  fact 
mentioned  in  the  concluding  part,  she 
dropped  the  paper  from  her  nands — 
and  the  servant  ran  to  her  in  time  to 
prevent  her  falling  firom  her  chair;  for 
she  had  swooned !  It  was  long  before 
she  came  to ;  and,  when  that  was  the 
case,  it  was  only  that  she  might  be 
carried  to  her  bed — and  she  was  con- 
fined that  evening.  The  child  was 
still-bom !  All  this  came  on  the  hus- 
bandlike a  thunder-stroke,  and  shocked 
him  for  a  time  into  something  like  so- 
briety and  compunction.  The  admi- 
rable qualities  of  his  wife — ^her  virtues 
and  her  meekness — shone  before  his 
startled  eyes  in  angel  hues.  He  for- 
sook the  scenes,  a  constant  frequent- 
ing of  which  had  rendered  him  un- 
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worthy  to  live  under  the  same  roof 
with  her,  and  betook  himself  to  the 
regular  pursuits  of  business  with  great 
earnestness.  He  soon  found  out  what 
arduous  up-hiU  work  it  was  to  bring 
again  under  his  control  affairs  which 
had  been  so  long  and  shamefoUy  ne- 
glected. He  felt  several  times  disposed 
to  throw  it  all  over  in  disgust;  for, 
alas !  he  had  lost  almost  every  vestige 
of  the  patience  and  accuracy  of  busi- 
ness habits.  He  succeeded,  wiUi  great 
difficulty,  in  appeasing  the  more  cla- 
morous  of  his  creditors,  and,  in  a  word, 
once  more  stood  a  chance  of  clearing 
his  way  before  him.  His  poor  wife, 
however,  was  brought  several  times  to 
the  very  verge  of  the  grave,  and  was 
destined  for  months  to  the  monotonous 
hours  of  a  bed  of  sickness.  For  nearly 
a  month,  she  experienced  the  most  af- 
fectionate attentions  from  her  husband 
that  were  consistent  with  a  due  atten- 
tion to  the  business  of  his  office.  She 
felt  revived  and  cheered  by  the  pro- 
spect of  his  renewed  attachment,  and 
trusted  in  its  permanency.  But,  alas  I 
her  husband  was  not  made  of  such 
materials  as  warranted  her  expecta- 
tions ;  he  was  little  else  than  a  com- 
poimd  of  weakness,  vanity,  ignorance, 
and  ill-temper;  and  for  such  a  one,  the 
sober  loveliness  and  attractiveness  of 
domestic  life  had  no  charms.  He  had 
no  sooner  got  his  affairs  a  little  into 
train,  and  succeeded  in  reviving  the 
confidence  of  some  of  his  principal 
clients,  than  he  began  to  relax  nis 
efforts.  One  bv  one,  his  old  associates 
drew  around  nim,  and  re>entan^ed 
him  in  the  toils  of  dissipation.    The 

first  time  that  poor  ill-fated  Mrs  T 

came  down  into  the  parlour  to  dinner, 
after  a  three  months'  absence  in  her 
sick-chamber,  she  was  doomed  to  dine 
alone — disappointed  of  the  promised 

Eresence  of  her  husband  to  welcome 
er;  for  the  same  low,  contemptible 
coxcomb,  formerly  introduced  to  the 
reader  as  one  of  her  husband's  most 
intimate  friends,  had  called  in  the 
course  of  the  morning,  and  succeeded 
in  enticing  him  away  to  a  tavern  din- 
ner with  a  set  "  of  good  'uns,"  who 
were  afterwards  to  idjoum  to  one  of 
the  minor  theatres.    In  vain  was  the 


little  fillet  of  veal,  ordered  by  her  hus- 
band himself,  placed  on  the  table  be- 
fore his  deserted  wife ;  she  could  not 
taste  it,  nor  had  strength  enough  to 

carve  a  piece  for  the  nurse !  Mr  T 

had  had  the  grace  to  send  her  a  note 
of  apology,  afleging  that  his  absence 
was  occasioned  by  "  an  affair  of  busi- 


ness ! "  This  cruel  and  perfidious  con- 
duct, however,  met  with  its  due  pun- 
ishment. One  of  his  principal  creditors 
— ^his  tailor — ^happened  to  be  swallow- 
ing a  hasty  dinner  in  a  box  adjoining  • 
the  one  in  which  T and  his  bois- 
terous associates  were  dining,  and 
accidentally  cast  eyes  on  his  debtor 
T— — .  He  saw  and  heard  enough  to 
fill  him  with  fury ;  for  he  had  heard 
his  own  name  mentioned  by  the  half- 
inebriated  debtor,  as  one  of  the  "served- 
out  «wjp«"  whom  he  intended  to  "do" 
— an  annunciation  which  was  received 
by  the  gentlemanly  young  men  who 
were  dming  with  him,  with  cries  of 

"  Bravo,  T ,  do !    D— e,  I— and  I 

— and  I — have  done  it  before  this ! " 

The  next  morning  he  was  arrested 
for  a  debt  of  £110,  at  the  suit  of  the 
very  "  snip  "  whom  he  intended,  in  his 
own  witty  way,  to  "  do,"  and  carried 
off  to  a  spunging-house  in  Chancery 
Lane.  There  he  lay  for  two  days 
without  his  wife's  knowing  anything 
of  the  true  state  of  things.  He  could 
get  no  one  to  stand  bail  for  him,  till 
one  of  his  wife's  insulted  friends,  and 
his  own  brother-in-law,  came  forward 
reluctantly  for  that  purpose,  in  order 
to  cahn  her  dreadful  agitation,  which 
had  flung  her  again  on  a  sick-bed.  Her 
husband  wrote  her  a  most  penitential 
letter  from  the  spunging-house,  im- 
ploring her  forgiveness  for  his  mis- 
conduct, and  promising  amendment. 
Again  she  believed  him,  and  welcomed 
him  home  with  enthusiastic  demon- 
strations of  fondness.  He  himself 
could  not  refrain  from  weeping;  he 
sobbed  and  cried  like  a  child;  for  his 
feelings — what  with  the  most  pungent 
sense  of  disgrace,  remorse,  and  con- 
scious unworthiness  of  the  sweet  crea- 
ture, whose  affections  no  misconduct 
of  his  seemed  capable  of  alienating — 
werequite  overcome.  Three  of  his  chief 
creditors  commenced  actions  against 
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him,  and  nothing  seemed  capable  of 
arresting  the  min  now  impending  over 
him.  miere  was  he  to  find  the  means 
of  satisfying  their  claims  ?  He  was  in 
despair ;  and  had  sullenly  and  stupidly 
come  to  a  resolution  to  let  things  take 
their  course,  when,  as  if  Providence 
had  determined  to  afford  the  miserable 
man  one  chance  more  of  retrieving  his 
circumstances,  the  sudden  death  of  his 
father  put  him  in  possession  of  £800 
in  ready  cash;  ana  this  sum,  added 
to  £200  advanced  him  by  two  of  his 
wife's  friends,  who  could  not  resist  her 
agonising  supplications,  once  more  set 
matters  to  rignts. 

«  *  «  « 

Passing  over  an  interval  of  four 
years,  spent  with  disgrace  to  himself, 
and  anguish  to  his  wife,  similar  to 
that  described  above,  they  must  now 
be  presented  to  the  reader,  occupying, 
alas !  a  lower  station  of  society.  They 
had  been  compelled  to  relinauish  an 
airy,  respectable,  and  commodious  re- 
sidence, for  a  small,  bad  house,  in  a 
worse  neighbourhood.  His  business 
had  dwindled  down  to  what  was  in- 
sufficient to  occupy  the  time  of  one 
solitary  clerk,  whom  he  was  scarcely 
able  to  pay  regularly — and  the  more 
respectaole  of  his  friends  had  utterly 
deserted  him  in  disgust.  The  most 
rigorous — ^nay,  almost  starving — eco- 
nomy, on  the  part  of  his  wife,  barelv 
sufficed  to  ''make  both  ends  meet. 
She  abridged  herself  of  almost  every 
domestic  comfort,  of  all  those  little 
elegances  which  a  well-bred  woman 
loves  to  keep  about  her — and  did  so 
without  a  murmur.  The  little  income 
arising  firom  the  £5000,  her  settlement 
money,  might  surely,  of  itself,  with 
only  ordinary  prudence  on  his  part, 
have  enabled  them  to  maintain  their 
ground  with  something  like  respecta- 
bility, especially  if  he  had  attenaed  to 
what  remained  of  his  business.    But, 

alas!  alas!  T 's  temper  had,  by 

this  time,  been  thoroughly  and  per- 
manently soured.  He  hated  his  good 
wife— his  business— his  family-— him- 
self—  everything  except  liquor  and 
low  company!  His  features  bore  tes- 
timony to  the  sort  of  life  he  led  — 
swelled,  bloated,  and  his  eyes  languid 


and  bloodshot.  Mrs  T— —  saw  less 
of  him  than  ever;  for,  not  far  firom  his 
house,  there  was  a  small  tavern,  fre- 
quented by  none  but  the  meanest  im- 
derlings  of  his  profession ;  and  there 

was  T to  be  found,  evening  after 

evening,  smoking  and  drinking  himself 
into  a  state  of  stupid  insensibility,  till 
he  would  return  home  redolent  of  the 
insufferable  stench  and  fames  of  to- 
bacco smoke,  and  brandy-and-water. 
In  the  daytime,  he  was  often  to  be 
found  for  hours  together  at  an  adjoin- 
ing billiard-room,  where  he  sometimes 
lost  sums  of  money,  which  his  poor 
wife  was  obliged  to  make  up  for  by 
parting,  one  by  one,  with  her  little 
trinkets  and  jewellery !  What  could 
have  infatuated  him  to  pursue  such  a 
line  of  conduct?  it  may  be  asked — 
why,  as  if  of  set  purpose,  ruin  the 
peace  of  mind  of  one  of  the  fondest 
and  most  amiable  wives  that  ever  mau 
was  blessed  with?  A  vulgar,  but  for- 
cible expression,  may  explain  all— it 
was  "  the  nature  of  the  oeast."  He 
had  no  intellectual  pleasures — ^no  taste 
for  the  quiet  enjoyments  of  home ;  and 
had,  above  all,  in  his  wife^  too  sweet, 
confiding,  and  unresisting  a  creature  I 
Had  she  proved  a  termagant,  the  aspect 
of  things  might  have  been  very  differ- 
ent ;  she  might  have  IvUied  him  into 
something  like  a  sense  of  propriety. 
Here,  however,  he  had  it  all  his  own 
way — a  poor  creature,  who  allowed 
him  to  break  her  heart  without  remon- 
strance or  reproach ;  for  the  first  she 
doared  not — ^the  second  she  coidd  not. 
It  would  have  broken  a  heart  of  stone 
to  see  her !  She  was  wasted  to  a  ske- 
leton, and  in  such  a  weak,  declining 
state  of  health,  that  she  could  scarcely 
stir  out  of  doors.  Her  appetite  was 
almost  entirely  gone;  her  spirits  all 
fled  long  ago !— Now,  shall  I  tell  the 
reader  one  immediate  cause  of  such 
physical  exhaustion?  I  will,  and  truly. 

Mr  T had  still  a  tolerable  share 

of  business ;  but  he  could  scarcely  be 
brought  to  give  more  than  two  hours' 
attendance  in  his  office  a-day,  and 
sometimes  not  even  that.  He  there- 
fore imprudently  left  almost  everv- 
thing  to  the  management  of  his  clerx, 
a  worthy  young  man,  but  wholly  in- 
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competent  to  such  a  charge.  He  had 
extorted  from  even  his  idle  and  un- 
worthy master  frequent  acknowledg- 
ments of  his  obligations  for  the  punc- 
tuality with  which  he  transacted  all 
that  was  intrusted  to  him;  and,  in 
particular,  for  the  neatness,  accuracy, 
and  celerity  with  which  he  copied 
drafts  of  pleadings,  leases,  agreements, 
&c.  His  master  often  hiccoughed  to 
him  his  astonishment  at  the  rapidity 
with  which  he  "turned  them  out  of 
hand;"  but  how  little  did  the  un- 
worthy fellow  imagine  that,  in  saying 
all  this,  he  was  uttering,  not  his  clerk's, 
but  his  wipe's  praises  I  For  shs  it  was, 
poor  creature !  who,  having  taken  the 
pains  to  learn  a  lawyer's  hand,  en- 
grossing, &c.,  from  the  clerk,  actually 
sat  up,  almost  regularly,  till  two-  or 
three  o'clock  In  the  morning,  plodding 
perseveringly  through  papers  and 
parchments — ^making  long  and  labori- 
ous extracts — engrossing  settlements, 
indentures,  &c.,  and  copymg  pleadings, 
till  her  .wearied  eyes,  and  her  little 
hands,  could  no  longer  perform  their 
office !  I  could  at  this  moment  lay  my 
hands  on  a  certain  legal  instrument, 
of  tiresome  prolixity,  which  was  en- 
grossed, every  WOTd,  by  Mrs  T ! 

ThU  was  the  way  in  which  his  wife 
spent  the  hours  of  midnight,  and  to 
enable  him  to  squander  away  his  time 
and  money  in  the  unworthy,  the  in- 
famous manner  above  related  I 

Was  it  wonderful  that  her  health 
and  spirits  were  wholly  borne  down 
by  the  pressure  of  so  many  accumu- 
lated ills?  Had  not  her  husband's 
eye  been  dulled,  and  his  perceptions 
deadened,  by  the  perpetual  stupors  of 
intoxication,  he  migl^  have  discerned 
the  hectic  flush — the  coming  fever — 
the  blood-spitting,  which  foretell  con- 
sumption !  But  that  was  too  much  to 
be  expected.  As  for  the  evenings — 
they  were  invariably  spent  at  his  fa- 
vourite tavern,  sotting  nour  after  hour 
among  its  lowest  frequenters ;  and  as 
for  her  night-cough  and  blood-spitting, 
he  was  lulled  by  liauor  into  too  pro- 
found a  repose  to  oe  roused  by  the 
sounds  which  were,  in  effect,  his  mar- 
tyred wife's  death-knell.  If,  during 
tne  day-time,  he  was  in  a  manner  forced 


to  remark  her  languor — ^her  drooping 
spirits — ^the  only  notice,  the  only  sym- 
pathy it  called  forth  on  his  part,  was 
a  cold  and  careless  inquiry  why  she 
did  not  call  in  a  medical  man !  I  shall 
conclude  this  portion  of  my  narrative 
with  barely  reciting  four  instances  of 

that  conduct  on  the  part  of  Mrs  T 's 

husband,  which  at  last  succeeded  in 
breaking  her  heart,  and  which,  with 
many  other  similar  ones,  were  com- 
mumcated  to  me  with  tears  of  tortured 
sensibility. 

I.  Half  drunk,  half  sober,  he  one 
evening  introduced  to  her,  at  tea,  a 
female  "friend,"  whose  questionable 
appearance  mi^ht,  at  first  sight,  have 
justified  his  wife's  refusal  to  receive 
her.  Her  conversation  soon  disclosed 
her  real  character;  and  the  insulted 
wife  abruptly  retired  from  the  room 
that  was  polluted  by  the  presence  of  the 
infamous  creature  whom  he  avowed  to 
be  hU  mistress  !  He  sprung  after  her 
to  the  door,  for  the  purpose  of  dragging 
her  back ;  but  her  sudaen  paleness,  and 
the  faint  tones  in  which  she  whispered 
— "  Don't  stop  me — don't — or  I  shall 
die !"  so  shocked  him,  that  he  allowed 
her  to  retire,  and  immediately  dis- 
missed the  wretch,  whom  he  could 
have  brought  thither  for  no  other  pur- 
pose than  to  insult  his  wife !  roor 
creature !  did  a  portion  of  her  midnight 
earnings  go  towards  the  support  of  the 
wretch  who  was  kept  by  her  husband? 

II.  Having  occasion,  late  one  even- 
is^,  to  rumma^  amon^  her  husband's 
office  papers,  m  search  of  something 
which  was  to  be  engrossed  that  night, 
her  eye  happened  to  light  on  a  docu- 
ment, with  a  pencil  superscription — 
"  Copy^  ecute  for  cotmsd,  concerning 

Mrs  T '«  marriage  setUementy   A 

very  excusable  curiosity  prompted  her 
to  peruse  what  proved  to  be  a  series 
of  queries  submitted  to  counsel,  on 
the  following  points,  among  others: 
— ^What  present  powers  he  had  under 
her  marriage  settlement? — whether 
her  own  interest  in  it  could  be  legally 
made  over  to  another,  with  her  con- 
sent, during  her  lifetime  ?  and,  if  so, 
how  ? — ^whether  or  not  he  could  part 
with  the  reversion,  provided  she  did 
not  exercise  her  power  of  willing  it 
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away  elsewhere?  From  all  this,  was 
it  possible  for  her  not  to  see  how  heart- 
lessly he  was  calculating  on  the  best 
method  of  obtaining  possession  of  the 
remnant  of  her  fortune? 

"Oh,  cruel — cruel — cruel  Geor^! 
So  impatient ! — Could  you  not  wait  a 
month  or  two  ?  I'm  sure  I  shall  not 
keep  you  out  of  it  long !  I  always  in- 
tended to  leave  it  to  jou,  and  I  won't 
let  this  alter  my  mind,  though  it  is 

cruel  of  you ! "  sobbed  Mrs  T ,  till 

her  heart  seemed  breaking.  At  that 
moment  she  heard  her  husband's  loud 
obstreperous  knock  at  the  door,  and 
hastily  crumpling  up  the  paper  into 
the  drawer  of  the  desk,  from  which 
she  had  taken  it,  she  put  out  the 
candle,  and,  leaving  her  midnight  la- 
bours, flew  up-stairs  to  bed  —  to  a 
wretched  and  sleepless  one  I 

in.  Mrs  T ?s  child,  which  was 

about  three  years  and  a  half  old,  was 
suddenly  seized  with  convulsive  fits, 
as  she  was  one  evening  undressing  it 
for  bed;  Fit  after  fit  followed  in  such 
rapid  succession,  that  the  medical  man 
who  was  summoned  in  prepared  her 
to  expect  the  worst.  The  mstraction 
of  her  feelings  may  be  easier  conceived 
than  described,  as  she  held  on  her  knee 
the  little  creature  on  whose  life  were 
centred  all  the  proud  and  fond  feelings 
of  a  mother's  love,  deepened  into  ex- 
clusive intensity;  for  it  seemed  the 
only  object  on  earth  to  return  her 
love ; — as  she  held  it,  I  say,  but  with 
great  difi^culty,  for  its  tiny  lunbs  were 
struggling  and  plunging  about  in  a 
dreadful  manner.  And  then  the  fright- 
ful rolling  of  the  eyes!  They  were 
endeavouring  to  pour  a  teaspoonful  of 
Balby's  carminative,  or  some  such 
medicine,  through  the  closed  teeth, 
when  the  room  door  was  suddenly 

thrown  open,  and  in  reeled  Mr  T , 

more  than  half-seas  over  with  liauor, 
and  in  a  merrier  mood  than  usual,  for 
he  had  been  successful  at  billiards! 
He  had  entered  unobserved  through 
the  street  door,  which  had  been  left 
ajar  by  the  distracted  servant  girl; 
and,  hearing  a  bustle  in  the  room,  he 
had  entered,  for  the  purpose  of  seeing 
what  was  the  matter. 

"  Wh — wh — what  is  the  matter,  good 


fo — oiks,  eh?"  he  stammered,  reeling 

towards  where  Mrs  T was  sitting, 

almost  fainting  with  terror  at  seeing 
the  frightfol  contortions  of  her  infant's 
countenance.  She  saw  him  not,  for 
her  eyes  were  fixed  in  agony  on  the 
features  of  her  suffering  babe. 

"What  the— the— the  d— 1  is  the 
matter  with  all  of  you  here,  eh?"  he 
inquired,  chucking  the  servant  girl 
under  the  chin,  who,  much  agitated, 
and  shedding  tears,  had  approached, 
to  beg  he  would  leave  the  room.  He 
tried  to  kiss  her,  and  in  the  presence 
of  the  medical  man — ^who  sternly  re- 
buked him  for  his  monstrous  conauct. 

"  D— n  you,  sir — ^who  the  devil  are 
youf"  he  said,  putting  his  arms  arkimbo 
— "I  will  know  what's  the  matter!" 
He  came  near — ^he  saw  all ! — the  leaden- 
hued,  quivering  features — the  limbs, 
now  rigid,  then  struggling  violently 
— ^the  starting  eyeballs. 

"Why,  for  Gfod's  sake,  what's  the 
matter,  eh?"  he  stammered  almost 
inaudibly,  while  the  colour  fled  from 
his  face,  and  the  perspiration  started 
upon  his  forehead.  He  strove  to  steady 
himself;  but  that  was  impossible.  He 
had  drunk  too  deeply. 

"  What  are  vou  doing  to  the  child — 
what — ^what  ?  '  he  again  inquired,  in  a 
feeble  and  filtering  voice,  interrupted 
by  a  hiccough.  No  notice  whatever 
was  taken  of  him  by  his  wife,  who  did 
not  seem  to  see  or  hear  him.  "Jane,  tell 
me,"  addressing  her  again,  "  has  the 
child  had— (hickup) — ^an — an — ac — ci 
— dent?"  The  infant  that  moment  gave 
a  sudden  and  final  plunge ;  and  Mrs 

T 's  faint  shriek,  and  the  servant 

girl's  wringing  of  the  hands,  announced 
that  all  was  over !  The  little  thing  lay 
dead  in  the  arms  of  its  mother. 

"  Sir,  your  child  is  dead,"  said  the 

apothecary  sternly,  shaking  Mr  T 

by  the  arm — ^for  he  stood  gazing  on 
the  scene  with  a  sullen,  vacant  stare, 
scarcely  able  to  steady  himself. 

"Wh— wh— at!  D—e^-^t—dr*  he 
muttered  with  a  ghastly  air. 

"  Oh !  Greorge,  my  darling  is — ^is 
dead!"  groaned  the  afflicted  mother, 
for  the  first  time  looking  at  and  ad- 
dressing her  husband.  The  word  seem- 
ed to  sober  him  in  an  instant. 
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"What?— Dead?    AndlDBumt!" 

The  medical  man,  who  stood  by, 
told  me  he  could  never  forget  the  scene 

of  that  evening !    When  Mrs  T 

discovered,  by  his  manner,  his  dis- 
graceful condition,  she  was  so  ntterly 
overcome  with  her  feelings  of  mingled 
^ef,  shame,  and  horror,  that  she  fell 
into  violent  hysterics,  which  lasted  al- 
most all  night  long.    As  for  T ,  he 

seemed  palsied  all  the  next  day.  He 
sat  alone  during  the  whole  of  the  morn- 
ing, in  the  room  where  the  dead  infant 
^^7)  gazinguponit  with  emotions  which 
may  be  imagined,  but  not  described. 

IV.  Almost  the  only  piece  of  orna- 
mental furniture,  her  last  remaining 
means  of  amusement  and  consolation, 
was  her  piano.  She  played  with  both 
taste  and  feeling,  and  many  a  time 
contrived  to  make  sweet  sounds  pour 
an  oblivious  charm  over  her  sorrows 
and  sufferings,  by  wandering  over  the 
airs  which  she  had  loved  in  happier 
days.  Thus  was  she  engaged  one 
afternoon  with  one  of  Dr  Ame's  ex- 
quisite compositions,  the  air  beginning, 
"  Blow,  blow,  thou  winter's  wind." 
She  made  several  attempts  to  accom- 
pany the  music  with  her  voice — for 
she  once  had  a  very  sweet  one,  and 
could  sing— but  whenever  she  attempt- 
ed, the  words  seemed  to  choke  her. 
There  was  a  sorrowfiil  appropriateness 
in  them,  a  touching  ecno  of  her  own 
feelings,  which  dissolved  her  very 
spirit  within  her.  Her  only  child  had 
died,  as  the  reader  was  informed,  about 
six  months  before,  and  her  husband 
had  resumed  his  ill  courses,  becoming 
more  and  more  stem  and  sullen  in  his 
demeanour — more  imreasonable  in  his 
requirements.  The  words  of  the  air,  as 
may  be  easily  conceived,  were  pain- 
fully appropriate  to  her  situation,  and 
she  could  not  help  shedding  tears.  At 
that  moment  her  husband  entered  the 
room  with  his  hat  on,  and  stood  f6r 
some  moments  before  the  fire  in  silence. 

"MrsT !"  said  he,  as  soon  as 

she  had  concluded  the  last  stanza. 

"  Well,  George ! "  said  she,  in  a  mild 
tone. 

*«  I— I  must  edl  thatpiano,  ma*am — 
I  must!"  said  he. 

"  What !"  exclaimed  his  wife,  in  a 


low  whisper,  turning  round  on  the 
music-stool,  and  loomng  him  in  the 
face  with  an  air  of  sorrowful  surprise. 
"  Oh  !you  cannot  be  in  earnest,  George  I" 

"  Ton  my  life,  ma*am,  but  I  am — I 
can*t  indulge  you  with  superfluities 
while  we  can  hardly  afford  tne  means 
of  keeping  body  and  soul  together." 

"  George— dear  George— do  forgive 
me,  but  I— I — ^I  cannot  part  with  my 
poorpiano,"  said  she. 

"  Why  not,  ma*am,  when  I  say  you 
must!" 

"  Oh !  because  it  was  the  gift  of  my 
poor  mother!"  she  replied,  bursting 
mto  tears. 

"  Can*t  help  that,  ma'am — not  I.  It 
must  go.  I  hate  to  hear  its  cursed 
noise  in  the  house — ^it  makesme  melan- 
choly— it  does,  ma'am — ^you're  always 
playing  such  gloomy  music,"  replied 
the  husband,  in  a  severe  and  less  de- 
cisive tone. 

"  WeU,  well !  if  that's  aU,  111  play 
anything  you  like — only  tell  me,  dear 
George!  what  shall  I  play  for  you 
now  ?  "  said  she,  rising  fifom  the  music- 
stool  and  approaching  him. 

"  Hay  a  farewell  to  the  piano,  for  it 
must  go,  and  it  shall ! "  he  replied  des- 
perately. 

"  Dear,  kind  George !  let  me  keep  it 
a  little  loneer,"  said  she,  looking  him 
beseechingly  in  the  face — "  a  little — ^a 
UtOe  longer'^' 

"  Well,  ma'am,  sit  down  and  play 
away  till  I  come  in  again,  anything 
you  like." 

He  left  the  room,  and  in  less  than 
half  an  hour — oh,  hardness  of  heart 
unheard  of! — ^returned  with  a  stranger, 
who  proved  to  be  a  furniture-broker, 
come  to  value  the  instrument !  That 
evening  it  was  sold  to  him  for  £15,  and 
it  was  carried  away  the  first  thmg  in 
the  morning,  before  his  wife  came  down 
stairs!  What  will  be  supposed  the  occa- 
sion of  this  cruelty  ?  It  was  to  furnish 

Mr  T with  money  to  pay  a  bill  of 

the  infamous  creature  more  than  once 
alluded  to,  and  who  had  obtained  a 
complete  ascendancy  over  him ! 

It  was  a  long-continued  course  of 
such  treatment  as  this  that  called  me 
upon  the  scene,  in  a  professional  capa- 
city, merely,  at  first,  till  the  mournful 
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countenance  of  my  patient  inspired  me 
with  feelings  of  concern  and  friendly 
sympathy,  which  eventually  led  to  an 
entire  confidence.  She  came  to  me 
in  the  unostentatious  character  of  a 
morning  patient,  in  a  hackney-coach, 
with  an  elderly  female  friend.  She 
looked  quite  the  lady,  though  her  dress 
was  but  of  an  ordinary  qusdity,  yet  ex- 
quisitely neat  and  clean ;  and  she  had 
still  a  very  interesting  and  aomewhai 
pretty  face,  though  long-continued  sor- 
row had  made  bwI  havoc  with  her  fea- 
tures !  These  visits,  at  intervals  of  a 
week,  she  paid  me,  and  compelled  me 
to  take  my  fee  of  one  guinea  on  each 
occasion — though  I  would  have  given 
two  to  be  enabled  to  decline  it  without 
hurting  her  delicacy.  Though  her  g^e- 
neral  health  had  suffered  severely,  still 
I  thought  that  matters  had  not  gone 
quite  so  £u:  as  to  destroy  all  hopes  of 
recovery,  with  due  attention ;  though 
her  cheeks  disclosed,  almost  every 
evening,  the  death-rose — the  grave- 
flowei>-of  hectic,  and  night -sweats 
and  a  faint  cough  were  painfully  regu- 
lar in  their  recurrence,  still  I  saw  no- 
thing, for  a  long  time,  to  warrant  me 
in  warning  her  of  serious  danger.^  I 
insisted  on  her  allowing  me  to  visit 
her  at  her  own  house,  and  she  at  last 
permitted  me,  on  condition  that  I 
would  receive,  at  least,  half-a-guinea — 

Eoor  creature ! — ^for  every  visit.  That, 
owever,  I  soon  dropped ;  and  I  saw 
her  almost  every  d!ay  gratuitously, 
whenever  any  temporaiy  aggravations 
of  her  symptoms  required  my  atten- 
dance. The  first  time  I  saw  her  hus- 
band, I  could  not  help  taking  a  preju- 
dice against  him,  though  she  had  never 
breathed  a  syllable  to  me  of  his  ill  con- 
duct. He  was  apparently  about  forty 
years  old,  though  his  real  age  was  not 
more  than  two  or  three -and-thirty. 
His  manners  and  habits  had  left  a  suf- 
ficiently strong  impress  upon  him  to 
enable  a  casual  beholder  to  form  a 
shrewd  conjecture  as  to  his  character. 
His  features,  once  rather  handsome 
than  otherwise,  were  now  reddened 
and  swollen  with  long-continued  ex- 
cess ;  and  there  was  altogether  an  air 
of  truculence — of  vulgar  assurance  and 
stupid  sullenness  about  him,  which  I 


prepossessed  me  strongly  against  him. 

When,  long  afterwards,  Mrs  T 

gave  me  that  description  of  his  appear- 
ance and  manners  under  which  he  is 
first  {^ed  before  the  reader  of  this 
narrative,  I  could  not  help  frecj^uently 
interrupting  her  with  expressions  of 
incredulity,  and  reminding  her  of  his 
present  ill-favoured  looks ;  but  as  she 
went  on  with  her  sad  story,  my  scep- 
ticism vanished.  Personal  deteriora- 
tion was  no  incredible  attendant  on 
moral  declension !    *    *    * 

March  28,  18 — . — ^There  can  be  no 
longer  any  doubt  as  to  the  nature  of 

Mrs  T 's  symptoms.    She  is  the 

destined  victim  of  consumption.  The 
oftener  I  go  to  her  house,  tne  stronger 
are  my  suspicions  that  she  is  an  un- 
happy woman,  and  that  her  husband 
ill-uses  her.  I  ^ve  many  times  tried 
to  hint  my  suspicions  to  her,  but  she 
will  declare  nothing.  She  wUl  not 
understand  me.  Her  settled  despon- 
dency, however,  accompanied  with  an 
under-<turrent  of  feverish  nervous  tre- 
pidation, which  she  cannot  satisfac- 
torily explain,  convinces  me  some- 
thing or  other  is  wrong.  I  see  very 
little  of  her  husband,  for  he  is  scarcely 
ever  in  her  company  when  I  call. 
Though  his  profession  is  that  of  an 
attorney,  and  his  house  and  office  are 
one,  I  see  scarcely  any  indications  of 
business  stirring.  I  am  afraid  they 
are  in  sinking  circumstances.  I  am 
8wre  that  she,  at  least,  was  born  and 
bred  for  a  station  superior  to  that  she 
now  occupies.  Her  manners  have 
that  simniicity,  ease,  and  elegance, 
which  tell  of  a  higher  rank  in  society. 
I  often  detect  her  alone  in  tears,  over 
a  low  fire.  In  a  word,  I  am  sure  she 
is  wretched,  and  that  her  husband  is 
the  cause  of  it.  That  he  keeps  late 
hours,  I  hnowy  for  she  happenea  to  let 
slip  as  much  one  day  to  me,  when  I 
was  making  inquiries  about  the  time 
of  her  retiring  to  sleep.  I  feel  a  great 
interest  in  her;  for,  whenever  I  see 
her,  she  reminds  me  of  "  Patience  on 
a  monument,  smiling  at  Grief" — of 
Sorrow  deck'd 

In  the  poor  faded  garb  of  tamish'd  joy, 

111  fitting  to  her  wasted  form. 

AprH  6^. — ^To-day  I  found  them 
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both  together,  sitting  one  on  each  side 
of  the  fireplace,  he  smoking — ^in  the 
parlour ;  and  she,  with  a  little  needle- 
work in  her  lap.  I  thought  he  seemed 
somewhat  embarrassed  at  my  entrance; 
which  probably  had  put  an  end  to  some 
scene  of  unpleasantness,  for  her  face 
was  suffused  with  crimson.  It  soon 
retired,  however,  and  left  the  wanness 
to  which  I  had  been  accustomed  in 
her. 

"So,  my  wife's  ill,  sir,  it  seems?" 

said  Mr  T abruptly,  putting  his 

pipe  on  the  hob. 

"  I*m  sorry  to  say  she  i»,  Mr  T ^," 

I  replied,  "  and  that  she  is  worse  to- 
day than  she  has  been  for  some  time." 

Mrs  T let  fall  tears. 

"  Sorry  to  hear  you  say  so,  doctor ; 
iVe  just  been  telling  her  it's  all  owing 
to  her  own  obHinacy  in  not  calling 
earlier  on ." 

"I  think  you  might  have  used  a 
milder  word,  sir,"  said  I,  with  invol- 
untary sternness,  at  the  same  time 
directing  my  attention  exclusively  to 
his  wife — as  if  for  the  purpose  of  hint- 
ing thQ  propriety  of  his  retiring. 

"  What's  the  matter  with  her,  sir?" 
he  inquired,  in  a  more  respectful  tone 
than  he  had  hitherto  assumed. 

"  Greneral  debility,  sir,  and  occa- 
sionaljpain,"  said  I,  coldly.  • 

"What's  it  owing  to?'** 

I  looked  suddenly  at  Mrs  T ; 

our  eyes  met — ^and  hers  had  an  ex- 
pression of  apprehension.  I  deter- 
mined, however,  to  give  a  hint  that  I 
suspected  all  was  not  right,  and  re- 
plied— "  I  fear  she  does  not  take  suit- 
able nourishment,  keeps  irregular 
hours,  and  has  something  or  other  on 
her  mind  which  harasses  her."  The 
latter  words  I  accompanied  with  a 
steady  look  into  his  face.  He  seemed 
a  little  flushed. 

"  You're  mistaken,  sir,"  said  he, 
with  a  brusque  air ;  "  she  may  eat  what 
she  likes — that  I  can  afford — ^may  go 
to  bed  at  what  hour  she  likes — and 
it's  all  her  own  fault  that  she  will  sit 
moping  over  the  fire,  night  after  night, 
ana  week  after  week,  waiting  for  my 
return,  till  two  or  three  o'clock  in  the 
morning  " 

"  That  is,  of  itself  sufficient  to  ac- 


count for  her  illness,"  said  I,  pointedly. 
He  began  to  lose  his  temper,  for  he 
saw  the  shameful  acknowledgment  he 
had  unwittingly  made.    "Pray,  Mrs 

T ,"  he  inquired,  looking  angrily 

at  his  wife,  who  sat  piede  and  trembling 
by  my  side — "  have  you  anything  on 
your  mind,  eh?  K  so — ^why,  speak 
out — ^no  sneaking ! " 

"  No ! "  she  stammered ;  "  and  I 
never  said  I  had,  I  assure  you.  Did 
I  ever  give  you  even  the  most  distant 
hint  of  the  kind,  doctor?"  she  con- 
tinued, appealing  to  me. 

"  By  no  means,  madam,  not  in  the 
slightest,  on  any  occasion,"  I  replied ; 
"  it  was  only  a  conjecture — a  suspicion 
of  my  own."  I  thought  he  looked  as 
if  he  would  have  made  some  instant 
reply,  for  his  eye  glared  furiously  on 
me.  He  bit  his  ups,  however,  and 
continued  silent.  His  conscience 
"pricked  him."  I  began  to  feel  un- 
easy about  the  future  ^uiet  of  Mrs 

T J  lest  any  observations  of  mine 

should  have  excited  her  husband's  sus- 
picions that  she  had  made  disclosures 
to  me  of  family  matters. 

"What  would  you  advise  for  her, 
sir?  "  he  asked  coldly. 

"  Removal  for  a  few  weeks  to  the 
sea-side,  a  liberal  diet,  and  lively  so- 
ciety." 

"  Very  well,  sir, "  said  he,  after  a 
puzzled  pause  ;  "  very  good,  sir  — 
very;  it  shall  be  attend^  to.  Per- 
haps you  want  to  be  alone — eh? — So 
I'll  leave  you ! "  and,  directing  a  pe- 
culiar look  towards  his  wife,  as  if 
warning  her  against  something  or 
other,  he  left  the  room.  She  burst 
into  tears  directly  he  was  ^ne. 

"My  dear  madam,  forgave  me  for 
saying  that  I  suspect  your  husband's 
behaviour  towardis  you  is  somewhat 
harsh,  and,  perhaps,  ttn2;tnJ,"  said  I, 
in  as  soothing  a  tone  as  I  could  com- 
mand, and  pressing  her  hand  kindly 
into  mine. 

"  Oh,  no,  doctory-no ! "  she  replied ; 
adding  abruptly,  in  an  altered  man- 
ner, indicatmg  displeasure,  "  what 
makes  you  think  so,  sir  ?  " 

"  Why,  madam,  simply  because  I 
cannot  shut  my  eyes  or  my  ears  to 
what  passes  even  while  I  am  here; 
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as  for  instance^  only  just  now,  madam 
—just  now." 

She  sighed,  and  made  me  no  reply. 
I  told  her  I  was  in  earnest  in  recom- 
mending the  course  I  had  mentioned 
to  her  hushand. 

"  Oh  dear,  doctor,  no,  no ! — ^we  could 
not  afford  it,"  said  she,  with  a  sigh. 
At  that  moment  her  husband  returned, 
and  resumed  his  former  seat  in  sullen 
silence.  I  soon  after  took  my  depar- 
ture. 

April  7th, — ^Does  not  the  following 
make  one  blush  for  one's  species?    I 

give  it  nearly  as  I  received  it  from  the 
ps  of  Mrs  T .  Inestimable  wo- 
man! why  are  you  fated  to  endure 
such  pangs  ? 

About  twelve  o'clock  at  noon,  hear- 
ing her  husband  come  in,  and  thinking 
from  his  looks,  of  which  she  caught  a 
casual  and  hasty  glance  through  the 
window,  that  he  was  fatigued,  and 
stood  in  need  of  some  refreshment,  she 
poured  out  a  glass  of  port  wine,  almost 
the  last  in  a  solitary  bottle  which  she 
had  purchased,  under  my  directions, 
for  medicinal  purposes,  and,  with  a 
biscuit,  brought  it  nerself  down  stairs, 
though  the  effort  so  exhausted  her 
feeble  frame,  that  she  was  obh'ged  to 
sit  down  for  several  moments  on  the 
last  stair,  to  recover  her  breath.  At 
last  she  ventured  to  knock  at  the  door 
of  the  back  office  where  he  was  sitting, 
holding  the  little  waiter  with  the  glass 
of  wine  and  the  biscuit  in  her  left  hand. 

"  Who's  there  ?  "  inquired  the  gruff 
voice  of  T . 

"  It's  only  I,  my  dear.  May  I  come 
in,  please  ?  replied  the  gentle  voice 
of  the  wife. 

"  What  brings  you  here,  eh?— What 
the  d — ^1  do  you  want  with  me  now?  " 
said  he,  surlily. 

"I've  brought  you  something,  my 
dear,"  she  replied,  and  ventm^  to 
open  the  door.  T was  sitting  be- 
fore some  papers  or  parchments,  alone, 
and  his  countenance  showed  that  he 
was  in  a  worse  humour  than  usual. 
On  seeing  her  errand,  he  suddenly 
rose  from  his  chair,  exclaiming,  in  an 

angry  tone — "  What  the brings 

you  nere  in  this  way,  plaguing  me 


while  engaged  at  business,  you  -^ — ! 
— Eh,  woman  ?  "  and,  Oh,  my  God !  in 
a  sudden  fit  of  fury  he  struck  the 
waiter,  wine,  biscuit,  and  all,  out  of 
her  trembling  hands  to  the  floor,  rude- 
ly pushed  her  out  of  the  room,  and 
slammed  the  door  violently  in  her 
face.  He  did  not  re-open  it,  though 
he  could  not  but  have  heard  her  fall 
upon  the  floor,  the  shock  was  so  sud- 
den and  violent. 

There,  stretched  across  the  mat,  at 
the  bottom  of  the  staircase,  lay  that 
suffering  creature,  unable  to  rise,  till 
her  stifled  sobbings  brought  the  ser- 
vant girl  to  her  assistance. 

"  I  can't  help  saying  it's  most  abo- 
minable usage  of  you,  ma'am ;  it  is — 
and  I  don't  care  if  master  hears  me 
say  so  neither,"  said  the  girl,  herself 
crying;  "  for  I'm  sure  he  isn't  worthy 
of  the  very  shoes  you  wear — ^he  isn't." 
She  was  endeavouring  to  lift  her  mis- 
tress, when  Mrs  T suddenly  burst 

into  a  loud  unnatural  laugh,  and  went 

off  into  violent  hysterics.    Mr  T ^ 

hearing  the  noise  of  talking  and  laugh- 
ing, sprung  to  the  door,  thJew  it  open, 
and  shouted  to  them  to  be  "off  with 
their  noise  —  disturbing  business ! " 
but  the  piteous  spectacle  of  his  pros- 
trate wife  stopped  him;  and,  almost 
petrified  with  horror,  he  knelt  down 
for  the  purpose  of  assisting  her  all  he 
could.  »  *  * 

About  an  hour  after  this  occurrence, 
I  happened  to  call,  and  found  her  ly- 
ing m  bed,  alone,  her  husband  having 
left  her  on  business.  When  the  ser- 
vant told  me — and  her  mistress  reluc- 
tantly corroborated  what  she  said — 
the  circumstances  above  related,  I  felt 
such  indignation  swelling  my  whole 
frame,  that,  had  he  been  withm  reach, 
I  could  not  have  resisted  caning  the 
scoundrel  within  an  inch  of  his  un- 
worthy life !  The  recollection  of  this 
occurrence  tortures  me  even  now,  and 
I  can  hardly  believe  that  such  bruta- 
lity as  T 's  could  have  been  shown 

by  man ! 

Mrs  T kept  her  room  from  that 

hour,  and  never  left  it  till  she  was 
carried  out  for  burial!  But  this  ia 
anticipating. 
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Ajpra  m.,  m,  10«^,  lie^.— I  see 

clearly  that  poor  Mrs  T will  never 

rise  jfrom  her  bed  again.  She  has 
drained  the  bitter  cup  of  grief  to  the 
dregs !  She  is  one  of  the  meekest  suffer- 
ers I  ever  had  for  a  patient.  She  says 
little  to  me  or  to  any  one;  and  shows  a 
regard — a  love  for  ner  unworthy  hus- 
band, which,  I  think,  can  be  called  by 
no  other  name  than  absolute  infatua- 
tion. I  have  never  yet  heard  her 
breathe  a  hint  to  his  disadvantage. 
He  is  not  much  with  her ;  and,  from 
what  little  Lhave  seen,  I  feel  convinced 
that  his  eyes  are  opening  to  a  sense  of 
the  flagrant  iniquity  of  his  past  conduct. 
And  what  are  the  effects  produced  by 
his  feelings  of  shame  and  remorse? 
He  endeavours  to  forget  all  in  the  con- 
tinual stupor  induced  by  liquor ! 

AprU  12eA.  — Mrs  T delirious. 

Raved  while  I  was  there  about  her 
child — convulsions — said  somethinc^ 

about  "  cruel  of  Mr  T to  be  drunk 

while  his  child  lay  dying ;  "  and  said 
many  other  things  which  shocked  me 
unutterably,  and  convinced  me  that 
her  primary  disorder  was — a  broken 
heart.  I  am  sure  she  must  have  en- 
dured a  series  of  brutal  usage  from 
her  husband. 

AprU  13^^.— The  whole  house  upside 
down — ^in  disorder  and  confusion  from 
the  top  to  the  bottom — for  there  is  an 
execvtvon  in  it,  and  the  officers  and  an 
appraiser  are  making  an  inventory  of 

the  furniture — ^poor,  poor  Mrs  T 

lying  all  the  while  on  her  deathbed ! 
The  servant  told  me  afterwards,  that 
her  mistress,  hearing  strange  steps 
and  voices,  called  to  know  what  was 
the  cause ;  and,  on  receiving  word  of 
the  real  state  of  matters,  lifted  up  her 
hands,  burst  into  an  agony  of  weeping, 
and  prayed  that  the  Almighty  would 
be  pleased  to  remove  her  from  such  a 
scene  of  wretchedness.  T him- 
self, I  learned,  was  sitting  cowering 
over  the  kitchen  fire,  crying  like  a 
child!    Brute!  coward!  fool! 

Such  was  the  state  of  things  at  the 
time  of  my  arrival.  I  was  incon- 
ceivably shocked,  and  hurried  to  Mrs 

T 's  room  with  unusual  haste  and 

trepidation.  I  found  her  in  tears — 
soboing,  and  exclaiming,  "Why  won't 


they  let  us  rest  a  little  ?  why  strip  the 
house  before  I  am  gone?  can  they 
not  wait  a  little?  where,  where  is  Afr 
T ?" 

I  could  not  for  several  minutes 
speak  myself,  for  tears.  At  length  I 
succeeded  in  allaying  her  excitement 
and  agitation.  At  her  request,  I  sent 
for  the  appraiser  into  her  room.  He 
came,  and  seemed  a  respectable  and 
feeling  man. 

"Are  you  bent  upon  stripping  the 
house,  sir,  while  this  lady  is  lying  in 
her  present  dangerous  state  ? 

"Indeed,  sir,  indeed,  sir,"  replied 
the  man  with  considerable  emotion — 
"  I'm  sorry  for  it — very ;  but  it  is  my 
duty — duty — ordered  —he  continued 
confdsedly ;  "  if  I  had  my  own  way, 
sir" 

"  But  at  least  you  need  not  approach 
this  chamber,  sir,"  said  I,  rather 
sternly.  He  stammered  something 
like  the  words,    "obliged — sorry  — 

court  of  law,"  &c.    Mrs  T again 

burst  into  an  agony  of  tears. 

"  Retire,  sir,  for  the  present,"  said  I 
in  an  authoritative  tone,  "  and  we  will 
send  for  you  soon."  Ithen  entered  into 
conversation  with  my  poor  persecuted 
patient,  and  she  told  me  of  the  £5000 
settled  to  her  separate  use,  and  which 
she  intended,  under  a  power  in  the 
deed  of  settlement,  to  will  to  her  hus- 
band. I  spontaneously  promised  to 
stand  security  for  the  satisfaction  of 
the  execution,  provided  the  creditors 
would  defer  proceedings  for  three 
months.  She  blessed  me  for  it !  This, 
however,  I  afterwards  learned,  would 
be  illegal — at  least  so  I  was  told ;  and 
I  therefore  wrote  a  cheque  on  my 
banker  for  the  amount  awarded  by  the 
court,  and  thus  put  an  end  to  distress 

from  that  quarter.    At  Mrs  T 's 

urgent  request,  I  returned  to  her  bed- 
side that  evening.  I  found  a  table 
with  writing  materials  placed  befcnre 
a  chair,  in  which  she  begged  me  to 
be  seated.  She  then  dictated  to  me 
her  will,  in  which,  after  deducting  the 
simi  I  had  advanced  in  satisfaction  of 
the  execution,  and  leaving  me  in  ad- 
dition sufficient  to  purchase  a  plain 
mourning  ring,  she  bequeathed  the 
whole,  absolutely  and  unreservedly, 
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to  her  husband ;  and  added,  my  hand 
shaking  while  I  wrote  it  down,  "  hop- 
ing that  he  will  use  it  prudently,  and 
not  entirely  forget  me  wnen  I  am  ffone. 
And  if  he  should — ^if  he  should ;  her 
utterance  was  choked — "and  if  he 
should  —  marry  again  ;^^  again  she 
paused. 

"  Dear,  dear  madam !  compose  your- 
self! Take  time!  This  dreadful  agita- 
tion  will  accelerate  the  event  we  are 
all  dreading ! "  said  I. 

"  No — don't  fear.  I  beg  you  will  go 
on! — ^If  he  should  marry  again,  may 
he  use  her — ^use  her — ^No,  no,  no  ! — 
strike  all  the  last  clause  out!  Give 
me  the  pen ! "  I  did  as  she  directed 
me — ^struck  out  from  the  words,  "  and 
if  he  should,"  &c.,  and  put  the  pen  into 
her  hand.  With  trembling  fingers 
she  traced  the  letters  of  her  name ;  I 
witnessed  it,  and  she  said,  "  Now,  is 
all  right?" — "Yes,  madam,"  I  replied. 
She  then  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears, 
exclaiming,  "Oh,  George!  GJeorge! 
this  will  i^ow  you  that,  however  tired 

Jrou  may  have  grown  of  me^  I  have 
oved  you  to  the  end — I  have — I 
have — ! "  She  burst  into  louder  weep- 
ing. "  Oh !  it*8  hard,  it's  very  hard  to 
part  with  him,  though  he  migM — ^he 
might  have  used  me  —  No  !  '^  She 
paused.  I  suffered  her  excited  feel- 
mgs  to  grow  calm;  and,  after  some 
time  spent  in  endeavouring  to  soothe 
her,  I  took  my  departure,  after  wit- 
nessing one  of  the  most  heart-breaking 
scenes  I  have  ever  encountered.  Her 
husband  could  not  be  prevailed  on  to 
enter  her  room  that  day ;  but  all  night 
long,  I  was  told,  he  sat  outside  the 
door,  on  one  of  the  steps  of  the  stairs, 
and  more  than  once  startled  her  with 
his  sighs. 

A]ml  Uth  to  May  6«A.  — Sinking 
rapidly.  I  shall  be  astonished  if  she 
survive  a  week.  She  is  comparatively 
in  a  happy  frame  of  mind,  and  has 
availed  nerself  of  the  consolations  of 
religion  to  happy  purpose.  On  this 
day  (May  6th)  I  succeeded  in  extract- 
ing from  her  the  facts  which  compose 
the  former  part  of  this  narrative.  Her 
gentle  paUiating  way  of  telling  it,  di- 
vested the  conduct  of  her  husband  of 
almost   all   blame-worthiness !     She 


will  not  allow  me  to  make  a  harsh  or 
condemnatory  comment  all  the  way 
through !  She  censured  herself  as  she 
went  on ;  accused  herself  of  want  of 
firmness;    said    she  was    afraid   Mr 

T had  been  disappointed  in  her 

disposition ;  said  that,  if  he  had  done 
anything  wrong,  it  was  owing  to  the 
bad  companions  who  had  enticed  him 
from  the  path  of  duty  into  that  of  dis- 
sipation ;  that  he  had  not  exactly  ne- 
glected her,  or  wilfully  ill-used  her ;  but 
— ^but-^'twas  all  in  vain — she  could 
say  nothing  to  extenuate  his  guUt, 
and  I  begged  her  not  1  I  left  her,  in 
tears  myself. 

0  woman !  woman !  woman !  "  We 
had  been  brutes  without  you,"  and  the 

mean  and  miserable  T was  a  brute 

with  you ! 

May  Sth. — ^Mrs  T- wasted  to  a 

shadow;  all  the  horrors  of  consump- 
tion !  Her  husband,  though  apparent^ 
broken-hearted,  cannot,  though  pro- 
bably no  one  will  believe  it — he  cannot 
refrain  fi-om  frequenting  the  public- 
house!  He  pretends  that  his  spirits 
are  so  low,  so  oppressed,  that  he  re- 
quires the  aid  of  stimulating  liquors ! 

Mrs  T made  me    promise    this 

morning  that  I  would  see  her  coffin 
closed ;  and  a  small  locket,  containing 
a  portion  of  her  child's  and  husband's 
hair,  placed  next  her  heart.  I  nodded 
acquiescence,  for  my  tongue  refused 
me  words.    I  felt  choked. 

lOih. — ^I  was  summoned  this  evening 
to  witness  the  exit  from  our  world  of 
one  of  the  sweetest,  loveliest  spirits, 
that  it  was,  and  is,  unworthy  of !  I 
was  sent  for,  not  under  the  apprehen- 
sion that  her  end  was  at  hand,  but  on 
account  of  some  painful  symptoms 
which  had  manifested  themselves  since 
my  visit  in  the  morning.  It  was  about 
nine  o'clock  when  I  arrived,  and  found 
her  in  a  flow  of  spirits  very  unexpect- 
ed, and  rather  unusual  in  her  situation. 
Her  eye  was  bright,  and  she  could  talk 
with  a  clearness  and  rapidity  of  utter- 
ance, to  which  she  had  long  been  a 
stranger.  She  told  me  that  she  had 
been  awakened  from  sleep  by  hearing 
the  sound  of  sweet  singing,  which,  1 
need  hardly  say,  was  wholly  imagi- 
nary.   She  was  in  a  very  happy  frame 
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of  mind ;  but  evidently  in  a  state  of 
dangerous  excitement.  Her  sottish 
husband  was  sitting  op|>osite  the  fire, 
his  face  entirely  hidin  his  hands ;  and 
he  maintained  a  stupid  silence,  un- 
disturbed even  by  my  entrance.  Mrs 
T thanked  me,  in  almost  enthusi- 
astic terms,  for  my  attention  to  her 
throughout  her  illness,  and  regretted 
that  I  would  not  allow  her  to  testify 
her  sense  of  it,  by  leaving  me  a  trifling 


eorffe — George!"  she  exclaimed, 
with  sudden  and  startling  energy — an 
impetuosity  of  tone,  which  brought 
him  in  an  instant,  with  an  affrighted 
air,  to  the  foot  of  the  bed. 

"  George,  I've  a  message  from  Hea- 
ven for  you !  Listen — God  will  never 
bless  you,  unless  you  alter  your 
courses ! "  The  man  shrunk  and 
trembled  under    the    burning,   over- 

Sowering  glance  of  her  eye.  "  Come, 
earest,    said  she  after  a  pause,  in  an 

altered  tone,  "  Come — ^Doctor will 

let  you  sit  beside  me  for  a  few  mo- 
ments ! "  I  removed,  and  made  way 
for  him.    She  clasped  his  hand  in  hers. 

"  Well,  George,  we  must  part ! " 
said  she,  closing  her  eyes,  and  Dreatli- 
ing  softly,  but  fast.  Her  husband 
sobbed  like  a  child,  with  his  face 
buried  in  his  handkerchief. — "  Do  you 
forgive  me?**  he  murmured,  half 
choked  with  emotion. 

"Yes,  dear — dear — dearest  husband ! 
— Qod  knows  I  do,  from  my  heart  1  I 
forgive  all  the  little  you  have  ever 
grieved  me  about !  ** 

"  Oh,  Jane — Jane — Jane !  **  groaned 
the  man,  suddenly  stooping  over  the 
bed,  and  kissingher  lips  in  an  appa- 
rent ecstasy.  He  fell  down  on  nis 
knees,  and  cried  bitterly. 

"  Rise,  G^eo^ge,  rise,  said  his  wife 
faintly.  He  obeved  her,  and  she  again 
clasped  his  hand  in  hers. 

"  Geor^,  are  you  here — are  you  ?  ** 
she  inquired,  in  a  voice  fainter  and 
fainter. 

"  Here  I  am,  love ! — oh,  look  on  me  I 
— ^look  on  me!**  He  sobbed,  gazing 
steadily  on  her  features.  "  Say  once 
more  that  you  forgive  me!  Let  me 
hear  your  dear,  blessed  voice  once 
again — or — or  *' 


"  I  do!  Kiss  me— kiss  me,**  she  mur- 
mured almost  inaudibly ;  and  her  un- 
worthy— ^her  guilty — husband  kissed 
awav  the  last  expiring  breath  of  one  of 
the  loveliest  ana  most  injured  women, 
whose  hearts  have  been  broken  by  a 
husband's  brutality ! 

12th. — ^This  evening  I  looked  in  at 
the  house  where  my  late  patient  lay 
dead,  for  the  purpose  of  fulfilling  my 
promise,  and  seeing  her  locket  placed 
near  her  heart,  and  the  coffin  closed. 
I  then  went  into  the  parlour,  where 
sat  the  bereaved  husband,  in  company 
with  his  clerk,  who  had,  ever  since  his 
engagement,  shown  a  deep  regard  and  . 

respect  for  Mrs  T .  After  I  had  sat 

some  moments  in  their  company — 

"I've  something  on  my  mind,  Mr 

T ,**  said  the  young  man  suddenly, 

with  emotion,  "  which  I  shall  not  be 
happy  till  I've  told  you.** 

"what  is  it  ?  **  inquired  his  master 
languidly. 

"Do  you  recollect  how  often  you 
used  to  praise  my  draft-copying,  and 
wonderea  how  I  got  througn  so  much 
work?** 

"Why,  yes,  curse  you,  yes!**  replied 
his  master  angrily;  "what  have  you 
brought  thai  up  for  now,  eh?'* 

"  To  tell  you,  sir,  that  I  did  not  de- 
serve your  praises  " 

"  Well — ^well — no  more,"  interrupted 
his  master  impatiently. 

"  But  I  must,  and  wiU  tell  you,  that 

it  was  all  done  by  poor  Mrs  T , 

who  learned  engrossing,  and  sat  up 
whole  nights  together,  writing,  that 
you  might  not  lose  your  business,  till 
she  was  nearly  blinded,  poor,  dear 
lady !  and  she  would  not  ever  let  me 
tell  you !  But  I  shall  take  leave  now 
to  say,"  continued  the  young  man, 
rising,  and  bursting  into  tears — "  I 
shall  make  free  to  tell  you,  that  you 
have  behaved  shamefully — ^brutally  to 
her,  and  have  broken  her  poor  heart — 
you  have — and  God  will  remember  and 
curse  you  for  it!" — ^And  he  left  the 
room,  and  never  again  entered  the 
house,  the  scene  of  his  beloved  mis- 
tress's martyrdom. 

Mr  T listened  to  all  this  with- 
out uttering  a  word — Ids  eyes  dilated 
—and  he  presently  burst  into  a  fit  of 
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lond  and  lamentable  weeping,  which 
lasted  long  after  I  left  the  house ;  and 
that  evening  he  attempted  to  commit 
smcidcy  like  one  before  him,  unable  to 
endure  the  heavy  smiting^  of  a  guilty 
conscience. 


This  paper  has  excited  some  little  at- 
tention, and  in  quarters  where  I  de- 
voutly hope  it  may  be  useful.  Very 
many  inquiries,  also,  have  been  made 
as  to  the  veracity  of  its  details.  I 
would  to  Heaven  that,  for  the  honour 
of  humanity,  I  could  say  the  principal 
incidents  narrated  had  no  other  basis 
thui  fiction !  I  solemnly  assure  you, 
reader,  that  they  are  true :  I  tell  you, 
further,  that  to  the  best  of  my  belief^ 
the  wretched  husband  gtiU  Uvea  I  More 
about  Atm  I  cannot — dare  not  say. 
There  are,  really^  many  drafts  of  plead- 
ings, and  leases,  &c.,  now  extant,  in 


the  handwriting  of  the  amiable  and 
unfortunate  lady  whose  sorrows  are 
recorded  above,  and  which  have  now 
met  with  sympathy,  I  trust,  from  thou- 
sands. Another  incident,  which  has 
been  considered  improbably  atrocious 
and  brutal — ^that  of  pushing  down  the 
poor  wife,  with  her  refreshments — ^is 
also  true ;  and  the  Editor  further  as- 
sures you,  reader,  that,  even  were  this 
portion  of  the  narrative  fictitious,  he 
saw  in  private  life  a  brutal  husband 
act  similarly  towards  his  wife — a  beau- 
tiful woman,  and  affectionate  wife ! 

Woe,  however,  to  the  man  of  quick 
and  delicate  feeling,  that  looks  closely 
on  even  the  commonest  scenes  of  life! 
How  much  must  he  see  to  shock 
and  wound  his  heart — ^to  disgust  him 
with  his  species!  But  "the  eyes  of 
the  swivMh  see  not,  neither  do  their 
hearts  feel.'* 


CHAPTER    XVL 


GRAVE  DOINGS. 


Mr  gentle  reader — start  not  at  learn- 
ing that  I  have  been,  in  my  time,  a 
RESuiLBEcnoNiBT.  Let  uot  this  appal- 
ling word,  this  humiliating  confession, 
conjure  up  in  your  fancy  a  throng  of 
vampire-like  images  and  associations, 
or  earn  your  "  Physician's"  dismissal 
from  your  hearts  and  hearths.  It  is 
your  own  groundless  fears,  my  fair 
trembler ! — your  own  superstitious  pre- 
judices— ^that  have  driven  me,  and  will 
drive  many  others  of  my  brethren,  to 
such  dreadful  doings  as  those  hereafter 
detailed.  Come,  come — let  us  have 
one  word  of  reason  between  us  on  the 
abstract  question — and  then  for  my 
tale.  Tou  expect  us  to  cure  you  of 
disease,  and  yet  deny  us  the  only 
means  of  learning  how!  Tou  would 
have  us  bring  you  the  ore  of  skill  and 
experience,  yet  forbid  us  to  break  the 


soil,  or  sink  a  shaft !    Is  this  iixr^fajr 
reader  ?    Is  this  reasonable  ? 

What  I  am  now  going  to  describe 
was  my  first  and  last  exploit  in  the 
way  of  body -stealing.  It  was  a  gro- 
tesque if  not  a  ludicrous  scene,  and 
occurred  duringthe  period  of  my  "walk- 
ing the  hospitals,"  as  it  is  called,  which 
occupied  the  two  seasons  immediately 
after  my  leaving  Cambridge.  Ayoune, 
and  rather  interesting  female,  was  ad- 
mitted a  patient  at  tne  hospital  I  at- 
tended ;  her  case  baffled  all  our  skill, 
and^  her  symptoms  even  defied  diag- 
nosis. Nowyit  seemed  an  enlargement 
of  the  heart — ^now,  an  ossification — 
then  this,  that,  and  the  other ;  and,  at 
last,  it  was  plain  we  knew  nothing  at 
all  about  the  matter — no,  not  even 
whether  her  disorder  was  org^ic  or 
functional,  primary  or  symptomatic — 
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or  whether  it  was  really  the  heart  that 
was  at  fault.  She  received  no  benefit 
at  all  under  the  fluctuating  schemes  of 
treatment  we  pursued,  and,  at  length, 
fell  into  d^g  circumstances.  As  soon 
as  her  mends  were  apprised  of  her 
situation,  and  had  an  inkling  of  our 
intention  to  open  the  body,  they  in- 
sisted on  removing  her  immediately 
from  the  hospital,  that  she  might  "  die 

at  home."  In  vain  did  Sir and  his 

dressers  expostulate  vehemently  with 
them,  and  represent,  in  exaggerated 
terms,  the  imminent  peril  attending 
such  a  step.  Her  two  brothers  avowed 
their  apprehension  of  our  designs,  and 
were  inflexible  in  exercisingtheir  right 
of  removing  their  sister.  I  used  all 
my  rhetoric  on  the  occasion,  but  in 
vain ;  and,  at  last,  said  to  the  young 
men,  "  Well,  if  you  are  afraid  only  of 
our  dissecting  her,  we  can  g^t  hold  of 
her,  if  we  are  so  disposed,  as  easily  if 
she  die  with  you  as  with  us." 

"Well— well  trotf  that,  measter," 
replied  the  elder,  wmle  his  Herculean 
fist  oscillated  somewhat  significantly 
before  my  eyes.  The  poor  girl  was 
removed  accordingly  to  her  father's 
house,  which  was  at  a  certain  village, 
about  five  miles  from  London,  and  sur- 
vived her  arrival  scarcely  ten  minutes ! 
We  soon  contrived  to  receive  intelli- 
gence of  the  event ;  and  as  I  and  Sir 

's  two  dressers  had  taken  great 

iixterest  in  the  case  throughout,  and 
felt  intense  curiosity  about  the  real 
nature  of  the  disease,  we  met  together 
and  entered  into  a  solemn  compact, 
that,  come  what  might,  we  would  have 
her  body  out  of  the  groimd,  A  trusty 
spy  informed  us  of  the  time  and  exact 
place  of  the  girl's  burial ;  and  on  ex- 
pressing to  Sir our  determination 

about  the  matter,  he  patted  me  on  the 
back,  saying,  "  Ah,  my  fine  fellow ! — 
IP  you  have  spnur  enough — danger- 
ous," &c.  &c.  Was  it  not  skilfully 
said  ?  The  baronet  further  told  us,  he 
felt  himself  so  curious  about  the  mat- 
ter, that  if  fifty  pounds  would  be  of 
use  to  us  in  furt-nering  our  purpose, 
they  were  at  our  service.  It  needed 
not  this,  nor  a  glance  at  the  idat 
with  which  the  successful  issue  of 
the  affair  would  be  attended  among 


our  fellow-students,  to  spur  our  re- 
solves. 

The  notable  scheme  was  finally  ad- 
justed at  my  rooms  in  the  Borough. 

M and  E j  Sir 's  dressers, 

and  myself,  with  an  experienced  **ffrab  " 
— that  is  to  say,  a  professional  resur- 
rectionist— were  to  set  off  from  the 
Borough  about  nine  o'clock  the  next 
evening — ^which  would  be  the  third 
day  id%er  the  burial — ^in  a  glass  coach 
provided  with  all  "  appliances  and 
means  to  boot."  During  the  day,  how- 
ever, our  Mend,  the  grab,  suffered  so 
severely  from  an  overnight's  excess, 
as  to  disappoint  us  of  his  invaluable 
assistance.  This  unexpected  contre- 
temps nearly  put  an  end  to  our  pro- 
ject ;  for  the  few  other  grabs  we  knew, 
were  absent  on  professional  tours  f 
Luckilj^,  however,  I  bethought  me  of  a 
poor  Insh  porter — a  sort  of  "  ne'er-do- 
weel"  hanger-on  at  the  hospital — 
whom  I  haa  several  times  hired  to  go 
on  errands.  This  man  I  sent  for  to 
my  rooms,  and,  in  the  presence  of  my 
two  coadjutors,  persuaded,  threatened, 
and  bothered  into  acquiescence,  pro- 
mising him  half-a-guinea  for  his  even- 
ing's work — and  as  much  whisky  as  he 
could  drink  prudenthr.  As  Mr  Tip — 
that  was  the  name  he  went  hj — ^had 
some  personal  acquaintance  with  the 
sick  grab,  he  succeeded  in  borrowing 
his  chief  tools ;  with  which,  in  a  sack 
large  enough  to  contain  our  expected 
prize,  he  repaired  to  my  rooms  about 
nine  o'clock,  while  the  coach  was  stand- 
ing at  the  door.  Our  Jehu  had  re- 
ceived a  quiet  douceur  in  addition  to 
the  hire  Of  himself  and  coach.  As 
soon  as  we  had  exhibited  sundry  doses 
of  Irish  cordial  to  our  friend  Tip— un- 
der the  effects  of  which  he  became 
quite  "  bouncible,"  and  ranted  about 
the  feat  he  was  to  take  a  prominent 
part  in — and  equipped  ourselves  in  our 
worst  clothes,  and  white  top-coats,  we 
entered  the  vehicle — ^four  in  number — 
and  drove  off.  The  weather  had  been  ex- 
ceedingly capricious  all  the  evening — 
moonlight,  rain,  thunder,  and  lightning, 
fitfully  sdtemating.  The  only  thing 
we  were  anxious  about  was  the  dark- 
ness, to  shield  us  from  all  possible  ob- 
servation.   I  must  own,  that,  in  ana- 
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lysing  the  feelings  that  prompted  me 
to  undertake  and  go  through  with  this 
i^air,  the  mere  love  of  adventure  ope- 
rated quite  as  powerfully  as  the  wish 
to  benefit  the  cause  of  anatomical 
science.  A  midnight  expedition  to  the 
tombs ! — ^It  took  our  fancy  aihaziSigly ; 

and  then — Sir  's  cunning  hmt 

about  the  "danger  " — ^and  our  "  spirit ! " 
The  garrulous  Tip  supplied  us  with 
amusement  all  the  way  aown — ^rattle, 
rattle,  rattle,  incessantly ;  but  as  soon 
as  we  had  arrived  at  that  part  of  the 
road  where  we  were  to  stop,  and  caught 

sight  of church,  with  its  hoary 

steeple — ^glisteninginthe  fadingmoon- 
light,  as  though  it  were  standing  sen- 
tinel over  the  graves  around  it,  one  of 
which  we  were  ^ing  so  rudely  to  vio- 
late— ^Tip's  spints  began  to  falter  a 
little.  Me  said  little — and  that  at  in- 
tervals. To  be  very  candid  with  the 
reader,  none  of  us  felt  over  much  at  our 
ease.  Our  expedition  began  to  wear  a 
somewhat  hairbrained  aspect,  and  to 
be  environed  with  formidable  contin- 
gencies which  we  had  not  taken  suffi- 
ciently into  our  calculations.  What, 
for  instance,  if  the  two  stout  fellows, 
the  brothers,  should  be  out  watching 
their  sister's  grave  ?  They  were  not 
likely  to  stand  on  much  ceremony 
with  us.  And  then  the  manual  diffi- 
culties !    E was  the  only  one  of 

us  that  had  ever  assisted  at  the  ex- 
humation of  a  body — and  the  rest  of 
us  were  likelv  to  prove  but  bungling 
workmen.  However,  we  had  gone  too 
far  to  think  of  retreating.  We  none 
of  us  spohe  our  suspicions,  but  the 
silence  that  reigned  within  the  coach 
was  tolerably  significaiit.  In  contem- 
plation, however,  of  some  such  contin- 
gency, we  had  put  a  bottle  of  brandy 
in  the  coach  pocket;  and  before  we 
drew  up,  had  all  four  of  us  drunk  pretty 
deeply  of  it.  At  length,  the  coach 
turned  down  a  by-lane  to  the  left,  which 
led  directly  to  the  churchyard  wall ; 
and  after  moving  a  few  steps  down  it, 
in  order  to  shelter  our  vehicle  from  the 
observation  of  highway  passengers, 
the  coach  stopped,  and  the  driver  open- 
ed the  door. 

"Come,  Tip,"  said  I,  "out  with  you." 
"  Get  out,  did  you  say,  sir  ?    To  be 


sure  I  will — Och  I  to  be  sure  I  will." 
But  there  was  small  show  of  alacrity 
in  his  movements  as  he  descended  the 
steps;  for,  while  I  was  speaking,  I 
was  interrupted  by  the  solemn  clang- 
our of  the  churcn  dock  announcing 
the  hour  of  midnight.  The  sounds 
seemed  to  toam  us  against  what  we 
were  going  to  do. 

"  *Tis  a  cowld  night,  yer  honours," 
said  Tip,  in  an  under  tone,  as  we  suc- 
cessively alighted,  and  stood  together, 
looking  up  and  down  the  dark  lane,  to 
see  if  anything  was  stirring  but  our- 
selves. "'Tis  a  cowld  night — and — 
and — and" — ^he  stammered. 

"Why,  you  cowardly  old  scoundrel," 

grumbled  M ^  "  are  you  frightened 

ahready?  What's  the  matter,  eh? 
Hoist  up  the  bag  on  your  shoulders 
directly,  and  lead  the  way  down  the 
lane." 

"  Och,  but  yer  honours— och!  by  the 
mother  that  bore  me,  but  'tis  a  mur- 
therous  cruel  thing,  I'm  thinking,  to 
wake  the  poor  cratur  from  her  last 
sleep."  He  said  this  so  querulously, 
that  I  began  to  entertain  serious  appre- 
hensions, after  all,  of  his  defection ;  so 
I  insisted  on  his  taking  a  little  more 
brandy,  by  way  of  bringing  him  upto 
par.  It  was  of  no  use,  however.  His 
reluctance  increased  every  moment — 
and  it  even  dispirited  w.  I  verily  be- 
lieve the  turning  of  a  straw  would  have 
decided  us  all  on  jumping  into  the 
coach  again,  and  returning  home  with- 
out accomplishing  our  errand.  Too 
many  of  the  students,  however,  were 
apprised  of  our  expedition,  for  us  to 
think  of  terminating  it  so  ridiculously. 
As  it  were  by  mutual  consent,  we  stood 
and  paused  a  few  moments,  about  half- 
way down  the  lane.    M whistled 

with  infinite  spirit  and  distinctness; 
E remarked  to  me  that  he  "  al- 
ways thought  a  churchyard  at  mid- 
night was  the  gloomiest  object  ima- 
ginable ;"  and  I  talked  about  biuiness 
— "  soon  be  over" — "  shallow  grave," 
&c.  &o. 

"  Confound  it — ^what  if  those  two 
brothers  of  hers  should  be  there?"  said 

M abruptly,  making  a  dead  stop, 

and  folding  nis  arms  on  his  breast. 

"Powerful  fellows,  both  of  them  !'* 
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muttered  E We  resumed  our 

march  —  when  Tip,  our  advanced 
guard — ^a  title  he  earned  by  antici- 
pating our  steps  about  three  inches 
— suddenly  stood  still,  let  down  the 
bag  from  his  shoulders,  eleyated  both 
hands  in  a  listening  attitude,  and  ex- 
claimed, "  Whisht ! — whisht ! — ^By  my 
soul,  what  was  that  ?  "  We  all  paused 
in  silence,  looking  palely  at  one  an- 
other— ^but  could  hear  nothing  except 
the  drowsy  flutter  of  a  bat  wheeling 
away  from  us  a  little  oyerhead. 

"Pait  —  an*  wasn't  it  somebody 
spaMng  on  the  far  side  o'  the  hedge, 
1  heard?"  whispered  Tip. 

"Poh  — stuff,  you  idiot!"  I  ex- 
claimed, losing  my  temper.    "  Come, 

M and  i^ ^  it's  nigh  time  we 

had  done  with  all  this  cowardly  non- 
sense; and  if  we  mean  really  to  do 
anything,  we  must  make  haste.  *Tis 
past  twelve— day  breaks  about  four — 
and  it  is  coming  on  wet,  you  see." 
Several  large  drops  of  rain,  pattering 
heavily  among  the  leaves  and  branches, 
corroborated  my  words,  by  announcing 
a  coming  shower,  and  the  air  was  avl- 
try  enough  to  warrant  the  expectation 
of  a  thunder-storm.  We  therefore  but- 
toned up  our  greatcoats  to  the  chin, 
and  hurried  on  to  the  churchyard  wall, 
which  ran  across  the  bottom  of  the 
lane.  This  wall  we  had  to  climb  over 
to  get  into  the  churchyard,  and  it  was 
not  a  very  high  one.  Here  Tip  an- 
noyed us  again.  I  told  him  to  lay 
down  his  bag,  mount  the  wall,  and 
look  over  into  the  yard,  to  see  whether 
all  was  clear  before  us ;  and,  as  far  as 
the  light  would  enable  him,  to  look 
about  for  a  new-made  grave.  Very 
reluctantly  he  complied,  and  contrived 
to  Scramble  to  the  top  of  the  wall.  He 
had  hardly  time,  however,  to  peer  over 
into  the  churchyard,  when  a  fluttering 
streak  of  lightning  flashed  over  us,  foC 
lowed,  in  a  second  or  two,  by  a  loud 
burst  of  thunder !  Tip  fell  in  an  in- 
stant to  the  ground,  like  a  cockchafler 
shaken  from  an  elm-tree,  and  lay 
crossing  himself,  and  muttering  Pa- 
ternosters. We  could  scarcely  help 
laughing  at  the  manner  in  which  he  I 
tumbled  down,  simultaneously  with 
the  flash  of  lightning.     '*  Now,  look  I 


ye,  gintlemen,"  said  he,  still  squat- 
ting on  the  ground,  "  do  you  mane  to 
give  the  poor  cratur  Christian  burial, 
when  ye  ve  done  wid  her  ?  An'  will 
you  put  her  back  again  as  ye  found 
ner?  'Case,  if  you  won't,  blood  an' 
oons  *' 

"  Hark  ye  now.  Tip,"  said  I  sternly, 
taking  out  one  of  a  brace  of  empty 
pistols  I  had  put  into  my  greatcoat 
pocket,  and  presenting  it  to  his  head, 
"  we  have  hired  you  on  this  business, 
for  the  want  of  a  better,  you  wretched 
fellow !  and  if  you  give  us  any  more 

of  your  nonsense,  by I'll  send 

a  bullet  through  your  brain !  Do  you 
hear  me,  Tip?" 

"  Och,  aisy,  aisy  wid  ye !  don't  mur- 
ther  me !  Bad-luck  to  me  that  I  ever 
cam  wid  ye  I  Och,  and  if  iver  I  live 
to  die,  won't  I  see  and  bury  my  ould 
body  out  o'  the  rache  of  all  the  doc- 
thers  in  the  world  ?  If  I  don't,  divel 
bum  me ! "  We  all  laughed  aloud  at 
Tip's  truly  Hibernian  expostulation. 

"Come,  sir,  mount !  over  with  you ! " 
said  we,  helping  to  push  him  upwards. 
"Now,  drop  this  bag  on  the  other 
side,"  we  continued,  giving  him  the 
sack  that  contained  our  implements. 
We  all  three  of  us  then  followed,  and 
alighted  safely  in  the  churchyard.  It 
poured  with  rain ;  and,  to  enhance  the 
dreariness  and  horrors  of  the  time  and 
place,  flashes  of  lightning  followed  in 
quick  succession,  shedding  a  transient 
awful  glare  over  the  scene,  revealing 
the  white  tombstones,  the  ivy-grown 
venerable  church,  and  our  own  figures, 
a  shivering  group,  come  on  an  unhal- 
lowed errand!  1  perfectly  well  recol- 
lect the  lively  feelings  of  apprehension 
— "  the  compunctious  visitings  of  re- 
morse "  —  wnich  the  circumstances 
caUed  forth  in  my  own  breast,  and 
which,  I  had  no  doubt,  were  shared 
by  my  companions. 

As  no  time,  however,  was  to  be  lost, 
I  left  the  group,  for  an  instant,  under 
the  wall,  to  search  out  the  grave.  The 
accurate  instructions  I  had  received 
enabled  me  to  pitch  on  the  spot  with 
little  difficulty ;  and  I  returned  to  my 
companions,  who  immediately  followed 
me  to  the  scene  of  operations.  We  had 
no  umbrellas,  and  our  greatcoats  were 
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saturated  with  wet ;  but  the  brandy 
we  had  recently  taken  did  us  ^;ood 
service,  by  exhilarating^  our  spirits, 
and  especially  those  of  Tin.  He  un- 
tied the  sack  in  a  twinkling,  and 
shook  out  the  hoes  and  spades,  &c.; 
and,  taking  one  of  the  latter  himself, 
he  commenced  digging  with  such 
energy,  that  we  had  hardly  prepared 
ourselves  for  work,  before  he  had 
cleared  away  nearly  the  whole  of  the 
mound.  The  rain  soon  abated,  and 
the  li^htnine  ceased  for  a  consider- 
able mterval,  though  thunder  was 
heard  occasionally  grumbling  sullen- 
ly in  the  distance,  as  if  expressing 
anger  at  our  unholy  doings — at  least 
I  felt  it  so.  The  pitchy  darkness  con- 
tinued, so  that  we  could  scarcely  see 
one  another's  figures.  We  worked  on 
in  silence,  as  fast  as  our  spades  coidd 
be  got  into  the  ground ;  taking  it  in 
turns,  tw9  by  two,  as  the  grave  would 
not  admit  oi  more.  On — on — on  we 
worked,  till  we  had  hollowed  out  about 
three  feet  of  earth.  Tip  then  hastily 
joined  together  a  lon^  iron  screw  or 
borer,  which  he  thrust  into  the  ground, 
for  the  purpose  of  ascertaining  the 
depth  at  which  the  coffin  yet  lay  from 
us.  To  our  vexation,  we  founa  a  dis- 
tance of  three  feet  remained  to  be  got 
through.  "  Sure,  and  by  the  soul  of 
■St  Patrick,  but  we'll  not  be  done  by 
the  morning!"  said  Tip,  as  he  threw 
down  the  instrument  and  resumed  his 
spade.  We  were  all  discouraged.  Oh, 
how  earnestly  I  wished  myself  at  home, 
in  my  snug  uttle  bed  in  the  Borough ! 
How  I  cursed  the  Quixotism  that  had 
led  me  into  such  an  undertaking !  I 
had  no  time,  however,  for  reflection,  as 
it  was  my  turn  to  relieve  one  of  the 
diggers ;  so  into  the  grave  I  jumped, 
and  worked  away  as  lustily  as  before. 
While  I  was  thus  engaged,  a  sudden 
noise,  close  to  our  ears,  so  startled  me, 
that  I  protest  I  thought  I  should  have 
dropped  down  dead  in  the  grave  I  was 
robbing.  I  and  my  fellow-digger  let 
fall  our  spades,  and  all  four  stood  still 
for  a  second  or  two  in  an  ecstasy  of 
fearful  apprehension.  We  could  not 
see  more  than  a  few  inches  around 
us,  but  heard  the  ^[ass  trodden  by  ap- 
proaching feet!    They  proved  to  be 


those  of  an  ass,  that  was  turned  at 
night  into  the  churchyard,  aod  had 
gone  on  eating  his  way  towards  us ; 
and,  while  we  were  standing  in  mute 
expectation  of  what  was  to  come  next, 
opened  on  us  with  an  astounding  hee- 
haw !  hee-haw !  hee-haw !  Even  after 
we  had  discovered  the  ludicrous  nature 
of  the  interruption,  we  were  too  acp- 
tated  to  laugh.  The  brute  was  actually 
close  upon  us,  and  had  given  ton^ 
from  under  poor  Tip's  elbow,  havmg 
approached  him  from  behind,  as  he 
stood  leaning  on  his  spade.  Tip  started 
suddenly  backwurd  against  the  ani- 
mal's head,  and  fell  down.  Away ' 
sprang  the  jackass,  as  much  con- 
founded as  Tip,  kicking  and  scamper- 
ing like  a  mad  creature  amon^  the 
tombstones,  and  hee-hawing  inces- 
santly, as  if  a  hundred  devils  had 
got  into  it  for  the  purpose  of  discom- 
ting  us.  I  felt  so  much  fury,  and 
fear  lest  the  noise  should  lead  to 
our  discovery,  I  could  have  killed  the 
brute  if  it  had  been  within  my  reach, 
while  Tip  stammered,  in  an  affright- 
ened  whispered — "Och,  the  baste! 
Och,  the  baste !  The  big  black  divel 
of  a  baste !  The  murtherous,  thunder- 
ing " and  a  great  many  epithets 

of  the  same  sort.  We  gradually  re- 
covered from  the  agitation  which  this 
provokinginterruption  had  occasioned ; 
and  Tip,  under  the  promise  of  two  bot- 
tles of  whisky  as  soon  as  we  arrived 
safe  at  home  with  our  prize,  renewed 
his  exertions,  and  dug  with  such  en- 
ergy that  we  soon  cleared  away  the  re- 
mamder  of  the  superincumbent  earth, 
and  stood  upon  the  bare  lid  of  the 
coffin.  The  grapplers,  with  ropes  at- 
tached to  them,  were  then  fixed  in  the 
sides  and  extremities,  and  we  were  in 
the  act  of  raising  the  coffin,  when  the 
sound  of  a  human  voice,  accompanied 
with  footsteps,  fell  on  our  startled 
ears.  We  heard  both  distinctly,  and 
crouched  down  close  over  the  brink  of 
the  grave,  awaiting  in  breathless  sus- 
pense a  corroboration  of  our  fears. 
After  a  pause  of  two  or  three  minutes, 
however,  finding  that  the  sounds  were 
not  renewed,  we  began  to  breathe  freer, 
persuaded  that  our  ears  must  have  de- 
ceived us.  Once  more  we  resumed  our 
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work,  succeeded  in  hoisting  tip  the 
coffin — ^not  without  a  slip,  however, 
which  nearly  precipitated  it  down 
again  to  the  bottom,  with  all  four  of 
us  upon  it — and  depositing'  it  on  the 
grave-side.  Before  proceeding  to  use 
our  screws,  or  wrenchers,  we  once  more 
looked  and  listened,  and  listened  and 
looked;  but  neither  seeing  nor  hearing 
anything,  we  set  to  woric,  prized  off 
the  lid  in  a  twinkling,  and  a  transient 
glimpse  of  moonlight  disclosed  to  us 
the  shrouded  inmate — ^all  white  and 
damp.    I  removed  the  fac&^loth,  and 

unpinned  the  cap,  while  M loosed 

the  sleeves  from  the  wrists.     Thus 

were  we  engaged,  when  E ,  who 

had  hold  of  the  feet,  ready  to  lift  them 
out,  suddenly  let  them  go — ^gasped — 
"  Oh,  my  God !  there  they  aT« !  *^  and 
placed  his  hand  on  my  arm.  He  shook 
like  an  aspen  leaf.  1  looked  towards 
the  quarter  whither  his  eves  were  di- 
rected, and,  sure  enough,  saw  the 
figure  of  a  man — ^if  not  two — ^moving 
stealthily  toward  us.  "Well,  we*re 
discovered,  that's  clear,"  I  whispered 
as  calmly  as  I  could.    "  We  shall  be 

murdered  I "  groaned  E .    "  Lend 

me  one  of  the  pistols  you  have  with 

fou,"  said  M resolutely; "  by , 
'11  have  a  shot  for  my  life,  however ! " 
As  for  poor  Tip,  who  had  heard  every 
syllable  of  this  startling  colloquy,  and 
himself  seen  the  approaching  figures, 
he  looked  at  me  in  silence,  tne  image 
of  blank  horror !  I  could  have  laughed 
even  then,  to  see  his  staring  black  eyes 
— ^his  little  cocked  ruby-tinted  nose — 
his  chattering  teeth.  "  Hush — ^hush! " 

said  I,  cocking  my  pistol,  while  M 

did  the  same;  for  none  but  myself 
knew  that  they  were  unloaded.  To 
add  to  our  consternation,  the  malignant 
moon  withdrew  the  small  scantling  of 
light  she  had  been  doling  out  to  us, 
and  sank  beneath  a  vast  cloud,  "  black 
as  Erebus,"  but  not  before  we  had 
caught  a  glimpse  of  two  more  figures 
moving  towards  us  in  an  opposite  di- 
rection. "  Surrounded  1 "  two  of  us 
muttered  in  the  same  breath.  We  all 
rose  to  our  feet,  and  stood  together, 
not  knowing  what  to  do — ^unable  in  the 
darkness  to  see  one  another  distinctly. 
Presently  we  heard  a  voice  say,  in  a 


subdued  tone,  "Where  are  they  ?where? 
Sure  I  saw  them !  Oh,  there  they  are ! 
Halloa— halloa!" 

That  was  enough — the  signal  of  our 
flight.  Without  an  instant's  pause, 
or  uttering  another  syllable,  off  we 
sprung,  like  small-shot  from  a  gfun's 
mouth,  all  of  us  in  different  directions, 
we  knew  not  whither.  I  heard  the 
report  of  a  gun — mercy  on  me !  and 
pelted  away,  scarcely  knowing  what  I 
was  about,  dodging  among  the  graves — 
now  coming  full-butt  against  a  plaguy 
tombstone,  then  tumblmg  on  the  mp- 
pery  grass — while  some  one  follow- 
ed close  at  my  heels  panting  and 
puffing,  but  whether  friend  or  foe,  I 
knew  not.  At  length  I  stumbled 
against  a  large  tombstone ;  and,  find- 
ing it  open  at  the  two  ends,  crept  un- 
der it,  resolved  there  to  abide  the  issue. 
At  the  moment  of  my  ensconcing  my- 
self, the  sound  of  the  person'^  footsteps 
who  had  followed  me  suddenly  ceased. 
I  heard  a  splashing  sound,  then  a  kick- 
ing and  scrambling,  a  faint  stifled  cry 
of  "  Ugh— oh  ugh!"  and  all  was  still. 
Doubtless  it  must  be  one  of  my  com- 
panions, who  had  been  wounded. 
What  could  I  do,  however  ?  I  did  not 
know  in  what  direction  he  lay — ^the 
night  was  pitch-dark — and  if  I  crept 
from  my  hiding-place,  for  all  I  knew, 
I  might  be  shot  myself.  I  shall  never 
forget  that  hour — ^no,  never!  There 
was  I,  squatting  like  a  toad  on  the  wet 
grass  and  weeds,  not  daring  to  do  more 
than  breathe!  Here  was  a  predica- 
ment !  I  could  not  conjecture  how  the 
affair  would  terminate.  Was  I  to  lie 
where  I  was  till  daylight,  that  then 
I  might  step  into  the  arms  of  my 
captors?  What  was  become  of  my 
companions? — While  turning  these 
thoughts  in  my  mind,  and  wondering 
that  all  was  so  quiet,  m^  ear  caught 
the  sound  of  the  splashing  of  water, 
apparently  at  but  a  yard  or  two's  dis- 
tance, mingled  with  the  sounds  of  a 
half-smothered  human  voice — "  Ugh ! 
ugh!  Och,  murther!  murther!  mur- 
ther !  " — another  splash — "  and  isn't 
it  dead,  and  drowned,  and  kilt  I 
am    ■■  ' 

Whew!  Tip  in  trouble,  thought  I, 
not  daring  to  speak     Yes— it  w]is 
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poor  Tip,  I  afterwards  found — who 
nad  followed  at  my  heels,  scampering 
after  me  as  fast  as  fright  could  drive 
him,  till  his  career  was  unexpectedly 
ended  hy  his  tumbling — souse — ^head 
over  heels,  into  a  newly-opened  grave 
in  his  path,  with  more  than  a  foot  of 
water  m  it.  There  the  poor  fellow 
remained,  after  recovering  from  the 
first  shock  of  his  fall,  not  daring  to 
utter  a  word  for  some  time,  lest  he 
should  be  discovered — straddling  over 
the  water  with  his  toes  and  elbows 
stuck  into  the  loose  soil  on  each  side, 
to  support  him.  This  was  his  inte- 
resting position,  as  he  subsequently 
informed  me,  at  the  time  of  uttering 
the  sounds  which  first  attracted  my 
attention.  Though  not  aware  of  his 
situation  at  the  time,  I  was  almost 
choked  with  laughter  as  he  went  on 
with  his  soliloquy,  somewhat  in  this 
strain : — 

"  Och,  Tip,  ye  ould  divel !  Don't  it 
sarve  ye  right,  ye  fool  ?  Ye  viUanous 
ould  coffin-robber  I  Won't  ye  bum  for 
this  hereafter,  ye  sinner?  Ulaloo! 
When  ye  are  dead  yourself,  may  ye 
be  trated  like  that  poor  cratur — and 
yourself  alive  to  see  it !  Och,  hubba- 
boo !  hubbaboo !  Isn't  it  sure  that  I'll 
be  drowned,  an'  then  it's  kilt  111  be ! " 
— ^A  loud  splash,  and  a  pause  for  a  few 
moments,  as  if  he  were  ;re-adjusting 
his  footing — "  Och !  an'  I'm  catching 
my  dith  of  cowld!  Fait,  an'  it's  a 
divel  a  drop  o'  the  two  bottles  o*  whis- 
ky I'll  ever  see— Och,  och,  och!" — 
another  splash — "  och,  an'  isn't  this 
uncomfortable !  Murther  and  oons ! — 
if  ever  I  come  out  of  this — sha'n't  I  be 
dead  before  I  do?" 

"Tip— Tip— Tip!"  I  whispered  in 
a  low  tone.  There  was  a  dead  silence. 
"Tip,  Tip,  where  are  you?  What's 
the  matter,  eh?" — No  answer;  but  he 
muttered  in  a  low  tone  to  himself— 
"  WTiere  am  I!  by  my  soul!  Isn't  it 
dead,  and  kilt,  and  drowned,  and  mur- 
thered  I  am — ^that's  all ! " 

"Tip— Tip— Tip!"  I  repeated,  a 
little  louder. 

"Tip,  indeed!  Fait,  ye  may  call, 
bad-luck  to  ye — ^whoever  ye  are — but 
it's  divel  a  word  I'll  be  after  spaking 
to  ye." 


"  Tip,  you  simpleton  !  It's  I  — 
Mr  ■ 

In  an  instant  there  was  a  sound  of 
jumping  and  splashing,  as  if  siu^rise 
had  made  him  slip  from  his  standing 
again,  and  he  called  out,   "  Whoo ! 

^00 !  an'  is't  you,  sweet  Mr ! 

What  is  the  matter  wid  ye  ?  Are  ye 
kilt?  Where  are  they  all?  Have 
they  taken  ye  away,  every  mother's 
son  of  you?"  he  asked  eagerly,  in  a 
breath. 

"  Why,  what  are  you  doing.  Tip  ? 
Where  are  you  f  " 

"  Fait,  an'  it's  being  totuhed  I  am, 
in  the  feet,  and  in  the  queerest  tub 
your  honour  ever  saw ! "  A  noise  of 
scuffling,  not  many  yards  off,  silenced 
us  both  in  an  instant.  Presently  I 
distinguished  the  voice  of  E ,  call- 
ing out — "  Help,  M ! "  (my  name) 

— "Where  are  you?"  The  noise  in- 
creased, and  seemed  nearer  than  be- 
fore. I  crept  from  my  lurking  place, 
and  aided  at  Tip's  resurrection,  when 
both  of  us  hurried  towards  the  spot 
whence  the  sound  came.  By  the  famt 
moonlight,  I  could  just  see  the  outlines 
of  two  fig^ures  violently  struggling  and 
grappling  together.  Before  I  could 
come  up  to  them,  both  fell  down, 
locked  in  each  other's  arms,  rolling 
over  each  other,  grasping  one  another's 
collars,  gasping  and  panting  as  if  in 
mortal  struggle.  The  moon  suddenly 
emerg^,  and  who  do  you  think,  reaa- 

er,  was  E 's  antagonist?     Why, 

the  person  whose  appearance  had  so 
discomfited  and  afirighted  us  all — our 
COACHMAN.  That  worthy  indivi^dual, 
alarmed  at  our  protracted  stay,  had, 
contrary  to  our  injunctions,  left  his 
coach  to  come  and  search  after  us. 
He  it  was  whom  we  had  seen  stealing 
towards  us ;  his  steps — ^his  voice  had 
alarmed  us,  for  he  could  not  see  us 
distinctly  enough  to  discover  whether 
we  were  his  fare  or  not.  He  was  on 
the  point  of  whispering  my  name,  it 
seems — when  we  must  all  have  under- 
stood one  another — when  lo!  we  all 
started  off  in  the  manner  which  has 
been  described;  and  he  himself^  not 
knowing  that  he  was  the  reason  of  it, 
had  taken  to  his  heels,  and  fled  for  his 
life !    He  supposed  we  had  fallen  into 
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a  sort  of  ambuscade.  He  happened  to 
hide  himself  behind  the  tombstone 
next  but  one  to  that  which  sheltered 

E .     Finding  all  quiet,  he   and 

E ,  as  if  by  mutual  consent,  were 

groping  from  their  hiding-places,  when 
they  unexpectedly  fell  foul  of  one  an- 
other— each  too  afirighte^d  to  speak — 
and  hence  the  scuffle. 

After  this  satisfactory  denouement, 
we  all  repaired  to  the  grave's  mouth, 
and  found  the  corpse  and  coffin  pre- 
cisely as  we  had  left  them.  We  were, 
not  many  moments  in  taking  out  the 
body,  stripping  it,  and  thrusting  it 
into  the  sack  we  had  brought.  We 
then  tied  the  top  of  the  sack,  carefully 
deposited  the  shroud,  &c.,  in  the  coffin, 
re-screwed  down  the  lid — ^fearful,  im- 
pious mockery  !  —  and  consigned  it 
once  more  to  its  resting-place,  Tip 
scattering  a  handful  of  earth  on  the 
lid,  and  exclaiming  reverently — "  An' 
may  the  Lord  forgive  us  for  what  we 
have  done  to  ye!'*  The  coachman 
and  I  then  took  the  body  between  us 

to    the   coach,  leaving  M ,  and 

E — — ,  and  Tip,  to  fill  up  the  grave. 

Our  troubles  were  not  yet  ended, 
however.  Truly  it  seemed  as  though 
Providence  were  throwing  every  ob- 
stacle in  our  way.  Nothing  went 
right.  On  reaching  the  spot  where 
we  had  left  the  coach,  behold  it  lay 
several  yards  farther  in  the  lane,  tilted 
into  the  ditch — ^for  the  horses,  being 
hungry,  and  left  to  themselves,  in  their 
anxiety  to  graze  on  the  verdant  bank 
of  the  hedge,  had  contrived  to  over- 
turn the  vehicle  in  the  ditch — and  one 
of  the  horses  was  kicking  vigorously 
when  we  came  up — ^the  whole  body 
off  the  ground — ^and  resting  on  that  of 


Ids  companion.  We  had  considerable 
difficulty  in  righting  the  coach,  as  the 
horses  were  inclined  to  be  obstreperous. 
We  succeeded,  however— deposited  our 
unholy  spoil  within,  turned  the  horses' 
heads  towards  the  high-road,  and  then, 
after  enjoining  Jehu  to  keep  his  place 
on  the  box,  I  went  to  see  how  my  com- 
panions were  getting  on.  They  had 
nearlv  completed  their  task,  and  told 
me  that  "  shovelling  in  was  surpris- 
ki^ly  easier  than  shovelling  ovtl" 
We  took  great  pains  to  leave  every- 
thing as  neat,  and  as  nearly  resembUng 
what  we  found  it,  as  possible,  in  order 
that  our  visit  might  not  be  suspected. 
We  then  carried  away  each  our  own 
tools,  and  hurried  as  fast  as  possible 
to  our  coach,  for  the  dim  twilight  had 
already  stolen  a  march  upon  us,  de- 
voutly thankful  that,  after  so  many 
interruptions,  we  had  succeeded  in 
effecting  our  object. 

It  was  broad  daylight  before  we 
reached  town,  and  a  wretched  coach 
company  we  looked,  all  wearied  and 
dirty— Tip  especially,  who  neverthe- 
less snored  in  the  comer  as  comfort- 
ably as  if  he  had  been  warm  in  his 
bed.  I  heartily  resolved  with  him,  on 
leaving  the  coach,  that  it  should  be 
"  the  devil's  own  dear  self  only  that 
should  timpt  me  out  agin  hodusnatch- 

*  On  exatnining  the  body,  we  found  that 

Sir ^'a  ausptcions  were  nilly  verified.    It 

waa  disease  of  the  heart,  but  of  too  compli- 
cated a  nature  to  be  made  intelligible  to 
general  readers.  I  never  heard  that  the 
girl's  friends  discovered  our  doings ;  and,  for 
all  they  know,  she  is  now  mouldering  away 

in churdiyard;  whereas,  in  point  of 

&ct,  her  bleached  skeleton  adorns 's  sur- 
gery ;  and  a  preparation  of  her  heart  eniiches 
's  museum  1 
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THE  SPECTRE-SMITTEN. 


Few  topics  of  medical  literature  have 
occasioned  more  wide  and  contradic- 
tory speculation  than  that  of  insanity, 
with  reference,  as  well  to  its  predis- 
posing and  inmiediate  causes,  as  its 
best  method  of  treatment.  Since  ex- 
perience is  the  only^  substratum  of  real 
knowledge,  the  easiest  and  surest  way 
of  arriving  at  those  general  principles 
which  may  regulate  both  our  patholo- 
gical and  therapeutical  researches,  es- 
pecially concerning  the  subtle,  almost 
mscrutable  disorder,  mamaj  is,  when 
one  does  meet  with  some  striking, 
well  marked  case,  to  watch  it  closely 
throughout,  and  be  particularly  anx- 
ious to  seize  on  all  those  smaller  fee^ 
tures — those  more  transient  indica- 
tions, which  are  truer  characteristics 
of  the  complaint  than  perhaps  any 
other.  Witn  this  object,  did  I  pay 
close  attention  to  the  very  singular  and 
affecting  case  detailed  in  the  following 
narrative.  I  have  not  given  the  whole 
of  my  observations,  far  from  it ;  those 
onlv  are  recorded  which  seemed  to  me 
to  have  some  claims  to  the  considera- 
tion of  both  medical  and  general  read- 
ers. The  apparent  eccentricity  of  the 
title  will  be  found  accounted  for  in  the 
course  of  the  narrative. 

Mr  M ,  as  one  of  a  very  lar^ 

party,  had  been  enjoying  the  splen£d 

hospitality  of  Lady ^  arid  aid  not 

leave  till  a  late,  or  rather  early  hour, 
in  the  morning.  Pretty  women,  music, 
and  champagne,  had  almost  turned  his 
head ;  and  it  was  rather  fortunate  for 
him  that  a  hackney-coach  stand  was 
within  a  stone's  throw  of  the  house  he 
was  leaving.  Muffling  his  cloak  closely 
around  him,  he  contrived  to  move  to- 
wards it  in  a  tolerably  direct  line,  and 
a  few  moments*  time  beheld  him  driv- 


ing, at  the  usual  snail's  pace  of  those 
rickety  vehicles,  to  Lincoln's  Inn ;  for 

Mr  M was  a  law  student.   In  spite 

of  the  transient  exhilaration  produced 
by  the  scenes  he  had  just  quitted,  and 
the  excitement  consequent  on  the  pro- 
minent share  he  took  in  an  animated, 
though  accidental  discussion,  in  the 
presence  of  about  thirty  of  the  most 
elegant  women  that  could  well  be 
brought  together,  he  found  himself  be- 
coming the  subject  of  a  most  unac- 
countable depression  of  spirits.    Even 

while  at  Lady 's,  he  had  latterly 

perceived  himself  talking  often  for  mere 
taUdng's  sake,  the  chain  of  his  thoughts 
perpetually  broken,  and  an  impatience 
and  irritability  of  manner  towards 
those  whom  he  addressed,  which  he 
readily  resolved,  however,  into  the 
reaction  following  high   excitement. 

M ,  I  ought  before,  perhaps,  to  have 

mentioned,  was  a  man  of  ^eat  talent, 
chiefly,  however,  imaginative ;  and  had 
that  evening  been  particularly  brilliant 
on  his  favourite  topic,  diablerie  and 
mysticism;  towards  which  he  gene- 
rally contrived  to  incline  every  con- 
versation in  which  he  bore  a  part.  He 
had  been  dilating,  in  particular,  on  the 
power  possessed  by  Mr  Maturin  of  ex- 
citing the  most  fearful  and  horrific  ideas 
in  the  minds  of  his  readers,  instancing 
a  particular  passage  of  one  of  his  ro- 
mances, the  title  of  which  I  have  for- 
gotten, where  the  fiend  suddenly  pre- 
sents himself  to  his  appalled  victim, 
amidst  the  silence  and  gloom  of  his 

Erison-cell.  Long  before  he  had  reached 
ome,  the  fumes  of  wine  had  evapo- 
rated, and  the  influence  of  excitement 
subsided;  and,  with  reference  to  in- 
toxication, he  was  as  sober  and  calm 
as  ever  he  was  in  his  life.     Why  he 
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knew  not,  bnt  his  heart  seemed  to  grow 
heavier  and  heavier,  and  his  thoughts 

floomier,  every  step  by  which  he  neared 
(incoln's  Inn.  It  struck  three  o'clock 
as  he  entered  the  sombrousportals  of 
the  ancient  inn  of  court.  The  perfect 
silence — the  moonlight  shining  sadly 
on  the  dusky  buildings — ^the  cold  qui- 
vering stars,  all  these  together,  com- 
bined to  enhance  his  nervousness.  He 
described  it  to  me  as  though  things 
seemed  to  wear  a  strange,  spectral, 
supernatural  aspect.  Not  a  watchman 
of  the  inn  was  neard  crying  the  hour, 
not  a  porter  moving,  no  living  being 
but  himself  visible  in  the  large  square 
he  was  crossing.  As  he  neared  his 
staircase,  he  perceived  his  heart  flutter- 
ing ;  in  short,  he  felt  under  some  strange 
unaccountable  influence,  which,  had  he 
reflected  a  little,  he  would  have  disco- 
vered to  arise  merely  from  an  excitable 
nervous  temperament,  operating  on  an 
imagination  peculiarly  attuned  to  sym- 
pathies with  terror.  His  chambers  lay 
on  the  third  floor  of  the  staircase ;  and, 
on  reaching  it,  he  found  his  door-lamp 
glimmering  with  its  last  expiring  ray. 
He  opened  his  door,  and  after  groping 
some  time  in  the  dark  of  his  sitting- 
room,  found  his  chamber  candlestick. 
In  attempting  to  light  his  candle,  he 
put  out  the  lamp.  He  went  down 
stairs,  but  found  that  the  lamp  of  every 
landing  had  shared  the  fate  of  his  own; 
so  he  returned,  rather  irritated,  think- 
ing to  amerce  the  porter  of  his  custom- 
ary Christmas-box,  for  his  niggard  sup- 
ply of  oil.  After  some  time  spent  m 
the  search,  he  discovered  his  tinder- 
box,  and  proceeded  to  strike  a  light. 
This  was  not  the  work  of  a  moment. 
And  where  is  the  bachelor  to  whom  it 
is?  The  potent  spark,  however,  dropped 
at  last  into  the  very  centre  of  the  soft 

tinder.     M blew  —  it  caught 

spread;  the  match  quickly  kindled,  and 
he  lighted  his  candle.  He  took  it  in 
his  hand,  and  was  making  for  bed, 
when  his  eyes  caught  a  glimpse  of  an 
object  which  brought  him  senseless  to 
the  floor.  The  furniture  of  his  room 
was  disposed  as  when  he  had  left  it ; 
for  his  laundress  had  neglected  to  come 
and  put  things  in  order:  the  table  vrith 
a  few  books  on  it  was  drawn  towards 


the  fire-place,  and  by  its  side  stood  the 
ample-cushioned  easy-chair.  The  first 
object  visible,  with  sudden  distinctness, 
was  a  figure  sitting  in  the  arm-chair. 
It  was  that  of  a  gentleman  dressed  in 
dark-coloured  clothes,  his  hands,  white 
as  alabaster,  closed  together  over  his 
lap,  and  the  face  looking  away ;  but  it 
turned  slowly  towards  M ,  reveal- 
ing to  him  a  countenance  of  a  ghastly 
hue — the  features  glowing  like  steel 
heated  to  a  white  neat,  and  the  two 
eyes  turned  full  towards  him,  and  blaz- 
ing— ^absolutely  blazing,  he  described 
it — ^with  a  most  horrible  lustre.    The 

appalling  spectre,  while  M 's  eyes 

were  riveted  upon  it,  though  glazmg 
fast  with  fright,  slowly  rose  from  its 
seat,  stretched  out  both  its  arms,  and 
seemed  approaching  him,  when  he  fell 
down  senseless  on  the  floor,  as  if  smit- 
ten with  apoplexy.  He  recollected  no- 
thing more,  till  he  found  himself,  about 
the  middle  of  the  next  day,  in  bed,  his 
laundress,  myself  and  apothecary,  and 
several  others,  standing  round  him. 
His  situation  was  not  discovered  till 
more  than  an  hour  after  he  had  fallen, 
as  nearly  as  could  be  subsequently 
ascertained,  nor  would  it  then  out  for 
a  truly  fortunate  accident.  He  had 
neglected  to  close  either  of  his  outer- 
doors  (I  believe  it  is  usual  for  chambers 
in  the  inns  of  court  to  have  double 
outer-doors),  and  an  old  woman,  who 
happened  to  be  leaving  the  adjoining 
set  about  five  o'clock,  on  seeing  Mr 

M 's  doors  both  open  at  sucn  an 

imtimely  hour,  was  induced,  by  feelings 
of  curiosity  and  alarm,  to  return  to  the 
rooms  she  had  left  for  a  light,  with 
which  she  entered  his  chambers,  after 
having  repeatedly  called  his  name 
without  receiving  any  answer.  "What 
will  it  be  supposed  had  been  her  occu- 
pation at  such  an  early  hour  in  the  ad- 
joining chambers? — Laying  out  the 

corpse  of  their  occupant,  a  Mr  T , 

who  had  expired  about  eight  o'clock 
the  preceding  evening ! 

Mr  M had  known  him,  though 

not  very  intimately :  and  there  were 
some  painftil  circumstances  attending 
his  death,  which,  even  though  on  no 
other  grounds  than  mere  sympathy, 
M — —  had  laid  much  to  heart.    In  ad- 
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dition  to  this,  he  had  been  observed  by 
his  Mends  as  being  latterly  the  subject 
of  very  high  excitement,  owing  to  the 
successful  prosecution  of  an  affair  of 
great  interest  and  importance.*  We  all 
accounted  for  his  present  situation  by 
referring  it  to  some  apoplectic  seizure ; 
for  we  were,  of  course,  ignorant  of  the 
real  occasion,  fright,  which  I  did  not 
learn  till  long  afterwards.  The  laun- 
dress told  me  that  she  found  Mr  M , 

to  her  great  terror,  stretched  motion- 
less along  the  floor,  in  his  cloak  and 
fall  dress,  and  with  a  candlestick  lying 
beside  him.  She,  at  first,  supposed 
him  intoxicated;  but,  on  finding  all 
her  efforts  to  rouse  him  unsuccessful, 
and  seeing  his  fixed  features  and  rigid 
frame,  she  hastily  summoned  to  her 
assistance  a  fellow-laundress,  whom 
she  had  left  in  charge  of  the  corpse 
next  door,  imdressed  him,  and  laid 
him  on  the  bed.  A  neighbouring  me- 
dical man  was  then  called  in,  who 
pronounced  it  to  be  a  case  of  epilepsy ; 
and  he  was  sufficiently  warranted  by 
the  appearance  of  a  little  froth  about 
the  lips,  prolonged  stupor,  resembling 
sleep,  and  frequent  convulsions  of  the 
most  violent  kind.  The  remedies  re- 
sorted to  produced  no  alleviation  of 
the  symptoms ;  and  matters  continued 
to  wear  such  a  threatening  and  alarm- 
ing aspect,  that  I  was  summoned  in 
by  his  brother,  and  was  at  his  bedside 
by  two  o'clock.  His  coimtenance  was 
dark,  and  highly  intellectual :  its  linea- 
ments were,  naturally,  full  of  power 
and  energy;  but  now,  overclouded 
with  an  expression  of  trouble  and 
horror.  He  was  seized  with  a  dread- 
ful fit  soon  after  I  had  entered  the 
room.  Oh !  it  is  a  piteous  and  shock- 
ing spectacle  to  see  the  human  frame 
subjected  to  such  demoniacal  twitch- 
ings  and  contortions,  which  are  so 
sudden,  so  irresistible,  as  to  suggest 
the  idea  of  some  vague,  terrible,  excit- 
ing cause,  which  cannot  b^  discovered : 
as  though  the  sufferer  lay  passive  in 
the  grasp  of  some  messenger  of  dark- 
ness **8ent  to  buffet  him"-[ 

♦  An  extensive  literary  undertaking. 

t  The  popular  etjnnology  of  the  word  ^ 
Up«y,  sanctioned  by  several  reputable  daas- 
books  of  the  profession,  which  are  now  lying 


M was  a  very  powerful  man; 

and,  during  the  fits,  it  was  next  to 
impossible  for  all  present,  united,  to 
control  his  movements.  The  foam  at 
his  mouth  suggested  to  his  terrified 
brother  the  harrowing  suspicion  that 
the  case  was  one  of  hydrophobia.  None 
of  my  remonstrances  or  assurances  to 
the  contrary  sufficed  to  quiet  him,  and 
his  distress  added  to  the  confusion  of 
the  scene.  After  prescribing  to  the 
best  of  my  ability,  I  left,  considering 
the  case  to  be  one  of  simple  epilepsy. 
During  the  rest  of  the  day  and  night 
the  fits  abated  both  in  violence  and 
frequency ;  but  he  was  left  in  a  state 
of  the  utmost  exhaustion,  from  which, 
however,  he  seemed  to  be  rapidly  re- 
covering during  the  space  of  the  four 
succeedLig  days ;  when  I  was  suddenly 
summoned  to  nis  bedside,  which  I  had 
left  only  two  hours  before,  with  the 
intelligence  that  he  had  disclosed 
symptoms  of  more  alarming  illness 
than  ever.  I  hurried  to  his  chambers, 
and  found  that  the  danger  had  not 
been  magnified.  One  of  his  friends 
met  me  on  the  staircase,  and  told  me 
that,  about  half  an  hour  before,  while 

before  mo— i.  «.  itrixEI'^te  is  erroneous,  and 
more— nonsensical.  J5'or  the  information  of 
general  readers,  I  may  state,  that  its  true 
derivation  is  firom  Xafx^eivat,  through  its  Tonic 
obsolete  form,  X^^w.  wiieuce  iriXHi^ti—a. 
seizing,  a  holding  last.  Therefore  we  speak 
of  an  ATTACK  of  epilepsy.  This  etymology  is 
highly  descriptive  of  the  disease  in  question; 
for  the  sudden  prostration,  rigidity,  contor- 
tions. Ac,  of  the  patient,  strongly  suggest 
the  idea  that  he  has  been  taJcen  or  gevsed 
(itiX'^^ue)  by,  as  it  were,  some  external  in- 
visible agent.  It  is  worthy  of  notice,  by  the 
way,  that  WtXtsirrixif  is  used  by  ecclesiasti- 
cal writers  to  denote  a  person  possessed  by  a 
dewwrn.— Er/Xw-J/zf,  signifies  simply  "failure, 
deficiency."  I  sball  conclude  this  note  with 
a  practical  illustration  of  the  necessity  which 
cedls  it  forth — ^the  correction  of  a  prevalent 
error.  A  flippant  student^  who,  I  was  given 
to  understand,  plumed  himself  much  among 
his  companions  on  his  Greek,  was  suddenly 
asked  by  one  of  his  examiners  for  a  definition 
of  epUmsy,  grounded  on  its  etymology.  I 
forget  the  definition,  which  was  given  with 
infinite  self-suf5ciency  of  tone  and  mamier ; 
but  the  fine  touch  of  scholarship  with  which 
it  was  finished  off,  I  well  recollect : — "Prom 
iw4Xif\^te — <iwi-XitTat — I  fail,  am  wanting); 
thereiore,  sir,  epilepsy  is  a  failure  of  animal 
functions/** — The  same  sage  definition  is 
regularly  given  by  a  well-known  metropo- 
litan lecturer. 
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he  and  Mr  C M ,  the  patient's 

brother,  were  sittinfl^  beside  nim,  he 
suddenly  turned  to  the  latter,  and  in- 
quired, in  a  tone  full  of  apprehension 
and  terror,  "Is  Mr  T dead?" 

"Oh,  dear!  yes;  he  died  seyeral 
days  ago,"  was  the  reply. 

"Then  it  was  he,"  he  gasped,  "it 
was  HE  whom  I  saw,  and  he  is  surely 
damned!  Yes,  merciful  Maker !  he  is, 
he  isl"  he  continued,  eleyatine  his 
voice  to  a  perfect  roar;  "and  the 
flames  have  reduced  his  face  to  ashes ! 
Horror!  horror!  horror!"  He  then 
shut  his  eves,  and  relapsed  into  si- 
lence for  about  ten  minutes,  when  he 
exclaimed,  "  Hark  you,  there-^secure 
me !  tie  me  I  make  me  fast,  or  I  shall 
burst  upon  you  and  destroy  you  all, 
for  I  am  going  mad — ^I  feel  it ! "  He 
ceased,  and  commenced  breathing  fast 
and  heavily,  his  chest  heaving  as  if 
under  the  pressure  of  enormous  weight, 
and  his  swelling,  Quivering  features 
evidencing  the  dreadful  upoar  within. 
Presently  he  began  to  gn^md  his  teeth, 
and  his  expanding  eyes  glared  about 
him  in  all  (urections,  as  though  follow- 
ing the  motions  of  some  frightful  ob- 
ject, and  he  muttered  fiercely  through 
his  closed  teeth,  "  Oh !  save  me  from 
him — save  me — save  me ! " 

It  was  a  fearful  thing  to  see  him 
lying  in  such  a  state,  grinding  his 
teeth  as  if  he  would  crush  them  to 
powder — ^his  livid  lips  crested  with 
foam — his  features  swollen,  writhing, 
blackening ;  and,  which  gave  his  face 
a  peculiarly  horrible  and  fiendish  ex- 
pression, his  eyes  distorted,  or  inverted 
upwards,  so  that  nothing  but  the  glar- 
ing whites  of  them  could  be  seen — his 
whole  frame  rigid — and  his  hands 
clenched,  as  though  they  would  never 
open  again !  It  is  a  dreadful  tax  on 
one's  nerves  to  have  to  encounter  such 
objects,  familiar  though  medical  men 
are  with  such  and  similar  spectacles  ; 
and,  in  the  present  instance,  every  one 
round  the  bedside  of  the  unfortunate 
patient,  stood  trembling  with  pale 
and  momentarily  averted  faces.  The 
ghastly,  fixed,  upturning  of  the  eyes  in 
epileptic  patients,  fills  me  with  norror 
whenever  I  recall  their  image  to  my 
mind ! 


The  return  of  these  epileptic  fits,  in 
such  violence,  and  after  sucn  an  inter- 
val, alarmed  me  with  apprehensions, 
lest,  as  is  not  unfrequently  the  case, 
apoplexy  should  supervene,  or  even 
ultimate  insanity,    it  was  rather  sin- 

ethat  M was  never  known  to 
had  an  epileptic  fit  previous  to 
the  present  seizure,  and  he  was  then 
in  ms  twenty-fifth  year.  I  was  con- 
jecturing what  sudden  fright  or  blow, 
or  accident  of  any  kind,  or  congestion 
of  the  vessels  of  the  brain  from  fre- 
quent inebriation,  could  have  brought 
on  the  present  fit,  when  my  patient, 
whose  features  had  gradually  sunk 
again  into  their  natural  disposition, 
gave  a  sigh  of  exhaustion — the  per- 
spiration burst  forth,  and  he  murmured 
— some  time  before  we  could  distinctly 
catch  the  words — "  Oh !  spectre-smit- 
ten! spectre-smitten!"  —  (which  ex- 
pression I  have  adopted  as  the  title  of 
this  paner) — "I  shall  never  recover 
again  !  Though  sufficiently  sur- 
prised, and  perplexed  about  the  import 
of  the  woras,  we  took  no  notice  of 
them ;  but  endeavoured  to  divert  his 
thoughts  frt>m  the  fantasy,  if  such  there 
were,  which  seemed  to  possess  them, 
by  Inquiring  into  the  nature  of  his 
symptoms.  He  disregarded  us,  how- 
ever ;  feebly  grasped  my  hand  in  his 
clammy  fingers,  and,  looking  at  me 
languioly,  muttered  —  "  What  —  oh, 
what  brought  ihQ  fiend  into  my  cham- 
bers?"— and  I  felt  his  whole  frame 
pervaded  by  a  cold  shiver — "Poor 

T !    Horrid  fate!"    On  hearing 

him  mention  T ^'s  name,  we  all 

looked  simultaneously  at  one  another, 
but  without  speaking ;  for  a  suspicion 
crossed  our  minds  that  his  highly 
wrought  feelings,  acting  on  a  strong 
imagination,  always  tamtedwith  su- 
perstitious terrors,  had  conjure4  up 
some  hideous  obiect,  which  had  scared 
him  nearly  to  madness — ^probably  some 
fancied  apparition  of  nis  deceased 
neighbour.  He  began  again  to  utter 
long  deep^rawn  groans,  that  gradu- 
ally gave  place  to  the  heavy  stertorous 
breathing,  which,  with  other  symp- 
toms— his  pulse,  for  instance,  beating 
about  115  a-minute — confirmed  me  in 
the  opinion  that  he  was  suffering  from 
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a  very  severe  congestion  of  the  vessels 
of  the  brain.  I  (urected  copious  vene- 
section*— ^his  head  to  be  shaven,  and 
covered  perpetually  with  cloths  soaked 
in  evaporating  lotions — ^blisters  behind 
his  ears  and  at  the  nape  of  the  neck— 
and  appropriate  internal  medicines.  I 
then  left  him,  apprehending  the  worst 
consequences :  for  I  had  once  before  a 
similar  case  under  my  care — one  in 
which  a  young  lady  was,  which  I 
strongly  suspected  to  be  the  case  with 

M J  absolutely  frightened  to  death, 

and  went  through  nearly  the  same 
round  of  symptoms  as  those  which 
were  beginning  to  make  their  appear- 
ance in  my  present  patient — a  sudden 
epileptic  seizure,  terminating  in  out- 
rageous madness,  which  destroyed  both 
the  physical  and  intellectual  energies ; 
and  the  young  lady  expired.  I  may 
possibly  here^Ster  prepare  for  publica- 
tion some  of  my  notes  of  her  case, 
which  had  some  very  remarkable  fea- 
tures.f 

*  For  using  thia  word,  and  one  above, 
"stertorous,"  a  weekly  work  accuses  the 
writer  of  Pedamtey  ! 

i  Through  want  of  time  and  room,  I  am 
compelled  to  condense  my  memoranda  of  the 
case  alluded  to  into  a  note.  The  circum- 
stances occurred  in  the  year  1813.    The  Hon. 

Miss was  a  young  woman  about  eighteen 

or  twenty  years  of  age ;  and  being  of  a  highly 
fimciAil  tium,  betook  herself  to  congenial 
literature,  in  the  shape  of  novels  and  ro- 
mances, especiallv  those  which  dealt  with 
* '  imearthlies. "  They  pushed  out  of  her  head 
aU  ideas  of  real  life ;  for  morning,  noon,  and 
night,  beheld  her  bent  over  the  pages  of  some 
absorbing  tale  or  other,  to  the  exclusion  of 
all  other  kinds  of  reading.  The  natural  con- 
sequence of  all  this  was,  that  she  became  one 
of  the  most  fanciful  and  timorous  creatures 
breathing.  She  had  worked  herself  up  to 
such  a  morbid  pitch  of  sensitiveness  and 
apprehension,  that  she  dared  hardly  be  alone 
even  during  the  dav ;  and  as  for  night-time, 
she  had  a  couple  of  candles  always  burning 
in  her  bedroom,  and  her  maid  sleeping  with 
her  on  a  side-bed. 

One  night,  about  twelve  o'clock.  Miss 

and  her  maid  retired  to  bed,  the  former  ab- 
sorbed and  lost  in  the  scenes  of  a  petriiying 
romance  she  had  finished  reading  only  an 
hour  before.  Her  maid  had  occasion  to  go 
down  stairs  again  for  the  purpose  of  fetching 
up  some  curling-papers ;  and  she  had  scarce- 
ly reached  the  lower  landing  on  her  return, 
before  she  heard  a  faint  scream  proceed  from 
her  young  mistress's  chamber.    On  hurrying 

back,  the  servant  beheld  Miss stretched 

senseless  on  the  floor,  with  both  hands  pressed 


The  next  morning,  about  eleven,  saw 

me  again  at  Mr  M 's  chambers, 

where  I  found  three  or  foUr  members 
of  his  family — two  of  them  his  married 
sisters — seated  round  his  sitting-room 

fire,  in  melancholy  silence.    Mr ^ 

the  apothecary,  had  just  left,  but  was 
expected  to  return  every  moment  to 
meet  me  in  consultation.  My  patient 
lay  alone  in  his  bedroom  asleep,  and 
apparentlv  better  than  he  had  been 
since  his  nrst  seizure.  He  had  experi- 
enced only  one  slight  fit  during  the 
night ;  and  though  he  had  been  a  little 
delirious  in  the  earlier  part  of  the 
evening,  he  had  been,  on  the  whole, 
so  calm  and  quiet,  that  his  friends' 
apprehensions  of  insanity  were  begin- 
ning to  subside ;  so  he  was  left,  as  I 
said,  alone ;  for  the  nurse,  just  before  my 
arrival,  had  left  her  seat  by  his  bedside 
for  a  few  moments,  thinking  him  "  iu 
a  comfortable  and  easy  nap, '  and  was 
engaged,  in  a  low  whisper,  conversing 
with  the  members  of  M 's  family, 

upon  her  eyes.  She  instantly  roused  the 
whole  the  family ;  but  their  efibrts  were  \m- 

availing.    Miss was  in  a  fit  of  epilepsy, 

and  medical  assistance  was  called  in.  I  was 
one  of  the  first  that  was  summoned.  For 
two  days  she  lay  in  a  state  closely  resembling 

that  of  Mr  M in  the  text ;  but  in  about 

a  week's  time  she  recovered  consciousness, 
and  was  able  to  converse  calmly  and  connect- 
edly. She  told  me  that  she  had  been/rz^At- 
ened  into  the  fit :  that  a  few  moments  after 
the  maid  bad  left  her,  on  the  night  alluded 
to,  she  sat  down  before  her  dressing-glass, 
which  had  two  candles,  in  branches  from 
each  side  of  it  She  was  hardly  seated,  be- 
fore a  "strange  sensation  seized  her,"  to  use 
her  own  words.  She  felt  cold  and  nervous. 
The  bedroom  was  both  spacious  and  gloomy, 
and  she  did  not  relish  the  idea  of  being  loft 
alone  in  it.  She  rose  and  went  towutis  the 
bed  for  her  nightcap  ;  and  on  pushing  aside 
the  heavy  damask  curtains,  she  heard  a  rust- 
ling noise  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  bed,  as 
if  some  one  had  hastily  leaped  ofif.  She  trem- 
bled, and  her  heart  beat  hard.  She  resumed 
her  seat,  however,  with  returning  self-pos- 
session, on  hearing  the  approaching  footsteps 
of  her  maid.  On  suddenly  directing  her  eyes 
towards  the  glass,  they  met  the  dim  outline 
of  a  figure  standing  close  behind  her  with 
frightml  features,  and  a  pendant  plume  of  a 
faint  fiery  hue  I  The  rest  has  been  told. 
Her  mind,  however,  long  weakened,  and  her 
physical  energies  disordered,  had  received 
too  severe  a  shock  to  recover  from  it  quickly. 

A  day  or  two  after  Miss had  told  me  tlie 

above,  she  sufiered  a  sudden  and  most  un- 
expected relapse.     Oh,  that  merciless  aud 
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who  were  in  the  sitting-room.  Hear- 
ing such  a  report  of  m^  patient,  I  sat 
down  quietly  among  his  relatives,  de- 
termining not  to  disturb  him,  at  least 
till  the  arrival  of  the  apothecary.  Thus 
were  we  engaged,  questioning  the  nurse 
in  an  under  tone,  when  a  loud  laugh 
from  the  bedroom  suddenly  silenced 
our  whisperings,  and  turned  us  all  pale. 
We  started  to  our  feet  with  blank  amaze- 
ment in  each  countenance,  scarcely 
crediting  the  evidence  of  our  senses. 
Could  it  be  M- — ?  It  must,  there 
was  none  else  in  the  room.  What, 
then,  was  he  laughing  about  ? 

While  we  were  standing  silently  gass- 
ing on  one  another,  with  much  agitsr 


fiendish  epilspsy  !— how  it  tossed  about  those 
tender  limbs  I — how  it  distorted  and  con- 
vulsed those  fair  and  handsome  features! 
To  see  the  mild  eye  of  beauty  subjected 
to  the  horrible  upturned  glare  described 
above,  and  the  slender  fingers  black  and 
clenched— the  froth  bubbling  on  the  lips— 
the  grinding  of  the  teeth  I— woiild  it  not 
shock  and  wring  the  heart  of  the  beholder? 
It  did  mine,  accustomed  as  I  am  to  such 
spectacles. 

Insanity  at  length  made  its  appearance, 
and  locked  its  hapless  vi'ctim  in  its  embraces 
for  nearly  a  year.    She  was  removed  to  a 

grivate  asylum,  and  for  tix  weekt  was  chained 
y  a  staple  to  the  wall  of  her  bedroom,  in 
addition  to  enduring  a  strait  waistcoat.  On 
one  occasion  I  saw  her  in  one  of  her  most 
frantic  moods.  She  eurted  and  twore  in  the 
most  diabolical  manner,  and  veiled,  and 
laughed,  and  chattered  her  teeth,  and  spit ! 
The  beautiful  hair  had  been  shaved  off,  and 
was  then  scarce  half  an  inch  long,  so  that  she 
hardly  looked  like  a  female  about  the  head. 
The  eyes,  too,  were  surrounded  bv  dark 
areolce,  and  her  mouth  disfigured  by  her 
swollen  tongue  and  lips,  which  she  had  se- 
verelv  bitten.  She  motioned  me  to  draw 
near  her,  when  she  had  become  a  little  more 
tranquil,  and  I  thoughtlessly  acceded.  When 
•  I  was  within  a  foot  of  her,  she  made  a  sud- 
den and  desperate  plunge  towards  me,  mo- 
tioning with  her  lips  as  though  she  would 
have  torn  me,  like  a  tigress  its  prey !  I  thank 
Ood  that  her  hands  were  handcuifed  behind 
her,  or  I  must  have  suffered  severely.  She 
once  bit  off  the  little  finger  of  one  of  the 
nurses  who  was  feeding  her! 

•  *  «  «  • 

When  she  was  sufficiently  recovered  to  be 

removed  from House,  she  was  taken  to 

the  south  of  France  by  my  directions.  She 
was  in  a  very  shattered  state  of  health,  and 
survived  her  removal  no  more  than  three 
months. 

Who  can  den^  that  this  poor  girl  fell  a  vic- 
tim to  the  pestilent  effects  of  romance  read- 
ing? 


tion,  the  laugh  was  repeated,  but  lon^ 
and  louder  than  before,  accompanied 
with  the  sound  of  footsteps,  now  cross- 
ing the  room — then,  as  if  of  one  jump- 
ing! The  ladies  turned  paler  than 
before,  and  seemed  scarcely  able  to 
stand.  They  sank  again  mto  their 
chairs,  g^pmg  with  terror.  ''  Go  in, 
nurse,  and  see  what's  the  matter,"  said 
I,  standing  by  the  side  of  the  younger 
of  the  ladies,  whom  I  expected  every 
instant  to  fall  into  my  arms  in  a  swoon. 

"Doctor!— go  in?— I— I— I  dare 
not!"  stammered  the  nurse,  pale  as 
ashes,  and  trembling  violently. 

"Do  you  come  here,  then,  and  at- 
tend to  Mrs ,"  said  I,  "  and  I  will 

go  in."  The  nurse  staggered  to  my 
place,  in  a  state  not  far  removed  from 
that  of  the  lady  whom  she  was  called 
to  attend;  for  a  third  laugh — ^long, 
loud,  uproarious — ^had  burst  from  iSe 
room  while  I  was  speaking.  After 
cautioning  the  ladies  and  the  nurse  to 
observe  profound  silence,  and  not  to 
attempt  following  me  till  I  sent  for 
them,  I  stepped  noiselessly  to  the  bed- 
room door,  and  opened  it  slowly  and 
softly  not  to  alarm  him.  All  was 
silent  within ;  but  the  first  object  that 
presented  itself,  when  I  saw  fairly  into 
the  room,  can  never  be  effaced  from 
my  mind  to  the  day  of  my  death. 

Mr  M had  eot  out  of  bed,*  pulled 

off  his  shirt,  and  stepped  to  the  dress- 
ing-table, where  he  stood  stark  naked 
before  the  glass,  with  a  razor  in  his 
right  hJEmd,  with  which  he  had  just 
finished  shaving  off  his  eyebrows; 
and  he  was  eyeing  himself  steadfastly 
in  the  glass,  holding  the  razor  elevated 
above  his  head.  On  seeing  the  door 
open,  and  my  face  peering  at  him,  he 
turned  fiill  towards  me,  (the  grotesque 
aspect  of  his  countenance,  denuded  of 
so  prominent  a  feature  as  the  eye- 

*  Since  this  was  published,  I  have  been 
fihvoured  by  Sir  Henry  Halford  with  the 
sight  of  a  nantitive  of  a  case  remarkably 
similar  to  the  present  one,  but  told,  I  ne&aL 
hardly  say,  with  far  more  graphic  ability.  I 
hope— nay.  I  believe— it  w3l  shortly  be  pub- 
lished by  the  learned  and  accomplished  ba- 
ronet at  ha»— in  the  "  Essays  and  Orations 
read  and  delivered  at  the  Royal  College  of 
Physicians,"  Ac  Ac,  since  published. — Kote 
to  the  Third  Edition.) 
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brows,  and  his  head  completely  shaved, 
and  the  wildfire  of  madness  flashing 
from  his  staring  eyes,  exciting  the 
most  frightful  ideas,^  brandishing  the 
razor  ovei  his  head  with  an  air  of 
triumph,  and  shouting  nearly  at  the 
top  of  his  voice — "  Ah,  ha,  ha ! — What 
do  you  think  of  this  ?  " 

Merciful  Heaven !  may  I  never  be 
placed  again  in  such  perilous  circum- 
stances, nor  have  my  mind  over- 
whelmed with  such  a  gush  of  horror 
as  burst  over  it  at  that  moment !  What 
was  I  to  do  ?  Obeying  a  sudden  im- 
pulse, I  had  entered  the  room,  shut- 
ting the  door  after  me;  and,  should 
any  one  in  the  sitting-room  suddenly 
attempt  to  open  it  again,  or  make  a 
noise  or  disturbance  of  an^  kind,  by 
giving  vent  to  their  emotions,  what 
was  to  become  of  the  madman  or  our- 
selves? He  might,  in  an  instant,  al- 
most sever  his  head  from  his  shoulders, 
or  burst  upon  me  or  his  sisters,  and  do 
us  some  aeadly  mischief!  I  felt  con- 
scious that  the  lives  of  all  of  us  de- 
pended on  my  conduct ;  and  I  devoutly 
thank  God  for  the  measure  of  tolerable 
self-possession  which  was  vouchsafed' 
to  me  at  that  dreadful  moment.  I  con- 
tinued standing  like  a  statue,  motion- 
less and  silent,  endeavouring  to  fix  my 
eye  on  him,  that  I  might  gain  the 
command  of  hit ;  (hat  success&l,  I  had 
some  hopes  of  being  able  to  deal  with 
him.  He,  in  turn,  now  stood  speech- 
less, and  I  thought  he  was  quailing — 
that  I  had  overmastered  him — ^when  I 
was  suddenly  fit  to  faint  with  despair, 
for  at  that  awful  instant  I  heard  the 
door-handle  tried — the  door  pushed 
gently  open — and  saw  the  nurse,  I 
supposed,  or  one  of  the  ladies  peeping 
through  it.  The  maniac  also  heard  it 
— the  spell  was  broken  —  and,  in  a 
frenzy,  he  leaped  several  times  succes- 
sively in  the  air,  brandishing  the  razor 
over  his  head  as  before. 

While  he  was  in  the  midst  of  these 
feats,  I  turned  my  head  hurriedly  to 
the  person  who  nad  so  cruelly  dis- 
obeyed my  orders,  thereby  endanger- 
ing my  life,  and  whispered  in  Tow 
affrighted  accents:  "At  the  peril  of 
your  lives — of  mine — shut  the  door — 
away,  away — hush!    or  we  are  all 


murdered!"  I  was  obeyed  —  the  in- 
truder withdrew,  and  I  heard  a  sound 
as  if  she  had  fallen  to  the  floor,  proba- 
bly in  a  swoon.  Fortunately  the 
madman  was  so  occupied  with  his 
antics,  that  he  did  not  observe  what 
had  passed  at  the  door.  It  was  the 
nurse  who  made  the  attempt  to  dis- 
cover what  was  going  on,  I  afterwards 
learned — but  unsuccessfully,  for  she 
had  seen  nothing.  My  injunctions 
were  obeyed  to  the  letter,  for  they 
maintained  a  profoimd  silence,  un- 
broken but  by  a  fednt  sighing  soimd, 
which  I  should  not  have  heard,  but 
that  my  ears  were  painfully  sensitive 
to  the  slightest  noise.  To  return, 
however,  to  myself,  and  my  feariul 
chamber  companion. 

"  Mighty  talisman ! "  he  exclaimed, 
holding  the  razor  before  him,  and 
gazing  earnestly  at  it,  "how  utterly 
imworthy — how  infamous  the  common 
use  men  put  thee  to ! "  Still  he  con- 
tinued standing  with  his  eyes  fixed 
inteutl^r  upon  the  dead  weapon — I  all 
the  while  uttering  not  a  soimd,  nor 
moving  a  muscle,  but  waiting  for  our 
eyes  to  meet  once  more. 

"Ha!  Doctor  1  how  easily  I 

keep  you  at  bay,  though  little  my  wea- 
pon— thtts"  he  gaily  exclaimed,  at  the 
same  time  assuming  one  of  the  pos- 
tures of  the  broadsword  exercise ;  but 
I  observed  that  he  cautiously  avoided 
meeting  my  eye  <igain.  I  crossed  my 
arms  submissively  on  my  breast,  and 
continued  in  perfect  silence,  endea- 
vouring, but  in  vain,  to  catch  a  glance 
of  his  eye.  I  did  not  wish  to  excite 
any  emotion  in  him,  except  such  as 
might  have  a  tendency  to  calm,  pacify, 
disarm  him.  Seeing  me  stand  thus, 
and  manifesting  no  disposition  to  med- 
dle with  him,  he  raised  his  left  hand 
to  his  fftce,  and  rubbed  his  fingers  ra- 
pidly over  the  site  of  his  shaved  eye- 
brows. He  seemed,  I  thought,  inclined 
to  go  over  them  a  second  time,  when  a 
knock  was  heard  at  the  outer  chamber 
door,  which  I  instantly  recognised  as 

that  of  Mr ^  the  apothecary.    The 

madman  also  heard  it,  and  turned  sud- 
denly pale,  and  moved  awav  from  the 
glass  opposite  which  he  had  been  stoop- 
ing.    "Oh — oh!"  he  groaned,  while 


Jigitized  by 


Google 


148 


DIARY  OF  A  LATE  PHYSICIAN. 


his  features  assumed  an  air  of  the 
blankest  affright,  every  muscle  quiv- 
erine,  and  every  limb  trembling  from 
head  to  foot  —  "  Is  that — is — is  that 

T come  for  me  ?  "    He  let  fall  the 

razor  on  the  floor,  and  clasping  his 
hands  in  an  agony  of  apprenension, 
he  retreated,  crouching  and  cowering 
down  towards  the  more  distant  part  of 
the  room,  where  he  continued  peering 
round  the  bed-post,  his  eyes  straining, 
as  though  they  would  start  from  their 
sockets,  and  fixed  steadfastly  upon  the 
door.  I  heard  him  rustling  the  bed- 
curtain  and  shaking  it ;  but  very  gen- 
tly, as  if  wishing  to  cover  and  conceal 
himself  within  its  folds. 

0  humanitv ! — ^Was  that  poor  being 
— that  pitiable  maniac — was  that  the 
once  gay,  gifted,  brilliant  M ? 

To  return.  My  attention  was  wholly 
occupied  with  one  object,  the  razor  on 
the  noor.  How  I  thanked  God  for  the 
gleam  of  hope  that  all  might  yet  be 
right — that  I  might  succeed  in  obtain- 
ing possession  of  the  deadly  weapon, 
and  putting  it  beyond  his  reach !  JBut 
how  was  I  to  do  all  this?  I  stole  grsr 
dually  towards  the  spot  where  the 
razor  lay,  without  removing  once  my 
eye  from  his,  nor  he  his  from  the 
dreaded  door,  intending,  as  soon  as  I 
should  have  come  pretty  near  it,  to 
make  a  sudden  snatch  at  the  horrid 
implement  of  destruction.  I  did — ^I 
succeeded — ^I  got  it  into  my  posses- 
sion, scarcely  crediting  my  senses.  I 
had  hardly  grasped  my  prize  when  the 
door  opened,  and  Mr ,  the  apothe- 
cary, entered,  sufficiently  startled  and 
bewildered,  as  it  may  be  supposed, 
with  the  strange  aspect  of  things. 

"  Ha — ^ha— ha  I  It's  yott,  is  it — ^it's 
you — you  anatomy! — ^you  plaster! 
How  dare  vou  mock  me  in  this  horrid 
way,  eh  ?  shouted  the  maniac ;  and, 
springing  like  a  lion  from  his  lair,  he 
made  for  the  spot  where  the  confounded 
apothecary  stood,  stupefied  with  terror. 
I  verily  believe  he  would  have  been 
destroyed,  torn  to  pieces,  or  cruelly 
maltreated  in  some  way  or  other,  haa 
I  not  started  and  thrown  myself  be- 
tween the  maniac  and  the  unwitting 
object  of  his  vengeance,  exclaiming 
at  tho  same  time,  as  a  dernier  resort^ 


a  sudden  and  strong  appeal  to  his 

fears— "Remember!— T !  T ! 

X ! " 

"I  do  —  I  do  ! "  stammered  the 
maniac,  stepping  back  perfectly  aghast. 
He  seemed  utterly  i)etrified,  and  sank 
shivering  down  again  into  his  former 
position  at  the  comer  of  the  bed,  moan- 
ing— "Oh me!  wretched  me  1  Away 
— away — away!"    I  then  stepped  to 

Mr ^  who  had  not  moved  an  inch, 

directed  him  to  retire  instantly,  con- 
duct all  the  females  out  of  the  chambers, 
and  return  as  soon  as  possible  with  two 
or  three  of  the  inn-porters,  or  any  other 
able-bodied  men  he  could  procure  on 
the  spur  of  the  moment ;  and  I  con- 
cluded by  slipping  the  razor,  unob- 
servedly  as  I  thought,  into  his  hands, 
and  bidding  him  remove  it  to  a  place  of 
safety.  He  obeyed,  and  I  foimd  myself 
once  more  alone  with  the  madman. 

"  M !  dear  Mr  M !  IVe  got 

something  to  say  to  you — ^I  have  in- 
deed; it's  very,  very  particular."  I 
commenced  approaching  him  slowly, 
and  speaking  the  softest  tones  con- 
ceivable. ^ 

"  But  you've  forgotten  this,  you  fool, 
you ! — you  have !  he  replied  fiercely, 
approaching  the  dressing-table,  and 
suddenly  seizing ano^Aer  rasMr — ^the  fel- 
low of  the  one  I  had  got  hold  of  with  such 
Eains  and  peril — and  which,  alas,  alas ! 
ad  never  once  caught  my  eye!  I 
gave  myself  up  for  lost,  fully  expecting 
that  I  should  be  murdered,  when  I  saw 
the  bloodthirsty  spirit  with  which  he 
clutched  it,  brandished  it  over  his  head, 
and  with  a  smile  of  fiendish  derision, 
shook  it  full  before  me !  I  trembled, 
however,  the  next  moment,  for  him- 
self; for  he  drew  it  rapidly  to  and  fro 
before  his  throat,  as  though  he  would 
give  the  fatal  gash,  but  he  did  not 
touch  the  skin.  He  gnashed  his  teeth 
with  a  kind  of  savage  satisfaction  at 
the  dreadfrd  power  with  which  he  was 
consciously  armed. 

"Oh,  Mr  M !  think  of  your  poor 

mother  and  sisters!"  I  exclaimed  in 
a  sorrowful  tone,  my  voice  faltering 
with  uncontrollable  agitation.  He 
shook  the  razor  again  before  me  with 
an  air  of  defiance,  and  really  "grinned 
horribly  a  ghastly  smile." 
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"Now,  suppose  I  choose  to  punish 
your  perfidy,  you  wretch!  and  do  what 
you  oread,  eh?"  said  he,  holding  the 
razor  as  if  he  were  going  to  cut  his 
throat. 

"  Why,  wouldn't  it  he  nohler  to  for- 
give and  forget,  Mr  M ^?"  I  replied 

with  tolerable  firmness,  and  folding 
my  arms  on  my  breast,  anxious  to  ap- 
pear quite  at  ease. 

"  Too — ^too — ^too,  doctor ! — Too — ^too 
— too — ^too!  Ha!  by  the  way — ^what  do 
YOU  say  to  a  razor  hornpipe — eh? — ^Ha, 
na,  ha!  a  novelty  at  least!"  He 
began  forthwith  to  dance  a  few  steps, 
leaping  frantically  high,  and  uttering 
at  intervals  a  sudden,  shrill  dissonant 
ciy,  resembling  that  used  by  those 
who  dance  the  Highland  "fling"  or 
some  other  species  of  Scottish  dance. 
I  affected  to  admire  his  dancing,  even 
to  ecstasy,  clapping  my  hands  and 
shouting,  "Bravo,  bravo!  Encore!" 
He  seemed  inclined  to  go  over  it  again, 
but  was  too  much  exhausted,  and  sat 
down  panting  on  the  window-seat, 
which  was  close  behind  him. 

"You'll  catch  cold,  MrM ,  sitting 

in  that  draught  of  air,  naked  and  per- 
spiring as  you  are.  Will  you  put  on 
yourclothes?"  said  I,  approaching  him. 

"No ! "  he  replied  sternly,  and  ex- 
tended the  razor  threateningly.  I  fell 
back  of  course,  not  knowing  what  to 
do,  nor  choosing  to  risk  either  his  de- 
struction or  my  own  by  attempting  any 
active  interference;  for  what  was  to  be 
done  with  a  madman  who  had  an  open 
razor  in  his  hand  ?  Mr ,  the  apo- 
thecary, seemed  to  have  been  gone  an 
a^;  and  I  found  even  my  temper  be- 
g^ning  to  fail  me,  for  1  was  tired 
with  his  tricks,  deadly  dangerous  as 
they  were.  My  attention,  however, 
was  soon  riveted  again  on  the  motions 
of  the  maniac.  "  Yes— yes,  decidedly 
80 — ^I'm  too  hot  to  do  it  now — I  am !  *" 
said  he,  wiping  the  perspiration  from 
his  forehead,  and  eyeing  the  razor  in- 
tently. I  must  get  calm  and  cool — 
and  then — then  for  the  sacrifice !  Aha — 
the  sacrifice!  An  offering — expiation — 
even  as  Abraham — ha,  ha,  ha !  But,  by 
the  way,  how  did  Abraham  do  it — ^tiiat 
is,  how  did  he  intend  to  have  done  it? 
Ah,  I  must  ask  my  familiar." 


"  A  sacrifice,  Mr  M ?  Why,  what 

do  you  mean?"  I  inquired,  attempting 
a  laugh — I  say,  aUemptincf — ^for  my 
blood  trickled  chillily  through  my 
veins,  and  my  heart  seemed  frozen. 

"  What  do  I  mean,  eh  ?  Wretch  1 
Dolt!  What  do  I  mean?  Why,  a 
peace-offering  to  my  Maker,  for  a  badl  v- 
spent  life,  to  be  sure!  One  would 
think  you  had  never  heard  of  such  a 
thing  as  religion,  you  savage ! " 

"  I  deny  that  the  sacrifice  would  be 
accepted;  and  for  two  reasons,"  I  re- 
plied, suddenly  recollecting  that  he 
Elumed  himself  on  his  casuistry,  and 
oping  to  engage  him  on  some  new 
crotchet,  which  might  keep  him  in 
play  till  Mr returned  with  assist- 
ance ;  but  I  was  mistaken ! 

"Well,  well,  Doctor !  let  thath^ 

for  the  present — ^I  can't  resolve  doubts 
now — ^no,  no,"  he  replied  solemnly — 
"'tis  a  time  for  action — for  action — 
for  action,"  he  continued,  gradually 
elevating  his  voice,  using  vehement 
gesticulations,  and  rising  from  his 
seat. 

"Yes,  yes,"  said  I  warmly;  "but 
though  jou've  followed  closely  enough 
the  sdvice  of  the  Talmudist,  in  shav- 
ing off  your  eyebrows,  as  a  prepara- 
tory"  

"Aha!  aha! — ^What ! — ^have  ^ouseen 
the  Talmud! — Have  you  really? — 
Well, "he  added,  after  a  doubtful  pause, 
"in  what  do  you  think  I've  failed,  eh?" 

I  need  hardly  say,  that  I  myself 
scarcely  knew  what  led  me  to  utter 
the  nonsense  in  question;  but  I  have 
several  times  found,  in  cases  of  insan- 
ity, that  suddenlv  and  readily  swaply- 
ing  a  motive  for  ilie  ptxtienfe  conduct — 
referring  it  to  a  causCf  of  some  sott  or 
other,  with  steadfast  intrepidity — even 
be  the  said  cause  never  so  preposter- 
ously absurd — has  been  attended  with 
the  happiest  effects,  in  arresting  the 
patient  s  attention — chiming  in  with 
nis  eccentric  fancies,  and  piquing  his 
disturbed  faculties  into  acquiescence  in 
what  he  sees  coolly  taken  for  granted 
as  quite  true — a  thmg  of  course— mere 
matter  of  fact — ^by  the  person  he  is 
addressing.  I  have  several  times  re- 
commended this  little  device  to  those 
who  have  been  intrusted  with  the  cave 
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of  the  insane,  and  have  been  assured 
of  its  success. 

"You  are  very  near  the  mark,  I 
own;  but  it  strikes  me  that  you  have 
shaved  them  off  too  equally,  too  uni- 
formly. You  ought  to  have  left  some 
little  ridges — ^furrows — ^hem,  hem  I — 
to — ^to — ^terminate,  or  resemble  the — 
the  striped  stick  which  Jacob  held  up 
before  the  ewes  I " 

"  Oh — ay — ay  !  Exactly—  true ! 
Strange  oversight!"  he  replied,  as  if 
struck  with  the  truth  of  tne  remark, 
and  yet  puzzled  by  vain  attempts  to 
corroborate  it  by  his  own  recollections ; 
"i — I  recollect  it  now — ^but  it  isn't  too 
late  yet — ^is  it?" 

"I  think  not,"  I  replied,  with  appa- 
rent hesitation,  hardly  crediting  the 
success  of  my  strange  stratagem.  '  *  To 
be  sure,  it  will  require  very  great 
delicacy;  but  as  you've  not  shaved 
them  off  very  closely,  I  think  I  can 
manage  it,"  I  continued  doubtfully. 

"Oh, oh,  oh! "growled  the  maniac, 
while  his  eyes  flashed  fire  at  me. 
"There's  one  sitting  by  me  that  tells 
me  you  are  dealing  falsely  with  me 
— oh,  lying  villain!  oh,  perfidious 
wretch!"  At  that  moment  the  door 
opened  gently  behind  me,  and  the 
voice  of  Mr ,  the  apothecary,  whis- 
pered in  a  low  hurried  tone,  "  Doctor, 
I've  got  three  of  the  inn-porters  here, 
in  the  sitting-room."  Though  the  whis- 
per was  almost  inaudible  even  to  me, 
when  uttered  close  to  my  ear,  to  my 

utter    amazement  M had  heard 

every  syllable  of  it,  and  understood  it 
too,  as  if  some  officious  minion  of  Satan 
himself  had  quickened  his  ears,  or  con- 
veyed the  intelligence  to  him. 

"Ah,  ha,  ha!— Ha,  ha,  ha !— fools ! 
knaves,  harpies! — and  what  are  you 
and  your  hired  desperadoes  to  mef 
Thus — ^thus  do  I  outwit  you — ^thus ! " 
and,  springing  from  his  seat,  he  sud- 
denly drew  up  the  lower  part  of  the 
window-frame,  and  looked  through  it 
— then  at  the  razor — and  again  at  me, 
■with  one  of  the  most  awful  glances — 
full  of  dark  diabolical  meaning,  the  mo- 
mentary suggestion,  surely,of  the  great 
Tempter — that  I  ever  encountered  in 
my  life. 

"  Which  !  —which  1  —which !  "    he 


muttered  fiercely  through  his  closed 
teeth,  while  his  right  foot  rested  on  the 
window-seat,  ready  for  him  to  spring 
out,  and  his  eye  travelled,  as  before, 
rapidly  fix>m  the  razor  to  the  window. 
Can  anything  be  conceived  more  palsy- 
ing to  the  beholders  ?  "  Why  did  not 
you  and  your  strong  reinforcement 
spring  at  once  upon  him  and  over- 
power him?"  possiblv  some  one  is 
asking.  What  I  and  ne  armed  with 
a  ndlSd  razor  f  His  head  might  have 
been  severed  from  his  shoulders  before 
we  could  have  overmastered  him — or 
we  might  ourselves — at  least  one  of 
us — ^have  been  murdered,  or  cruelly 
maimed  in  the  attempt.     We  knew 

not  tohat  to  do!      M suddenly 

withdrew  his  head  from  the  window 
through  which  he  had  been  gazing, 
with  a  shuddering,  horror-stricken 
emotion,    and   groaned — "No!    no! 

no !  I  won't — can't — for  there's  T 

standing  just  beneath,  his  face  all 
blazing,  and  waiting  with  outspread 
arms  to  catch  me,"  standing  at  the 
same  time,  shading  his  eyes  with  his 
left  hand — ^when  I  whispered — "Now, 
now !  go  up  to  him — secure  him — all 
three  spring  on  him  at  once,  and  dis- 
arm him!"  They  obeyed  me,  and 
were  in  the  act  of  rushing  into  the 

room,  when  M suddenly  planted 

himself  into  a  posture  of  defiance, 
elevated  the  razor  to  his  throat,  and 
almost  Acwkei— "One  step — one  step 
nearer — and  I — I — ^I — so ! "  motioning 
as  though  he  would  draw  it  from  one 
ear  to  the  other.  We  all  fell  back, 
horror-struck,  and  in  silence.  What 
could  we  do  ?  If  we  moved  towards 
him,  or  made  use  of  any  threaten- 
ing gestures,  we  should  see  the  floor 
in  an  instant  deluged  with  his  blood. 
I  once  more  crossed  my  arms  on  my 
breast,  with  an  air  of  mute  submis- 
sion. 

"  Ha,  ha ! "  he  exclaimed  after  apause, 
evidently  pleased  with  such  a  demon- 
stration of  his  power,  "  obedient,  how- 
ever!— ^well — ^that's  one  merit!  But 
still,  what  a  set  of  cowards — ^bullies — 
you  must  all  be ! — ^What ! — ^all  four  of 
you  a&aid  of  one  man  ?  "  In  the  course 
of  his  frantic  gesticulations,  he  had 
drawn  the  razor  so  close  to  his  neck, 
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that  its  edge  had  slightly  grazed  the 
skin  tinder  his  left  ear,  and  a  little 
hlood  trickled  from  it  OTor  his  shoul- 
ders and  hreast. 

"  Blood  l^bloodf  What  a  strange 
feeling!  How  coldly  it  fell  on  my 
hreast!— How  did  I  do  it?— Shall-l 
— go — on,  as  I  have  made  a  hegin- 
ning?"  he  exclaimed,  drawling  the 
woras  at  great  length.  He  shuddered, 
and — to  my  unutterahle  joy  and  as- 
tonishment— deliberately  closed  the 
razor,  replaced  it  in  its  case,  put  both 
in  the  drawer;  and  having  done  all 
this,  before  we  ventured  to  approach 
him,  he  fell  at  his  full  length  on  the 
floor,  and  began  to  yell  in  a  manner 
that  was  perfectly  frightful ;  but,  in  a 
few  moments,  he  burst  into  tears,  and 
cried  and  sobbed  like  a  child.  "We 
took  him  up  in  our  arms,  he  groaning, 
"  Oh  !  shorn  of  my  strength  I — shorn ! 
shorn  like  Samson !  Why  part  with 
my  weapon?  The  Philistines  be  upon 
me ! " — and  laid  him  down  on  the  bed, 
where,  after  a  few  moments,  he  fell 
asleep.  When  he  woke  again,  a  strait 
waistcoat  put  all  his  tremendous  strag- 
glings at  defiance,  though  his  strength 
seemed  increased  in  a  tenfold  degree, 
and  prevented  his  attempting  either 
his  own  life  or  that  of  any  one  near 
him.  When  he  found  all  his  writh- 
ings  and  heavings  utterly  useless,  he 
gnashed  his  teeth,  the  foam  issued 
from  his  mouth,  and  he  shouted,  "  I'll 
he  even  with  you,  you  incarnate  devils ! 
I  will! — I'll  suffocate  myself!"  and 
he  held  his  breath  till  he  grew  black 
in  the  face,  when  he  gave  over  the 
attempt.  It  was  found  necessary  to 
have  him  strapped  down  to  the  bed ; 
and  his  howlings  were  so  shocking 
and  loud,  that  we  began  to  think  of 
removing  him,  even  in  that  dreadful 
condition,  to  a  madhouse.  I  ordered 
his  head  to  be  shaved  again,  and  kept 
perpetually  covered  with  cloths  soaked 
m  evaporating  lotions ;  blisters  to  be 
applied  behind  each  ear,  and  at  the 
nape  of  the  neck  ;  leeches  to  the  tem- 

*  I  ought  to  have  mentioned,  a  little  way 
'back,  that,  in  obedience  to  my  hurried  in- 
junctions, the  ladies  suffered  themselves, 
almost  fainting  with  fHght^  to  be  conducted 
silently  into  the  adjoining  chambers — and 


pies;  and  the  appropriate  internal 
medicines  in  such  cases ;  and  left  him, 
hegging  I  might  be  sent  for  instantly 
in  the  event  of  his  getting  worse.* 
Oh !  I  shall  never  forget  this  harrow- 
ing scene !  My  feelings  were  wound 
up  almost  to  bursting;  nor  did  they 
recover  their  proper  tone  for  many  a 
week.  I  cannot  conceive  that  the  peo- 
ple whom  the  New  Testament  speaks 
of  as  being  "possessed  of  devils," 
could  have  been  more  dreadful  in  ap- 
pearance, or  more  outrageous  in  their 

actions,  than  was  M ;  nor  can  I 

help  suggesting  the  thought,  that,  pos- 
sibly, they  were  in  reality  nothing 
more  than  the  maniacs  of  the  worst 
kind.  And  is  not  a  man  transformed 
into  a  devil,  when  his  reason  is  utterly 
overturned  ? 

On  seeing  M the  next  morning, 

I  found  he  had  passed  a  terrible  night 
—  that  the  constraint  of  the  strait 
waistcoat  filled  him  incessantly  with 
a  fury  that  was  absolutely  diabolical. 
His  tongue  was  dreadfully  lacerated ; 
and  the  whites  of  his  eyes,  with  per- 
petual straining,  were  discoloured  with 
a  reddish  hue,  like  ferrets'  eyes.  He 
was  truly  a  piteous  spectacle !  One's 
heart  ached  to  look  at  him,  and  think 
for  a  moment  of  the  fearful  contrast 

he  formed  to  the  gay  M he  was 

only  a  few  days  before,  the  delight  of 
refined  society,  and  the  idol  of  all  his 
friends !  He  lay  in  a  most  precarious 
state  for  a  fortnight ;  and  though  the 
fits  of  outrageous  madness  had  ceased, 
or  become  much  mitigated,  and  inter- 
rupted not  unfrequently  with  "lucid 
intervals,"  as  the  phrase  is,  I  began 
to  be  apprehensive  of  his  sinking  even- 
tually into  that  hopeless,  deplorable 
condition,  idiocy.  During  one  of  his 
intervals  of  sanity,  when  the  savage 
fiend  relaxed  for  a  moment  the  hold 
he  had  taken  of  the  victim's  facul- 
ties, M said  something  according 

with  a  fact  which  it  was  impossible 
for  him  to  have  any  knowledge  of  by 
the  senses,  which  was  to  me  singular 

it  was  well  they  did.  Snpx>08e  they  had 
uttered  any  sudden  shriek,  or  attempted 
to  interfere,  or  made  a  disturbance  of  any 
kind  —  what  would  have  become  of  us 
all? 
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and  inexplicable.*  It  was  about  nine 
o'clock  in  the  morning  of  the  third 
day,  after  that  on  which  the  scene 

above  described  took  place,  that  M , 

who  was  lying  in  a  state  of  the  utmost 
lassitude  and  exhaustion,  scarcely  able 
to  open  his  eyes,  turned  his  head 
slowly  towards  Mr ,  the  apothe- 
cary, who  was  sitting  by  his  bedside, 
and  whispering  to  him — "They  are 

f)reparing  to  bury  that  wretched  fel- 
ow  next  door — hush !  hush ! — one  of 
the  coffin  trestles  has  fallen — ^hush ! " 

Mr and  the  nurse,  who  had  heard 

him,  both  strained  their  ears  to  listen, 
but  could  hear  not  even  a  mouse  stir- 
ring.— "  There's  somebody  come  in — 
a  lady,  kissing  his  lips  before  he's 
screwed  down-— Oh !  I  nope  she  won't 
be  scorch'd — that's  alll'^  He  then 
turned  away  his  head,  with  no  appear- 
ance of  emotion,  and  presently  fell 
asleep.    Through  mere  curiosity,  Mr 

looked  at  his  watch,  and  from 

subsequent  inquiry  ascertained  that, 
sure  enough,  about  the  time  when  his 
patient  had  spoken,  they  Toere  about 
burying  his  neighbour;  that  one  of 
the  trestles  did  slip  a  little  aside,  and 
the  coffin,  in  consequence,  was  near  fall- 
ing ;  and  finally,  marvellous  to  tell,  that 
a  lad^,  one  of  the  deceased's  relatives, 
I  believe,  did  come  and  kiss  the  corpse, 
and  cry  bitterly  over  it  1    Neither  Mr 

nor  the  nurse  heard  any  noise 

whatever  during  the  time  of  the  burial 
preparations  next  door,  for  the  people 
nad  been  earnestly  requested  to  be  as 
quiet  about  them  as  possible,  and  really 
made  no  disturbance  whatever.  By 
what  strange  means  he  had  acquired 
his  information — whether  or  not  he 
was  indebted  for  some  portion  of  it  to 
the  exquisite  delicacy,  tne  morbid  sen- 
sitiveness of  the  organs  of  hearing,  I 
cannot  conjecture ;  but  how  are  we  to 
account  for  the  latter  part  of  what  he 
uttered  about  the  lady's  kissing  the 
corpse,  &c.  ? — On  another  occasion, 

*  This  incident  has  been  selected,  by  the 
conductor  of  a  quarterly  religious  journal, 
called  "  The  Morning  Wat<^"  as  a  striking 
instance  of  supernatural  agency,  and  tending 
to  confirm  certain  notions  which  have  lately 
occasioned  not  a  little  astonishment  and  con- 
fusion in  the  world. 


during  one  of  his  most  placid  moods, 
but  not  in  any  lucid  interval,  he  in- 
sisted on  my  taking  pen,  ink,  and 
paper,  and  turning- amanuensis.  To 
qmet  him,  I  acquiesced,  and  wrote 
what  he  dictated ;  and  the  manuscript 
now  lies  before  me,  and  is,  verbatim  ft 
literatim^  as  follows : — 

"  I,  T M ,  saw — ^what  saw 

I?  A  solemn  silver  ^ove  —  there 
were  innumerable  spirits  +  sleeping 
among  the  branches — (and  it  is  this, 
though  unobserved  of  naturalists,  that 
makes  the  aspen-tree's  leaves  to  quiver 
so  much — ^it  is  this,  I  say,  namely,  the 
rustling  movements  of  the  spirits) — 
and  in  the  niidst  of  this  grove  was  a 
beautiful  site  for  a  statue,  and  one 
there  assuredly  was — ^but  wJiat  a  sta- 
tue! Transparent,  of  a  stupendous  size, 
through  wnich — ^the  sky  was  cloudy 
and  troubled — a  ship  was  seen  sinking 
at  sea,  and  the  crew  at  cards :  but  the 
good  spirit  of  the  storm  saved  them, 
for  he  showed  them  the  key  of  the  uni- 
verse: and  a  shoal  of  sharks,  with 
murderous  eyes,  were  disappointed  of 
a  meal.  Lo,  man,  behold! — ^another 
part  of  this  statue — what  a  one !— has 
a  FISSURE  in  it :  it  opens — widens  into 
a  parlour,  in  darkness ;  and  now  shaJl 
be  disclosed  the  horror  of  horrors;  for 
lo  !  some  one  sitting  —  easy-chair — 
fiery  face — ^fiend — ^fiend— 0  God!  0 
God!  save  me!"  cried  he.  He  ceased 
speaking,  with  a  shudder ;  nor  did  he 
resume  the  dictation,  for  he  seemed  in 
a  moment  to  have  forgotten  that  he 
had  dictated  at  all.  I  preserved  the 
paper ;  and,  gibberish  though  it  is,  I 
consider  it  both  curious  and  highly 
characteristic  throughout.  Judging 
from  the  latter  part  of  it,  where  he 
speaks  of  a  ''  d(xrk  parlour,  with  some 
jtery-facedfiend  sitting  in  an  easy-diair^^* 
and  couplmg  this  with  various  similar 
expressions  and  allusions  which  he 
luade  during  his  ravings,  I  felt  con- 
vinced that  his  fancy  was  occupied  with 
some  one  individual  image  of  horror, 
which  had  scared  him  into  madness, 
and  now  clung  to  his  disordered  facul- 
ties like  a  fiend.  He  often  talked 
about  "  spectres,"  "  spectral ;  "    and 

t  The  words  in  Italics  were  at  the  instance 
ofM 
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uttered  incessantly  the  words  "  spec- 
tre-smitten." The  nurse  once  asked 
him  what  he  meant  by  these  -words. 
He  started — grew  disturbed — ^his  eye 
gianced  with  affright — and  he  shook 
his  head,  exclaiming,  "Horror!"  A 
few  days  afterwards,  he  hired  an  ama- 
nuensis, who,  of  course,  was  duly  ap- 
Srised  of  the  sort  of  person  he  had  to 
eal  with ;  and,  after  a  painfully  ludi- 
crous scene,  M attempting  to  beat 

down  the  man's  terms  from  a  guinea 
and  a  half  a-week,  to  half-arcrown^  he 
engaged  him  for  three  auineas,  he  said, 
and  msisted  on  his  taking  up  his  sta- 
tion at  the  side  of  the  bed,  in  order 
that  he  might   minute  down  every 

word  that  was  uttered.    M told 

him  he  was  going  to  dictate  a  romance! 

It  would  have  required,  in  truth,  the 

"  pen  of  a  ready  writer  "  to  keep  pace 

with  poor  M *s  utterance;  for  he 

raved  on  at  a  prodigious  rate,  in  a 
strain,  it  need  hardly  be  said,  of  un- 
connected absurdities.  Beally,  it  was 
inconceivable  nonsense ;  rhapsodical 
rantings  in  the  Maturin  style,  full  of 
vaults,  sepulchres,  spectres,  devils, 
magic ;  with  here  and  there  a  thought 
of  real  poetry.  It  was  piteous  to  per- 
use it !  His  amanuensis  found  it  im- 
possible to  keep  up  with  him,  and 
therefore  profited  by  a  hint  from  one 
of  us,  and,  instead  of  writing,  merely 
moved  his  pen  rapidly  over  the  paper, 
scrawling  all  sorts  of  ragged  lines  and 

figures  to  resemble  writing!    M 

never  asked  him  to  read  it  over,  nor 
requested  to  see  it  himself;  but,  after 
about  fifty  pages  were  done,  dictated 
a  title-page — ^pitched  on  publishers — 
settled  the  price  and  number  of  volumes 
—fowrl — and  then  exclaimed — "Well! 
— ^thank  God— <to'»  off  my  mind  at 
last ! "  He  never  mentioned  it  after- 
wards; and  his  brother  committed  the 
vihdU  to  the  flames  about  a  week  after. 

M had  not,  however,  yet  done 

with  his  amanuensis,  but  put  his  ser- 
vices in  requisition  in  quite  another 
capacity — that  of  reader.  Milton  was 
the  book  he  selected;  and,  actually, 
they  went  through  very  nearly  nine 

books,  M perpetually  interrupting 

him  with  comments,  sometimes  saying 
surpassingly  absurd,  and  occasionally 


very  fine,  forcible  things.  All  this 
formed  a  truly  touching  illustration  of 
that  beautiful,  often-quoted  sentiment 
of  Horace — 

Quo   seniel,   est   imbuta   recens,    servabit 

odorem 
Testa  diu.         .Kptrt.,  lib.  L  Ep.  2— «9,  70. 

As  there  was  no  prospect  of  his 
speedily  recovering  the  use  of  his  rea- 
soning faculties,  he  was  removed  to  a 
private  asylum,  where  I  attended  him 
regularly  for  more  than  six  months. 
He  was  reduced  to  a  state  of  drivelling 
idiocv — complete  fatuity!  Lament- 
able f  heart-rending  I  Oh !  how  de- 
plorable to  see  a  man  of  superior  in- 
tellect— one  whose  services  are  really 
wanted  in  society — the  prey  of  maa- 
ness! 

Dr  Johnson  was  well  known  to  ex- 
press a  peculiar  horror  of  insanity. 
"  0  God  !^'  said  he,  "  afflict  my  body 
with  what  tortures  thou  wiliest ;  but 

rre  my  reason  V*  Where  is  he  that 
s  not  join  him  in  uttering  such  a 
prayer  ? 

It  would  be  beside  my  purpose  here 
to  enter  into  abstract  speculations,  or 
purely  professional  details,  concerning 
msanity;  but  one  or  two  brief  and 
simple  remarks,  the  fruits  of  much 
experience  and  consideration,  may 
perhaps  be  pardoned  me. 

It  IS  still  a  vexaJta  qu€B8Uo  in  our 
profession,  whether  persons  of  strong 
or  weak  minds — whether  the  ignorant 
or  the  highly  cultivated — are  most 
frequently  the  subjects  of  insanity. 
If  we  are  disposed  to  listen  to  a  gene- 
rally shrewd  and  intelligent  writer 
(Dr  Monro,  in  his  "  Philosophy  of  Hu- 
man Nature"),  we  are  to  understand 
that  "children,  and  people  of  weak 
minds,  are  never  subject  to  madness; 
for,"  adds  the  doctor,  "  how  can  he 
despair  who  cannot  think  ?  "  Though 
the  logic  here  is  somewhat  loose  and 
leaky,  I  am  disposed  to  agree  with  the 
doctor  in  the  main ;  and  I  ground  my 
acquiescence — 

First,  On  the  truth  of  Locke's  dis- 
tinction, laid  down  in  his  great  work 
(Book  ii.,  c.  ii.,  §§  12  and  13\  where 
he  mentions  the  difference  "  between 
idiots  and  madmen,"  and  thus  states 
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the  sum  of  his  observations ; — "  In 
short,  herein  seems  to  lie  the  difference 
between  idiots  and  madmen,  that  mad- 
men put  wrong  ideas  together,  and  do 
make  wrong  propositions,  but  ar^e 
and  reason  right  from  them ;  but  idiots 
make  very  few  or  no  propositions,  and 
reason  scarce  at  all." 

Secondly,  On  the  corroboration  af- 
forded to  it  by  my  own  experience.    I 
have  generally  found  that  those  per- 
sons who  are  most  distinguished  for 
their  powers  of  thought  and  reasoning 
when  of  sound  mind,  continue  to  ex- 
ercise that  power,  but  incorrectly,  and 
be  distinguished  by  their  exercise  of 
that  power  when  of  unsound  mind^ — 
their  understanding  retaining,   even 
after  such  a  shock  and  revolution  of 
its  faculties,  the  bent  and  bias  im- 
pressed upon  it  beforehand  ;    and  I 
have  found,  further,  that  it  has  been 
chiefly  those  of  such  character — i.  e. 
thinkers — that  have  fallen  into  mad- 
ness ;   and  that  it  is  the  perpetual 
straining  and  taxing  of  their  strong 
intellects  at  the  expense  of  their  bo- 
dies, that  has  brought  them  into  such 
a  calamity.     Suppose,  therefore,  we 
say,  in  short,  that  Tnadness  is  the  fate 
of  strong  minds,  or,  at  least,  minds 
many  degrees  removed  from  weak ; 
and  idiocy  of  weak,  imbecile  minds. 
This  supposition,  however,  involves  a 
sorry  sort  of  compliment  to  the  fair 
sex;  for  it  is  notorious  that  the  annual 
majority  of  those  received  into  lunatic 
asylums  a,re  females. 

I  have  found  imaginative,  fanciful 
people,  the  most  liable  to  attacks  of 
insanity ;  and  have  had  under  my  care 
four  such  instances,  or,  at  least,  very 
nearly  resembling  the  one  I  am  now 
relating,  in  which  insanity  has  ensued 
from  sudden  fright.  And  it  is  easily 
accounted  for.  The  imagination — the 
predominant  faculty — is  immediately 
appealed  to  ;  and,  eminently  lively 
and  tenacious  of  impressions,  exerts 
its  superior  and  more  practised  powers, 
at  the  expense  of  the  judgment,  or 
reason,  which  it  tramples  upon  and 
crushes.  There  is  then  nothing  left 
in  the  mind  that  may  make  head 
against  this  unnatural  dominancy ; 
and  the  result  is  generally  not  unlike 


that  in  the  present  instance.  As  for 
my  general  system  of  treatment,  it 
may  all  be  comprised  in  a  word  or 
two — ^acquiescence;  submission;  sug- 
gestion ;  soothing.*    Had  I  pursued  a 

different  plan  with  M ,  what  might 

have  been  the  disastrous  issue ! 

To  return,  however :  The  reader  may 
possibly  recollect  seeing  something  like 
the  following  expression,  occurring  in 
"The  Broken  Heart," f— ".A  candle 
flickering  and  expiring  in  its  socket, 
which  suddenly  snoots  up  into  an  in- 
stantaneous   brilliance,    and  then  is 
utterly  extinguished."  I  have  referred 
to  it,  merely  because  it  affords  a  very 
apt  illustration — apter  than  any  that 
now  suggests  itself  to  me,  of  what  some- 
times tfitkes  place  in  madness.    The 
roarinff  flame  of  insanity  sinks  into 
the  sullen  smouldering  embers  of  com- 
plete fatuity,  and  remains  so  for  months ; 
when,  like  that  of  the  candle  just  al- 
luded to,  it  will  instantaneously  gather 
up  and  concentrate  its  expiring  ener- 
gies into  one  terrific  blaze,  one  final 
paroxysm  of  outrageous  mania ;  and, 
lo  !  it  has  consimied  itself  utterly-— 
burnt  itself  out — and  the  patient  is 
unexpectedly  restored  to  reason.    The 
experience  of  my  medical  readers,  if 
it  have  lain  at  all  in  the  track  of  in- 
sanity, must  have  presented  such  cases 
to  their  notice  not  unfrequently.   How- 
ever metaphysical  ingenuity  may  set 
us  speculating  about  "the  why  and 
wherefore  "  of  it,  the  fact  is  undeni- 
able.   It  was  thus  with  Mr  M . 

He  had  sunk  into  the  deplorable  con- 
dition of  a  simple,  harmless,  melan- 
choly idiot,  and  was  released  from 
formal  constraint ;  but  suddenly,  one 
morning  while  at  breakfast,  he  sprang 
upon  the  person  who  always  attended 
him,  and  had  not  the  man  bee'n  very 
muscular,  and  practised  in  such  mat- 
ters, he  must  have  been  soon  over- 
powered, and  perhaps  murdered.  A 
long  and  deadly  wrestle  took  place  be- 
tween them.  Thrice  they  threw  each 
other ;  and  the  keeper  saw  that  the  mad  • 
man  several  times  cast  a  longing  eye 
towards  a  knife  which  lay  on  the  break 

Intriguing  and  Madness," 


•See  the  case,  ' 
supra,  p.  42. 
t  Supra,  p.  68. 
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fast  table,  and  endeayoured  to  sway 
his  antagonist  so  as  to  get  himself 
within  its  reach.  Both  were  getting 
exhausted  with  the  prolonged  strug- 
gle ;  and  the  keeper,  really  afraid  for 
his  life,  determined  to  settle  matters 
as  soon  as  possible.  The  instant, 
therefore,  that  he  could  g^t  his  right 

arm  disengaged,  he  hit  poor  M a 

dreadful  blow  on  the  side  of  the  head, 
which  felled  him,  and  he  lay  senseless 
on  the  floor,  the  blood  pouring  fast 
from  his  ears,  nose,  and  mouth.  He 
was  again  confined  in  a  strait  waist- 
coat, and  conyeyed  to  bed,  when,  what 
with  exhaustion,  and  the  effect  of  the 
medicines  which  had  been  adminis- 
tered, he  fell  into  profound  sleep, 
which  continued  all  day,  and,  with 
little  intermission,  through  the  night. 
When  he  awoke  in  the  morning,  loT  he 
was  "  in  his  right  mind ! "  His  calm 
tranquillised  features,  and  the  sobered 
expression  of  his  eyes,  showed  that 
the  sun  of  reason  had  really  once  more 
dawned  upon  his  long-benighted  facul- 
ties.   Ay,  he  was 

himself  again. 

I  heard  of  the  good  news  before  I  saw 
him;  and,  on  hastening  to  his  room, 
found  it  was  indeed  so;  his  altered 
appearance,  at  first  sight,  amply  cor- 
roborated it!  How  different  the  mild 
sad  smile  now  beaming  on  his  pallid 
features,  from  the  yacant  stare,  the 
unmeaning  laugh  of  idiocy,  or  the 
fiendish  glare  of  madness !  The  con- 
trast was  strong  as  that  between  the 
soft,  stealing,  expansiye  twilight,  and 
the  burning  blaze  of  noonday.  He 
spoke  in  a  very  feeble,  almost  inarti- 
culate voice — complained  of  dreadful 
exhaustion — ^whispered  something  in- 
distinctly about  "  waking  from  a  long 
and  dreary  dream;"  and  said  that  he 
felt,  as  it  were,  only  half  awake,  or 
alive.  All  was  new,  strange,  start- 
ling !  Fearful  of  taxing  too  much  his 
new-bom  powers,  I  feigned  an  excuse, 
and  took  my  leave — recommended  him 
cooling  and  quieting  medicines,  and 
perfect  seclusion  from  visitors.  How 
exhilarated  I  felt  my  own  spirits  all 
that  day ! 

He  gradually,  very  gradually,  but 
surely,  recovered.    One  of  the  earliest 


indications  of  his  reviving  interest  in 
life, 

And  all  its  Ymey,  thronging  scenes^ 
was  an  abrupt  inquiry  whether  Trinity 
term  had  commenced,  and  whether  or 
not  he  was  now  eligible  to  be  called 
to  the  bar.  He  was  utterly  uncon- 
scious that  ikree  terms  had  flitted  over 
him,  while  he  lay  in  the  gloomy  wil- 
derness of  insanity ;  and  when  I  satis- 
fied him  of  this  fact,  he  alluded,  with 
a  sigh,  to  the  beautiful  thought  of  one 
of  our  old  dramatists,  who,  illustrat- 
ing the  unconscious  lapse  of  years 
over  "  Endymion,"  makes  one  tell 
him — 

And  behold,  the  twig  to  which  thou  laid- 
est  thy  head,  is  now  become  a  tree  !  * 

It  was  not  till  several  days  after  his 
restoration  to  reason  that  I  ventured 
to  enter  into  anything  like  detailed 

*  Sndymion,  by  John  Lilly.  The  context 
is  so  very  beautiful  that  I  am  tempted 
to  quote  it : — 

Cynthia.  Endymion !  Speak,  sweet  £n- 
dymion  I    Knowest  thou  not  Cynthia? 

Bndymion.  Oh,  Heaven !  what  do  T  be- 
hold?   Pair  Cynthia?    Divine  Cynthia? 

Cjfnthia.  I  am  Cynthia,  and  thou  En- 
dymion. 

Endymion.  Endymion  I  What  do  I  hear  ? 
What  I  a  grey  beard,  hollow  eyes,  withered 
body,  and  decayed  limbs— and  all  in  one 
night? 

Eummidet.  One  night!  Thou  hast  slept 
here  forty  years,  by  what  enchantress,  as 
yet  it  is  not  known;  and  behold,  the  twig 
to  which  thou  laidest  thy  head,  is  now  be- 
come a  tree  I  Cidlest  thou  not  Eumenides  to 
remembrance  ? 

Endymion.  Thy  name  I  do  remember  by 
the  sound,  but  thy  fiivour  I  do  not  yet  call 
to  mind :  only  divine  Cynthia,  to  whom  time, 
fortime,  death,  and  destiny  are  subject,  I  see 
and  remember :  and,  in  all  humility,  I  regard 
and  reverence. 

Cynthia.  You  shall  have  good  cause  to 
remember  Eumenides,  who  hath,  for  thy 
safety,  forsaken  his  own  solace. 

Endymion.  Am  I  that  Endymion  who  was 
wont  in  court  to  lead  my  life,  and  in  justs, 
tourneys,  and  arms,  to  exercise  my  youth  ? 
Am  I  that  Endymion  ?  • 

Eumenides.  Thou  art  that  Endymion,  and 
I  Eumenides !  Wilt  thou  not  yet  call  me  to 
remembrance  ? 

Endymion.  Ah,  sweet  Eumenides  I  I  now 
perceive  thou  art  he,  and  that  myself  have 
the  name  of  Endymion ;  but  that  this  should 
be  my  body,  1  doubt;  for  how  could  my 
curled  locks  be  turned  t.o  grey  hair,  and 
my  strong  body  to  a  dying  weakness — 
having  waxed  old  not  knowing  it? — Act  5tli, 
Scene  I. 
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conversation  with  him,  or  to  make 
particular  allusions  to  his  late  illness ; 
and  on  this  occasion  it  was  that  he 
related  to  me  his  rencontre  with  the 
fearful  object  which  had  overturned 
his  reason;  adding,  with  intense  emo- 
tion, that  not  ten  thousand  a- year 
should  induce  him  to  live  in  the  same 
chambers  any  more. 

During  the  course  of  his  progress 
towards  complete  recovery,  memory 
shot  its  strengthening  ra^s  farther 
and  farther  back  into  the  mspissated 
^loom  in  which  the  lon^  interval  of 
msanity  had  shrouded  his  mind;  but 
it  was  too  dense,  too  "  palpable  an 
obscure,"  to  be  ever  completely  and 
thoroughly  illimiinated.  The  rays  of 
recoUection,  however,  settled  distinctly 
on  some  of  the  more  prominent  points ; 
and  I  was  several  times  astonisned  bv 
his  sudden  reference  to  things  which 
he  had  said  and  done  during  the  "  very 
depth  and  quagmire  of  his  disorder."* 
He  asked  me  once,  for  instance, 
whether  he  had  not  made  an  attempt 
on  his  life,  and  with  a  razor,  and  how 
it  was  that  he  did  not  succeed.  He 
had  no  recollection,  however,  of  the 
long  and  deadly  struggle  with  his 
keeper — at  least  he  never  made  the 
sUgntest  allusion  to  it,  nor,  of  course, 
did  any  one  else. 

"  I  don't  much  mind  talking  these 
horrid  things  over  with  you,  doctor, 
for  you  know  all  the  ins  and  outs  of 
the  whole  affair;  but  if  any  of  my 
friends  or  relatives  presume  to  torture 
me  with  any  allusions  or  inquiries  of 
this  sort— I'll  fight  them!  they'll 
drive  me  mad  again!"  The  reader 
may  suppose  the  hint  was  not  disre- 
garded. All  recovered  maniacs  have 
a  dread — an  absolute  horror — of  any 
reference  bein^  made  to  their  mad- 
ness, or  anything  they  have  said  or 
done  during  the  course  of  it;  and  is  it 
not  easily  accounted  for? 

"  Did  the  horrible  spectre  which  oc- 
casioned your  illness  in  the  first  in- 
stance, ever  present  itself  to  you  after- 
wards ?  "  I  once  inquired.  He  paused 
and  turned  pale.  Presently  he  replied, 
with  consiaerable  agitation  —  "  Yes, 

*  Sir  Thomas  Browne. 


yes — ^it  scarcely  ever  left  me.  It  has 
not  always  preserved  its  spectral  con- 
sistency, but  has  entered  into  the  most 
astounding,  the  most  preposterous 
combinations  conceivable,  with  other 
objects  and  scenes — all  of  them,  how- 
ever, more  or  less,  of  a  distressing  or 
fearAil  character — ^many  of  them  ter- 
rific ! "  I  begged  him,  if  it  were  not 
unpleasant  to  him,  to  give  me  a  speci- 
men of  them. 

"  It  is  certainly  far  from  gratifying 
to  trace  scenes  of  such  shame  and  hor- 
ror ;  but  I  will  comply  as  far  as  I  am 
able, "  said  he,  rather  gloomily.  "  Once 
I  saw  him"  (meaning  the  spectre) 
"  leading  on  an  army  of  huge  specklea 
and  crested  serpents  against  me;  and 
when  they  came  upon  me — ^for  I  had 
no  power  to  run  away — I  suddenly 
found  myself  in  the  midst  of  a  pool  of 
stagnant  water,  absolutely  alive  with 
slimy  shapeless  reptiles;  and,  while 
endeavourmg  to  make  my  way  out, 
he  rose  to  the  surface,  his  face  mssing 
in  the  water,  and  blazing  bright  as 
ever !  Again,  I  thought  I  saw  him  in 
single  combat,  by  the  gates  of  Eden, 
with  Satan — ^and  the  air  thronged  and 
heated  with  swart  faces  looking  on !  " 
This  was  unquestionably  some  dim 
confused  recollection  of  the  Milton 
readings,  in  the  earlier  part  of  his  ill- 
ness. "  Again,  I  thought  I  was  in  the 
act  of  opening  my  snuff-box,  when  he 
issued  from  it,  diminutive,  at  first,  in 
size — but  swelling  soon  into  gigantic 
proportions,  and  his  fiery  features  dif- 
lusmg  a  light  and  heat  around,  that 
absolutely  scorched  and  blasted !  At 
another  time,  I  thought  I  was  gazing 
upwards  on  a  sultry  summer  sky; 
and,  in  the  midst  of  a-  luminous  fis- 
sure in  it,  made  by  the  lightning,  I 
distinguished  his  accursed  figure,  with 
his  glowing  features  wearing  an  ex- 
pression of  horror,  and  his  limbs  out- 
stretched, as  if  he  had  been  hurled 
down  from  some  height  or  other,  and 
was  falling  through  the  sky  towards 
me.  He  came — ^he  came — ^^ung  him- 
self into  my  recoiling  arms — and  clung 
to  m© — ^burning,  scorching,  withering 
my  soul  within  me!  I  thought,  fur- 
ther, that  I  was  all  the  while  the  sub- 
ject of  strange,  paradoxical,  contra- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THiJ  SPECTRE-SMITTEN. 


157 


dictory  feelings  towards  him — that  I, 
at  one  and  the  same  time,  loved  and 
loaUied,  feared  and  despised  him!"* 
He  mentioned  several  other  instances 
of  the  confusions  in  his  "  chamber  of 
imagery."  I  told  him  of  his  sudden 
exclamation  concerning  Mr  T — -— 's 
burial,  and  its  singular  corroboration ; 
but  he  either  did  not,  or  affected  not, 
to  recollect  anything  about  it.  He 
told  me  he  had  a  full  and  distinct 
recollection  of  being  for  a  long  time 

Possessed  with  the  notion  of  making 
imself  a  "sacrifice"  of  some  sort  or 
other,  and  that  he  was  seduced  or 
goaded  on  to  do  so  by  the  spectre,  by 
the  most  dazzling  temptations,  and 
under  the  most  appalling  threats — 
one  of  which  latter  was,  that  God 
would  plunge  him  into  hell  for  ever, 
if  he  did  not  offer  up  himself-— that  if 
he  did  so,  he  should  be  a  sublime 
spectacle  to  the  universe,  &c.  &c.  &c. 

"Do  you  recollect  anything  about 
dictating  a  novel  or  a  romance  ?  "  He 
started,  as  if  struck  with  some  sudden 
recollection.  "No — but  I'll  tell  you 
what  I  recollect  well — that  the  spectre 
and  I  were  set  to  copy  all  the  tales  and 
romances  that  ever  had  been  written, 
in  a  large,  bold,  round  hand,  and  then 
translate  them  into  Greek  or  Latin, 
verse ! "  He  smiled,  nay,  even  laughed 
at  the  thought,  almost  the  first  time  of 
his  giving  way  to  such  emotions  since 
his  recovery.  He  added,  that  as  to  the 
latter,  the  idea  of  the  utter  hopeless- 
ness of  ever  getting  through  such  a 
stupendous  undertaking  never  once 
presented  itself  to  him,  and  that  he 
should  have  gone  on  with  it,  but  that 
he  lost  his  inkstand ! 

"  Had  you  ever  a  clear  and  distinct 
idea  that  you  had  lost  the  right  use  of 
reason  ?  " 

"  Why,  about  that,  to  tell  the  truth, 
I Ve  been  puzzling  myself  a  good  deal, 
and  yet  I  cannot  say  anything  decisive. 
I  do  fancy  that,  at  times,  I  had  short, 
transient  glimpses  into  the  real  state 
of  things,  but  tney  were  so  evanescent. 
I  am  conscious  of  feeling,  at  these 

•  ^  very  curious  case  has  been  handed  to 
me,  corroboratory  of  this  strange  condition 
of  feeling ;  but  I  am  not  allowed  to  make  it 
public 


times,  incessant  fdry,  arising  from  a 
sense  of  personal  constraint,  and  I 
longed  once  to  strangle  some  one  who 
was  giving  me  medicine." 

But  one  of  the  most  singular  of  all 
is  yet  to  come.  He  still  persisted — 
yes,  then — ^after  his  complete  recovery, 
as  we  supposed,  in  avowing  his  belief 
that  we  had  hired  a  huge  boa  serpent 
from  Exeter  'Change  to  come  and  keep 
constant  watch  over  him,  to  constrain 
his  movements  when  he  threatened  to 
become  violent ;  that  it  lay  constantly 
coiled  up  under  his  bed  for  that  pur- 
pose ;  that  he  could  now  and  then  feel 
the  motions — the  writhing  undulating 
motions  of  its  coils — hear  it  utter  a 
sort  of  sigh,  and  see  it  often  elevate  its 
head  over  the  bed,  and  play  with  its 
slippery,  delicate,  forked  tongue,  over 
his  face,  to  soothe  him  to  sleep.   When 

poor  M ,  with  a  serious,  earnest 

air,  assured  me  he  still  believed  all 
this,  my  hopes  of  his  complete  and 
final  restoration  to  sanity  were  dashed 
at  once!  How  such  an  absurd — in 
short,  I  have  no  terms  in  which  I  may 
adequately  characterise  it— how,  I  say, 
such  an  idea  could  possibly  be  per- 
sisted in,  I  was  bewildered  in  attempt- 
ing to  conceive.  I  frequently  strove 
to  reason  him  out  of  it,  but  in  vain.  To 
no  purpose  did  I  burlesque  and  cari- 
cature the  notion  almost  beyond  all 
bounds ;  it  was  useless  to  remind  him 
of  the  blank  impossibility  of  it ;  he  re- 
garded me  with  such  a  face  as  I  should 
exhibit  to  a  fluent  personage,  quite  in 
earnest  in  demonstrating  to  me  that 
the  moon  was  made  of  green  cheese. 

I  have  once  before  heard  of  a  pa- 
tient who,  after  recovering  from  an 
attack  of  insanity,  retained  one  soli- 
tary crotchet — one  little  stain  or  speck 
of  lunacy — about  which,  and  which 
alone,  he  was  mad  to  the  end  of  his 
life.    I  supposed  such  to  be  the  case 

with  M .    It  was  possible — ^barely 

so,  I  thought — that  he  miffht  entertain 
the  preposterous  notion  about  the  boa, 
and  yet  be  sound  in  the  general  tex- 
ture of  his  mind.  I  prayed  God  it 
might ;  I  "  hoped  against  hope."  The 
last  evening  I  ever  spent  with  him 
was  occupied  with  my  endeavouring, 
once  for  all,  to  disabuse  him  of  tlic 
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idea  in  question ;  and,  in  the  course  of 
our  conversation,  he  disclosed  one  or 
two  little  symptoms,  specks  of  lunacy, 
which  made  me  leave  him,  filled  with 
disheartening  doubts  as  to  the  proba- 
bility of  a  permanent  recovery. 
*  *  *  « 

My  worst  fears  were  awfully  real- 


ised.    In  about  five  years  from  the 

period  above  alluded  to,  M ,  who 

had  got  manied,  and  had  enjoyed  ex- 
cellent general  health,  was  spending 
the  summer  with  his  family  at  Brus- 
sels— and  one  night  destrojred  himself 
—alas !  alas !  destroyed  himself  in  a 
manner  too  terrible  to  mention ! 


CHAPTER    XVIIL 


THE   MARTYE  PHILOSOPHER. 


It  has  been  mv  lot  to  witness  many 
dreadful  deathbeds.  I  am  not  over- 
stating the  truth  when  I  assert,  that 
nearly  eight  out  of  every  ten  that 
have  come  imder  my  personal  obser- 
vation— of  course,  excluding  children 
— ^have  more  or  less  partaken  of  this 
character.  I  know  only  one  way  of 
accounting  for  it,  and  some  may  ac- 
cuse me  of  cant  for  adverting  to  it — 
men  will  not  live  as  if  they  were  to 
die.  They  are  content  to  let  that 
event  come  upon  them  'Mike  a  thief 
in  the  night.  *  They  grapple  with 
their  final  foe,  not  merely  unprepared, 
but  absolutely  incapacitated  for  the 
struggle,  and  then  wonder  and  wail 
at  their  being  overcome  and  "  trodden 
under  foot."  I  have,  in  some  of  the 
foregoing  chapters,  attempted  to  sketch 
three  or  four  dreary  scenes  of  this  de- 
scription, my  pencil  trembling  in  my 
hana  the  while ;  and  could  I  but  com- 
mand colours  dark  enough,  it  were  yet 
in  my  power  to  portray  others  far 
more  appalling  than  any  that  have 
gone  before — cases  of  those  who  have 
left  life  "  clad  in  horror's  hideous  robe  " 
— "  whose  sun  has  gone  down  at  noon 

*  One  of  my  patients,  whom  a  long  oourae 
of  profligacy  had  brought  to  a  painhil  and 
premature  deathbed,  once  quoted  this  strik- 
mg  Scriptural  expression  when  within  less 
than  an  hour  of  his  end,  and  with  a  thrill  of 
terror. 


in  darkness,**  if  I  may  be  pardoned 
for  quoting  the  fearful  language  of  a 
very  unfashionable  book. 

Now,  however,  for  a  while  at  least, 
let  the  storm  pass  away ;  the  accumu- 
lated clouds  of  guilt,  despair,  madness, 
disperse ;  and  the  lightning  of  the 
fiercer  passions  cease  to  shed  its  disas- 
trous glare  over  our  minds.  Let  us 
rejoice  beneath  the  serened  heavens ; 
let  us  seek  sunnier  spots — by  turning 
to  the  more  peaceful  pages  of  hu- 
manity. Let  me  attempt  to  lay  be- 
fore the  reader  a  short  account  of  one 
whose  exit  was  eminently  calm,  tran- 
quil, and  dignified ;  who  aid  not  skulk 
into  his  grave  with  shame  and  fear, 
but  laid  down  life  with  honour ;  leaving 
behind  him  the  influence  of  his  great- 
ness and  goodness,  like  the  evening 
sun — ^who  smiles  sadly  on  the  sweet 
scenes  he  is  quitting,  and  a  holy  lustre 
glows  long  on  the  features  of  nature — 

Quiet,  as  a  nun 
Breathless  with  adoration.— Wobdswortu. 


Even  were  I  disposed,  I  could  not 
gratify  the  reader  with  anything  like 
a  fair  sketch  of  the  early  days  of  Mr 

E .    I  have  often  lamented,  that, 

knowing  as  I  did  the  simplicity  and 
firankness  of  his  disposition,  I  did  not 
once  avail  myself  of  several  oppor- 
tunities which  fell  in  my  way  of  be- 
coming acquainted  with  the  leading 
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particulars  of  his  life.  Now,  however, 
as  is  generally  the  case,  I  can  but  de- 
plore my  negligence,  when  remedying 
It  is  impossible.  All  that  I  have  now 
in  my  power  to  record,  are  some  par- 
ticulars of  his  latter  days.  Interesting 
I  know  they  will  be  considered :  may 
they  prove  instructive !  J  hope  the  few 
records  I  have  here  preserved,  will 
show  how  a  mind,  long  disciplined  b^ 
philosophy,  and  strengthened  by  reli- 
gions principle,  may  triumph  over  the 
assault  of  evils  and  misfortunes  com- 
bined ajgainst  its  expirina  energies.  It 
is  fitting,  I  say,  the  world  should  hear 
how  nobly  E  surmounted  such  a 

sudden  influx  of  disasters  as  have 
seldom  before  burst  overwhelmingly 
upon  a  deathbed. 

And  should  this  chapter  of  my  Diary 
chance  to  be  seen  by  any  of  his  rela- 
tives and  early  friends,  I  hope  the  re- 
ception it  shall  meet  with  from  the 
public,  may  stimulate  them  to  give  the 
world  some  fuller  particulars  of  Mr 

E *s  vsduable,  if  not  very  varied 

life.  More  than  seven  years  have 
elapsed  since  his  death ;  and,  as  yet, 
the  only  intimation  the  jpublic  has  had 
of  the  event,  has  been  in  the  dreary 
comer  of  the  public  prints  allotted  to 
"  Deaths  " — and  a  brief  enumeration  in 
one  of  the  quarterly  journals  of  some 
of  his  leading  contributions  to  science. 
The  world  at  large,  however,  scarcely 
know  that  he  ever  lived — or,  at  least, 
how  he  lived  or  died.  But  how  often 
is  such  the  fate  of  modest  merit ! 

My   first    acquaintance    with    Mr 

E commenced  accidentally,  not 

long  before  his  death,  at  one  of  the 
evening  meetings  of  a  learned  society, 
of  which  we  were  both  members.  The 
first  glimpse  I  caught  of  him  interested 
me  much,  and  inspired  me  with  a  kind 
of  reverence  for  nim.  He  came  into 
the  room  within  a  few  minutes  of  the 
chair's  bein?  taken,*  and  walked  quiet- 
ly and  slowly,  with  a  kind  of  stooping 
gait,  to  one  of  the  benches  near  the 
fireplace,  where  he  sat  down  without 
takmg  off  his  greatcoat,  and,  crossing 

*  "  Les  soci^t^R  savantes  en  Angleterre  sont 
r^l^  par  les  mSmcs  lois  d'etiquette  que  les 
soci^t^  politiquos.  "^Hote  by  the  Frmwh  Tront- 
loter. 


his  gloved  hands  on  the  knob  of  a  high 
walking-stick,  he  rested  his  chin  on 
them,  and  in  that  attitude  continued 
throughout  the  evening.  He  removed 
his  hat  when  the  chairman  made  his 
appearance ;  and  I  never  saw  a  finer 
head  in  my  life.  The  crown  was  quite 
bald,  but  the  base  was  fringed  round, 
as  it  were,  with  a  little  soft,  glossy, 
silver-hued  hair,  which  in  the  d^tanco 
looked  like  a  faint  halo.  His  forehead 
was  of  nob]e  proportions ;  and,  in  short, 
there  was  an  expression  of  serene  in- 
telligence in  his  features,  blended  with 
me^ness  and  dignity,  which  quite  en- 
chanted me. 

"  Pray,  who  is  that  gentleman  ?"  I 

inquired  of  my  firiend  Dr  D ,  who 

was  sitting  oeside  me.  "Do  you 
mean  that  elderly  thin  man,  sitting 
near  the  fireplace,  with  a  greatcoat 
on?"— "The  same."— "Oh!  it  is  Mr 

E ,  one  of  the  very  ablest  men  in 

the  room,  though  he  talks  the  least," 
whispered  my  firiend;  "and  a  man 
who  comes  nearest  to  my  beau  ideal 
of  a  philosopher  of  any  man  I  ever 
knew  or  heard  of  in  the  present  day." 

"  Why,  he  does  not  seem  very  well 
known  here,"  said  I,  observing  that  he 
neither  spoke  to,  nor  was  spoken  to 
by  any  of  the  members  present.    "  Ah, 

poor  Mr  E is  breaking  up,  I'm 

afraid,  and  that  very  fast,"  replied  my 
friend  with  a  sigh.  "He  comes  but 
seldom  to  our  evening  meeting^,  and 
is  not  ambitious  of  making^  many  ac- 
quaintance." I  intimated  an  eager 
desire  to  be  introduced  to  him.  "  Oh, 
nothing  easier,"  replied  my  firiend; 
"  for  I  know  him  more  familiarly  than 
any  one  present,  and  he  is,  besides, 
simple  as  a  child  in  his  manners,  even 
to  eccentricity,  and  the  most  amiable 
man  in  the  world.  I'll  introduce  you 
when  the  meeting's  over."  While  we 
were  thus  whispering  together,  the 
subject  of  our  conversation  suddenly 
rose  from  his  seat,  and,  with  a  littlo 
trepidation  of  manner,  addressed  a  few 
words  to  the  chair,  in  correction  of 
some  assertions  which  he  interrupted 
a  member  in  advancing.  It  was  some- 
thing, if  I  recollect  right,  about  the 
atomic  theory,  and  was  received 
with  marked  deference  by  the  presi- 
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dent,  and  general  "Hear!  hears!" 
from  the  members.  He  then  resumed 
his  seat,  in  which  he  was  presently 
followed  by  the  speaker,  whom  he  had 
evidently  discomfited;  his  eyes  glis- 
tened, and  his  cheeks  were  fluked 
with  the  effort  he  had  made,  and  he 
did  not  rise  again  till  the  conclusion 
of  the  sitting.  We  then  made  our 
way  to  him,  and  my  fiiend  introduced 
me.  He  received  me  politely  and 
frankly.  He  complained,  in  a  weak 
voice,  that  the  walk  thither  had  quite 
exhausted  him — that  he  feared  his 
health  was  failing  him,  &c. 

"Why,  Mr  E ,   you  look  very 

well,"  said  my  friend. 

"Ay,  perhaps  I  do;  but  you  know 
how  little  faith  is  to  be  put  in  the  hale 
looks  of  an  old  and  weak  man.  Age 
generally  puts  a  good  face  on  bad  mat- 
ters, even  to  the  last,"  he  added  with 
a  smile  and  a  shake  of  the  head. 

"  A  sad  night !  "  he  exclaimed,  on 
hearing  the  wind  howling  drearily 
without,  for  we  were  standing  by  a 
window  at  the  north-east  corner  of  the 
large  building;  and  a  March  wind 
swept  cruelly  oy,  telling  bitter  things 
to  the  old  and  feeble  who  had  to  face 
it.  "Allow  me  to  recommend  that 
you  wra^  up  your  neck  and  breast 
well, "  said  1. 

"I  intend  it,  indeed,"  he  replied,  as 
he  was  folding  up  a  large  silk  handker- 
chief. "One  must  guard  one's  candle 
with  one's  hand,  or  Death  will  blow  it 
out  in  a  moment.  That's  the  sort  of 
treatment  we  old  people  get  from  him ; 
no  ceremony — ^he  waits  for  one  at  a 
bleak  comer,  and  puffs  out  one's  expir- 
ing light  with  a  breath;  and  then 
hastens  on  to  the  more  vigorous  torch 
of  youth." 

"Have  you  a  coach?"  inquired  Dr 

D .     "A  coach!  I  shall  waXk  it  in 

less  than  twenty  minutes,"  said  Mr 
E ,  buttoning  his  coat  up  to  the  chin. 

"  Allow  me  to  offer  you  both  a  seat 
in  mine,"  said  I;  "it  is  at  the  door, 
and  I  am  driving  towards  your  neigh- 
bourhood." He  and  Dr  D accepted 

the  offer,  and  in  a  few  minutes'  time 
we  entered  and  drove  off.  We  soon 
set  down  the  latter,  who  lived  close  by, 
and  then  my  new  philosophic  friend 


and  I  were  left  together.  Our  conver- 
sation turned,  for  a  while,  on  the  even- 
ing's discussion  at  the  society ;  and,  iu 
a  very  few  words,  remarkably  well  chos- 
en, he  pointed  out  what  he  considered 
to  have  been  errors  committed  by  Sir 
and  Dr ,  the  principal  speak- 
ers. I  was  not  more  charmed  by  the 
lucidness  of  his  views,  than  by  the  un- 
affected diffidence  with  which  they 
were  expressed* 

"  Well,"  said  he,  after  a  little  pause 
in  our  conversation,  "your  carriage 
motion  is  mighty  pleasant!  It  se- 
duces one  into  a  feehng  of  indolence  ! 
these  delicious,  soft,  yielding  cushioned 
backs  and  seats — they  would  make  a 
man  loath  to  use  his  legs  a^^ain !  Yet 
I  never  kept  a  carriage  in  my  life, 
though  I  have  often  wanted  one,  and 
could  easily  have  afforded  it  once."  I 
asked  him  why  ?  He  replied,  "  It  was 
not  because  he  feared  childish  accusa- 
tions of  ostentation,  nor  yet  in  order  to 
save  money,  but  because  he  thought  it 
becoming  to  a  rational  being  to  be 
content  with  the  natural  means  God 
has  given  him,  both  as  to  matter  of 
necessity  and  pleasure.  It  was  an  in- 
sult," he  said,  "to  Nature  while  she 
was  in  full  vigour,  and  had  exhibited 
little  or  no  deficiency  in  her  functions 
— to  hurry  to  Art,  For  my  own 
part,"  he  continued,  "I  have  always 
found  a  quiet  but  exquisite  satisfaction, 
in  continuing  independent  of  her  assis- 
tance, though  at  the  cost  of  some  occa- 
sional inconvenience:  it  gives  you  a 
consciousness  of  relying  incessantly  on 
Him  who  made  you,  and  sustains  you 
in  being.  Do  you  recollect  the  solemn 
saying  of  Johnson  to  Garrick,  on  see- 
ing the  immense  levies  the  latter  had 
made  on  the  resources  of  ostentatious, 
ornamental  art  ?  '  Davie,  Davie,  these 
are  the  things  that  make  a  deathbed 
terrible!'"  I  said  something  about 
Diogenes.  "  Ah !  "  he  replied  quickly, 
"the  other  extreme.  He  accused  nature 
of  superfluity,  redundancy.  A  proper 
subordination  of  externals  to  her  use 
is  part  of  her  province;  else  why  is  she 
placed  among  so  many  materials,  and 
with  such  facilities  of  using  them  ?  My 
principle,  if  such  it  may  be  called,  is, 
that  art  may  minister  to  nature,  but  not 
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pander  or  surfeit  her  with  superflu- 
ities. 

"  You  would  laugh,  perhaps,  to  come 
to  my  house,  and  see  the  extent  to  which  ^ ' 
I  have  carried  my  principles  into  prac- 
tice. I — yes,  I — ^whose  life  has  heen 
devoted,  among  other  things,  to  the 
discovery  of  mechanical  contrivances ! 
You,  accustomed,  perhaps,  to  the  ele- 
gant redundancies  of  these  times,  may 
consider  my  house  and  furniture  ab- 
surdly plain  and  naked — a  tree  stript 
of  its  leaves,  where  the  birds  are  left 
to  lodge  on  the  bare  branches !  But  I 
want  little,  and  do  not  'want  that  little 
long.'  —  Stop,  however,  here  is  my 
house !  Come — ^a  laugh,  you  know,  is 
good  before  bed — ^will  you  have  it  now? 
Come,  see  a  curiosity — ^a  Diogenes, 
bnt  no  Cynic! "  Had  the  reader  seen 
the  modesty,  the  cheerfulness,  the 
calmness  of  manner  with  which  Mr 

E ,  from  time  to  time,  joined  in  the 

conversation  of  which  the  above  is  the 
substance,  andbeen  aware  of  the  weight 
due  to  his  sentiments,  as  those  of  one 
who  had  really  lived  up  to  them  all 
his  hfe — who  had  earned  a  noble  cha- 
racter in  the  philosophical  world — ^if 
he  be  aware  how  often  old  age  and  ped- 
antry, grounded  on  a  small  reputation, 
are  blended  in  repulsive  union — he 
might  not  consider  the  trouble  I  have 
taken  thrown  away,  in  recording  this 

my  first  conversation  with  Mr  E . 

He  was,  indeed,  an  instance  of  "philo- 
sophy teaching  by  example ;"  a  sort  of 
character  to  be  sought  out  for  in  life, 
as  one  at  whose  feet  we  may  safely  sit 
down  and  learn. 

I  could  not  accept  of  Mr  E  \  's 
invitation  that  evening,  as  I  had  a  pa- 
tient to  see  a  little  farther  on ;  but  I 
promised  him  an  early  call.  All  my 
way  home  my  mind  was  filled  with  the 
image  of  E — — -,  and  partook  of  the  tran- 
quility and  pensiveness  of  its  guest. 

I  scarcely  know  how  it  was,  but, 

with  all  my  admiration  of  Mr  E , 

I  suffered  the  month  of  May  to  ap- 
proach its  close  before  I  again  encoun- 
tered him.  It  was  partly  owing  to  a 
sudden  increase  of  business,  created 
by  a  raging  scarlet  fever,  and  partly 
occasioned  by  illness  in  my  own  family. 


I  often  thought  and  talked,  however, 
of  the  philosopher,  for  that  was  the 

name  he   went  by  with  Dr    D 

and  myself.    Mr  E had  invited  us 

both  to  take  "  an  old-fashioned  friend- 
ly cup  of  tea  "  with  him ;  and  accord- 
ingly, about  six  o'clock,  we  found  our- 
selves driving  down  to  his  house.    On 

our  way,  Dr  D told  me  that  our 

friend  had  been  a  widower  nearly  five 
years;  and  that  the  loss,  somewhat 
sudden,  of  his  amiable  and  accom- 
plished wife,  had  worked  a  great  change 
in  him,  by  divesting  him  of  nearly  all 
interest  in  life  or  its  concerns.  He 
pursued  even  his  philosophical  occupa- 
tions  with  languor — more  from  a  kind 
of  habit  than  inclination.  Still  he  re- 
tained the  same  evenness  and  cheer- 
fulness which  had  distinguished  him 
through  life.  But  the  blow  had  been 
struck  which  had  severed  him  from 
the  world's  joys  and  engagements.  He 
might  be  compared  to  a  great  tree  torn 
up  by  the  root,  and  laid  prostrate  by  a 
storm,  yet  which  dies  not  all  at  once. 
The  sap  is  not  instantaneously  dried 
up;  but  for  weeks,  or  even  months, 
you  may  see  the  smaller  branches  still 
shooting  unconsciously  into  short-lived 
existence  all  fresh  and  tender  from 
the  womb  of  their  dead  mother ;  and 
a  rich  green  mantle  of  leaves  long 
concealing  from  view  the  poor  fallen 
trunk  beneath.  Such  was  the  pensive 
turn  my  thoughts  had  taken  by  the 
time  we  had  reached  Mr  E 's  door. 

It  was  a  fine  summer  evening — the 
hour  of  calm  excitement.  The  old- 
fashioned  window-panes  of  the  house 
we  had  stopped  at,  shone  like  small 
sheets  of  fire  in  the  steady  slanting 
rays  of  the  retiring  sun.  it  was  the 
first  house  of  a  respectable  antique- 
looking  row,  in  the  suburbs  of  London, 
which  had  been  built  in  the  days  of 
Henry  the  Eighth.  Three  stately  pop- 
lars stood  sentries  before  the  gateway. 

"  Well,  here  we  are  at  last,  at  PUdo's 
Porchf  as  I've  christened  it,"  said  Dr 
D ,  knocking  at  the  door.  On  en- 
tering the  parlour— a  large  old-fashion- 
ed room,  furnished  with  the  utmost 
simplicity  consistent  with  comfort>^ 
we  found  Mr  E sitting  near  the 
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window,  reading.  He  was  in  a  brown 
dressine-gown  and  study  cap.  He 
rose  ana  welcomed  us  cheerfully.  "  I 
have  been  looking  into  La  Place,"  said 
he,  in  the  first  pause  which  ensued, 
"  and,  a  little  before  your  arrival,  had 
flattered  myself  that  I  had  detected 
some  erroneous  calculations ;  and  only 
look  at  the  quantity  of  evidence  that 
was  necessary  to  convince  me  that  I 
was  a  simpleton  by  the  side  of  La 
Place ! "  pointing  to  two  or  three  sheets 
of  paper  craomied  with  small  algebrai- 
cal characters  in  pencil — a  feanul  ar- 
ray of  symbols — "  \^  3  a*,  D  — 
H-9--»  =  9;»x  log.  e  "—and 
sines,  co-sines,  series,  &c.,  without 
end.  I  had  the  curiosity  to  take  up 
the  volume  in  question  while  he  was 

speaking  to  Dr  V j  and  noticed  on 

the  fly-leaf  the  complimentary  auto- 
graph of  the  Marqms  La  Place,  who 
haa  sent  his  work  to  Mr  E^ — .  Tea 
was  presently  brought  in ;  and  as  soon 
as  the  plain  old-fashioned  china,  &c., 
had  been  placed  on  the  table  by  the 
man-servant — ^himself  a  knowing  old 
fellow  as  I  ever  saw  in  my  life — ^Miss 

E ,  the  philosopher's  niece,  made 

her  appearance — an  elegant,  unaffect- 
ed girl,  with  the  same  style  of  features 
as  her  uncle. 

**  I  can  give  a  shrewd  ^uess  at  your 

thoughts,  Dr  ,"  said  Mr  E— — 

smiling,  as  he  caught  my  eye  follow- 
ing the  movements  of  the  man-servant 
till  he  left  the  room.  "  You  fancy  my 
keeping  a  man-servant  to  wait  at  table 
does  not  tally  very  well  with  what  I 
said  the  last  time  I  had  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  you." 

"  O  dear !  Vm  sure  you're  misteJcen, 

Mr  E ,     I  was  struck  with  the 

singularity  of  his  coimtenance  and 
manners — ^those  of  a  stanch  old  family 
servant." 

"  Ah,  Joseph  is  a  vast  favourite 

with  my  uncle ! "  said  Miss  E ,  "  I 

can  assure  you,  and  fancies  himself 
nearly  as  great  a  man  as  his  master." 

"  Why,  as  far  as  the  pratique  of  the 
laboratory  is  concerned,  I  doubt  if  his 
superior  is  to  be  found  in  London.  He 
knows  it,  and  all  my  wa^s,  as  well  as 
he  knows  the  palm  of  his  own  hand ! 


He  has  the  neatest  way  in  the  world 
of  making  hydrogen  ^s,  and,  what  is 
more,  found  it  out  himself^"  said  Mr 

►E ,  explaining  the  process ;  "  and 

then  he  is  a  miracle  of  cleanliness  and 
care!  He  has  not  cost  me  ten  shil- 
lings  in  breakage  since  I  knew  him. 
He  moves  among  my  brittle  wares 
like  a  cat  on  a  glass  wall." 

"  And  then  he  writes  and  reads  for 
my  uncle — does  all  the  minor  work  of 
the  laboratory  —  goes  on  errands  — 
waits  at  table — in  short,  he's  invalu- 
able," said  Miss  E . 

'*  Quite  &factotumj  I  protest !"  ex- 
claimed Dr  D . 

"  You'd  lose  jrour  better  halft  then,  if 
he  were  to  die,  I  suppose,"  said  I 
quickly. 

"  No !  that  can  happen  but  oiiee"  re- 
plied Mr  £ f  BXkmn^  to  the  death 

of  his  wife.  Conversation  flagged  for 
a  moment.  "You've  forgotten,"  at 
length  said  E ,  breaking  the  mel- 
ancholy pause,  "the  very  chiefest  of 
poor  Joseph's  accomplishments — ^What 
an  admirable  unwearied  nurse  he  is  to 
me!"  At  that  moment  Joseph  en- 
tered the  room,  with  a  note  m  his 

hand,  which  he  gave  to  Mr  E .    I 

guessed  where  it  came  from,  for  hap- 
pening, a  few  moments  before,  to  cast 
my  eye  to  the  window,  I  saw  a  foot- 
man walking  up  to  the  door;  and 
there  was  no  mistaking  the  gorgeous 

scarlet  liveries  of  the  Duke  of . 

E f  after  glancing  over  the  letter, 

begged  us  to  excuse  him  for  a  minute 
or  two,  as  the  man  was  waiting  for  an 
answer. 

"  Tou,  of  course,  knew  what  my 

uncle  alluded  to,"  said  Miss  E , 

addressing  Dr  D in  a  low  tone,  as 

soon  as  E had  closed  the  door 

after  him,  "  when  he  spoke  of  Joseph's 
being  a  nurse — don't  you  ?"  Dr  D-i — 
nodded.  "  My^  poor  uncle,"  she  con- 
tinued, addressing  me,  "  has  been,  for 
nearly  ttoemty-five  years,  afflicted  with 
a  dreadful  disease  in  the  spine;  and, 
during  all  that  time,  he  has  suffered  a 
perfect  martyrdom  from  it.  He  could 
not  stand  straight  up  if  it  were  to  save 
his  life,  and  he  is  ooliged  to  sleep  in  a 
bed  of  a  very  curious  description — ^the 
joint  contrivance  of  himself  and  Joseph. 
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He  takes  nearly  half  an  ounce  of  lau- 
danum every  night,  at  bedtime ;  with- 
out which,  the  pains,  which  are  always 
most  excruciatmgat  night-time,  womd 
not  suffer  him  to  get  a  moment*s  sleep! 
— Oh,  how  often  have  I  seen  him  roll- 
ing about  on  this  carpet  and  hearth- 
rug—yes, even  in  the  presence  of  visi- 
tors— in  a  perfect  ecstasy  of  agony, 
and  uttering  the  most  heart-breaking 
groans ! " 

"And  I  can  add,"  said  Dr  D , 

"  that  he  is  the  most  perfect  Job — ^the 
most  angelic  sufferer  I  ever  saw ! " 

"Indeed,  indeed,  he  is!"  rejoined 
Miss  E- —  with  emotion.  "I  can 
say,  with  perfect  truth,  that  I  never 
once  heard  him  murmur  or  complain 
at  his  hard  fate^  When  I  have  oeen 
expressing  my  sympathies,  during  the 
extremity  of  his  anguish,  he  l^as  gasped, 
*  Well,  well,  it  might  have  been  worse !  * " 
— Miss  E suddenly  raisedher  hand- 
kerchief to  her  eyes,  for  they  were 
overflowing. 

"  Do  you  see  that  beautiful  little  pic- 
ture hanp^g  over  the  mantelpiece?" 
she  inqmred,  after  a  pause,  which  nei- 
ther Dr  D — -—  nor  I  seemed  inclined 
to  interrupt — ^pointing  to  an  exquisite 
oil-painting  of  the  crucifixion.  "  I 
have  seen  my  poor  uncle  lying  down 
on  the  floor,  while  in  the  most  violent 
paroxysms  of  pain,  and,  with  his  eyes 
nxed  intensely  on  that  picture,  exclaim 
— '  Thifie  were  greater — thine  were 
greater !  *  And  uien  he  has  presently 
clasped  his  hands  upwards;  a  smile 
has  beamed  upon  his  pallid  quivering 
features,  and  ne  has  told  me  the  pain 
was  abated." 

"  I  once  was  present  during  one  of 
these    painfully  interesting    scenes," 

said  Dr  D ,  "  and  have  seen  such 

a  heavenly  radiance  on  his  counte- 
nance, as  could  not  have  been  occa- 
sioned by  the  mere  sudden  cessation 
of  the  anguish  he  had  been  suffering." 

"Does  not  this  strange  disorder 
abate  with  his  increasing  years?"  I 
inquired. 

"Alas,  no!"  replied  Miss  E ; 

"  but  is,  if  possible,  more  frequent  and 
severe  in  its  seizures.  Indeed,  we  all 
think  it  is  wearing  him  out  fast.  But 
for  the  unwearied  services  of  that  faith- 


ful creature,  Joseph,  who  sleeps  in  the 
same  room  with  nim,  my  uncle  must 
have  died  long  ago." 

"  How  did  this  terrible  disorder  at- 
tack Mr  E — — ,  and  when?"  I  in- 
quired. I  was  informed  that  he  him- 
self originated  the  complaint  with  an 
injury  he  sustained  when  a  very  young 
man:  he  was  riding,  one  day,  on  horse-  . 
back,  and  his  horse,  suddenly  rearing 

backward,  Mr  E 's  back  came  in 

violent  contact  with  a  plank,  project- 
ing from  behind  a  cart  loaded  with 
timber.  He  was  besides,  however, 
subject  to  a  constitutional  feebleness 
in  the  spine,  derived  from  his  father 
and  grandfather.  He  had  considted 
almost  every  surgeon  of  eminence  in 
England,  and  a  few  on  the  Continent ; 
and  spent  a  little  fortune  among  them 
— ^but  all  had  been  in  vain. 

"Beally,  you  would  be  quite  sur- 
prised, Doctor ,"  said  Miss  E , 

"  to  know  that,  though  such  a  martyr 
to  pain,  and  now  in  his  sixty-fourth 
year,  my  uncle  is  more  active  in  his 
habits,  and  regular  in  his  hours,  than 
I  ever  knew  any  one.  He  rises  almost 
invariably  at  four  o^dlock  in  summer, 
and  at  six  in  winter — and  this  though 
so  helpless,  that,  without  Joseph's 
assistance,  he  could  not  dress  him- 
self"  

"  Ah !  by  the  way,"  intei^pted  Dr 

D ,  "  that  is  another  peculiarity  in 

Mr  E- — 's  case:  he  is  subject  to  a 
sort  of  nightly  paralysis  of  the  upper 
extremities,  u^om  which  he  does  not 
completely  recover  till  he  has  been  up 
for  some  two  or  three  hours." 

How  little  had  I  thought  of  the 
under-current  of  agony  flowing  inces- 
santly beneath  the  caun  surface  of  his 
cheerful  and  dignified  demeanour !  O 
philosophy  I — O  Christian  philosophy  \ 
— ^I  had  failed  to  detect  any  marks  of 
suffering  in  his  features,  though  I  had 
now  had  two  interviews  with  him — so 
completely,  even  hitherto,  had  "his 
unconquerable  mind  conquered  the 
clay  " — ^as  one  of  our  old  writers  ex- 
presses it.  If  I  had  admired  and  re- 
spected him  heretofore,  on  the  ground 

of  Dr  D 's  opinion,  how  did  I  now 

feel  disposed  to  adore  him !  I  looked 
on  him  as  an  instance  of  long-tried 
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heroism  and  fortitude,  almost  unparal 
leled  in  the  history  of  man.  Such 
thoughts  were  passing  through  my 

min(5  when  Mr  JE re-entered  the 

room.  What  I  had  heard  during  his 
absence  made  me  now  look  on  him 
with  tenfold  interest.  I  wondered  that 
I  had  overlooked  his  stoop — ^and  the 
permanent  print  of  pain  on  his  pallid 
cheek.  I  gazed  at  mm,  in  short,  with 
feelings  of  sympathy  and  reverence, 
akin  to  those  called  forth  by  a  picture 
of  one  of  the  ancient  martyrs. 

"  I'm  sorry  to  have  been  deprived 
of  your  company  so  long,"  said  he ; 
"  but  I  have  had  to  answer  an  invita- 
tion, and  several  questions  besides, 
from — I  daresay  you  know  whom?" 
addressing  Dr  D-— — . 

"I  can  guess,  on  the  principle  ex 
ungtie — ^the  gaudy  livery  'vaunts  of 
royalty'— eh?    Is  it ?" 

"  Yes.    He  has  invited  me  to  dine 

with  Lord ,  Sir ,  and  several 

other  members  of  the Society,  at 

,  this  day  week,  but  I  have  de- 
clined. At  my  time  of  life,  I  can't 
stand  late  hours  and  excitement.  Be- 
sides, one  must  ^am  betimes  to  wean 
from  the  world,  or  be  suddenly  snatched 
from  it  screaming  like  a  child,"  said 
Mr  E ^  with  an  impressive  air. 

"  I  believe  you  are  particularly  in- 
timate with  ;  at  least  I  have 

heard  so.     Are  you?"  inquired  Dr 

"  No.  I  might  possibly  have  been 
so,  for ha^  shown  great  considera- 
tion towards  me;  but  I  can  assure 
you,  I  am  the  sought,  rather  than  the 
seeker,  and  have  been  all  mjr  life." 

"It  is  often  fatal  to  philosophical 
independence  to  approach  too  fre- 
quently, and  too  nearly,  the  magic 
circle  of  the  court,"  said  I. 

"  True.  Science  is,  and  should  be, 
aspiring.  So  is  the  eagle;  but  the 
royal  bird  never  approaches  so  near 
the  sun  as  to  be  drowned  in  its  blaze. 
Q has  been  nothing  since  he  be- 
came a  courtier."        *        *        * 

"  What  do  you  think  of 's  pre- 
tensions to  science,  generally,  and  his 
motives  for  seeking  so  anxiously  the 
intimacy  of  the  learned?"  inquired 
DrD . 


"Why,  ^,"  replied  E ,  with 

some  hesitation,  "  'tis  a  wonderful 
thing  for  him  to  know  even  a  fiftieth 
part  of  what  he  does.  He  is  popularly 
acquainted  with  the  outlines  of  most 
of  the  leading  sciences.  He  went 
through  a  regular  course  of  readings 

with  my  admirable  friend  :  but 

he  has  not  the  time  necessary  to  in- 
sure a  successful  prosecution  of  science. 
It  is,  however,  infinitely  advantageous 
to  science  and  literature,  to  have  the 
willing  and  active  patronage  of  royalty. 
I  never  knew  him  exhibit  one  trait  of 
overbearing  dogmatism ;  and  that  is 
saying  much  for  one  whom  all  flatter 
always.  It  has  struck  me,  however, 
that  he  has  rather  too  anxious  an  eye 
towards  securing  the  character  and 
applause  of  a  M^scekas." 

"  Pray,  Mr  E ^  do  you  recollect 

mentioning  to  me  an  incident  which 
occurred  at  a  large  dinner-party  given 

by f  where  you  were  present,  when 

Dr made  use  of  these  words  to 

:  *  Does  not  your think  it  pos- 

iible  for  a  man  to  pelt  another  mth 
jMtatoeSj  to  provoke  him  to  ^ing  peaches 
inretumfor  toantof  other  missiles  f '  and 
the  furious  answer  was ." 

"  We  will  drop  that  subject,  if  you 

please,"  said  E coldly,  at  the  same 

time  colouring,  and  giving  my  friend  a 
peculiar  monitory  look. 

"  I  know  well,  personally,  that 

has  done  very  many  noble  thinp  in 
his  day — ^most  of  them,  comparatively, 
in  secret ;  and  one  magnificent  action 
he  has  performed  lately  towards  a  man 
of  scientific  eminence,  who  has  been 
as  unfortunate  as  he  is  deserving, 
which  will  probably  never  come  to 

the  public  ear,  unless and 

die  suddenly,"  said  Mr .    He  had 

scarcely  uttered  these  words,  when  he 
turned  suddenly  pale,  laid  down  his 
tea-cup  with  a  quivering  hand,  and 
slipped  slowly  from  his  chair  to  tho 
floor,  where  he  lay  at  his  full  length, 
rolling  to  and  fro,  with  his  hands 
pressed  upon  the  lower  part  of  his 
spine — ana  all  the  while  uttering  deep 
sighs  and  groans.  The  bip^  drops  of 
-perspiration  rolling  fitnn  his  forehead 
[own  his  cheeks,  evidenced  the  dread- 
ful agony  he  was  enduring.  Dr  T 
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and  I  both  knelt  doym  on  one  knee 
by  his  side,  profifering  otir  assistance  ; 
but  he  entreated  us  to  leave  him  to 
himself  for  a  few  moments,  and  he 
should  soon  be  better. 

"Emma!"  he  gasped,  calling  his 
niece — who,  sobbing  oitterly,  was  at 
his  side  in  a  moment — "kiss  me — 
that's  a  dear  girl — and  go  up  to  bed ; 
but  on  your  way,  send  Joseph  here 
directly."  She  retired ;  and  in  a  few 
moments  Joseph  entered  hastily,  with 
a  broad  leathern  band,  which  he  drew 
round  his  master's  waist  and  buckled 
tightly.  He  then  pressed  with  both 
his  hands  for  some  time  upon  the  im- 
mediate seat  of  the  pain.  Our  situa- 
tion was  embarrassing  and  distressing 
— both  of  us  medical  men,  and  yet  com- 
pelled to  stand  by,  mere  passive  spec- 
tators of  agonies  we  could  neither 
alleviate  nor  remove. 

"  Do  you  absolutely  despair  of  dis- 
covering what  the  precise  nature  of 
this  complaint  is?"  I  inquired  in  an 
under  tone. 

"Yes — ^in  common  with  every  one 
'  else  that  has  tried  to  discover  it.  That 
it  is  an  affection  of  the  spinal  chord,  is 
clear ;  but  what  is  the  inmiediate  ex- 
citing cause  of  these  tremendous  par- 
oxysms, I  cannot  conjecture,"  replied 
Dr  D . 

"  What  have  been  the  principal  re- 
medies resorted  to  ?" 

"  Oh,  everything  —  almost  every- 
thing that  the  wit  of  man  could  de- 
vise— ^local  and  general  bleedings  to  a 
dreadful  extent ;  irritations  and  counter 
irritations  without  end ;  electricity — 
galvanism — all  the  resources  of  medi- 
cine and  surgery,  have  been  ransacked 
to  no  purpose.  Look  at  him ! "  whis- 
pered Dr  D J  "  look — ^look — do  you 

see  how  his  whole  body  is  drawn  to- 
gether in  a  heap,  while  his  limbs  are 
quivering  as  though  they  would  fall 
from  him?  See — see — ^how  they  are 
now  struck  out,  and  plunging  about, 
his  hands  clutching  convulsively  at 
the  carpet — scarcely  a  trace  of  hu- 
manity in  his  distorted  features — as 
if  this  great  and  good  man  were  the 
sport  of  a  demon ! " 

*'  0  gracious  God !  can  we  do  nothing 
to  help  him?"  I  inquired,  suddenly 


approaching  him,  almost  stifled  with 

my  emotions.   Mr  E did  not  seem 

conscious  of  our  approach ;  but  lay 
rather  quieter,  groanmg — "  Oh — oh — 
oh — that  it  would  please  God  to  dis- 
miss me  from  my  sufferings  ! " 

"My  dear,  dear  Mr  E ,'*  ex- 
claimed Dr  D ,  excessively  agi- 
tated, "can  we  do  nothing  for  you? 
Can't  we  be  of  ana/  service  to  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  none  —  none  —  none  ! "  he 
groaned,  in  tones  expressive  of  utter 
hopelessness.  For  more  than  a  quar- 
ter of  an  hour  did  this  victim  of  disease 
continue  writhing  on  the  floor,  and  we 
standing  by,  "physicians  of  no  value ! " 
The  violence  of  the  paroxysm  abated 
at  length,  and  again  we  stooped,  for 
the  purpose  of  raising  him  and  carry- 
ing him  to  the  sofa  j  but  he  motioned 
us  off,  exclaiming  so  faintly  as  to  be 
almost  inaudible — "  No,  no,  thank  you 
— I  must  not  be  moved  for  this  hour, 
and  when  I  am,  it  must  be  to  bed." — 
"  Then  we  will  bid  you  good  evening, 
and  pray  to  God  you  may  be  better  in 
the  morning."  "Yes — yes;  better — 
better;  good — ^good-by,"  he  muttered 
indistinctly. 

"  Master's  falling  asleep,  gentlemen, 
as  he  always  does  after  these  fits," 
said  Joseph,  who  had  his  arms  round 
his  suffering  master's  neck.  We,  of 
course,  left  immediately,  and  met  Miss 

E in  the,  passage,  muffled  in  her 

shawl,  and  sobbing  as  if  she  would 
breeJc  her  heart. 

Dr  D told  me,  as  we  were  driv- 
ing home,  that,  about  two  years  ago, 

E made  a  week's  stay  with  him ; 

and  that,  on  one  occasion,  he  endured 
agonies  of  such  dreadful  intensity  as 
nothing  could  abate,  or  in  any  measure 
alleviate,  but  two  doses  of  laudanum 
of  nearly  half  an  ounce  each,  within 
half  an  hour  of  each  other ;  and  that 
even  then  he  did  not  sleep  for  more 
than  two, hours.  "  When  he  awoke," 
continued  m^  friend,  "he  was  lying 
on  the  sofa  m  a  state  of  the  utmost 
exhaustion,  the  perspiration  running 
from  him  like  water.  I  asked  him  if 
he  did  not  sometimes  yield  to  such 
thoughts  as  were  suggested  to  Job  by 
his  impetuous  friends — to  *  curse  God 
o«,i  Ai^.i  tQ  repine  at  the  long  and 
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lingering  tortures  he  had  endured 
nearly  all  his  life,  for  no  apparent 
crime  of  his  own?  *No,  no,  ne  re- 
pKed calmly;  Tve  suffered  too  long 
an  apprenticeship  to  pain  for  that !  1 
own  I  was  at  first  a  little  disobedient 
— a  little  restive — but  now  I  am  learn- 
ing resignation !  Would  not  useless 
fretting  serve  to  enhance — to  aggra- 
vate my  pains  ? '  *  Well !  *  I  exclaimed, 
*  it  puzzles  my  theology — ^if  anything 

could  make  me  sceptical  * .    E 

saw  the  train  of  my  thoughts,  and  in- 
terrupted me,  laying  his  white  wasted 
hand  on  mine — *  I  always  strive  to  bear 
in  mind  that  I  am  in  the  hands  of  a 
God  as  GOOD  as  great,  and  that  I  am 
not  to  doubt  his  goodness,  because  I 
cannot  exactly  see  how  he  brings  it 
about.  Doubtless  there  are  reaaom  for 
my  suffering  what  I  do,  which,  though 
at  present  incomprehensible  to  me, 
would  appear  abundantly  satisfactory 
could  I  be  made  acquainted  with  them. 

Oh,  Dr  D ,  what  would  become  of 

me,*  said  E solemnly,  *were  I,  in- 
stead of  the  rich  consolations  of  reli- 
gion, to  have  nothing  to  rely  on  but  the 
disheartening  speculations  of  infideli- 
ty ! — ^If  in  ih%8  world  only  I  have  hope,* 
he  continued,  looking  steadfastly  up- 
wards, '  I  am  of  all  men  most  miser- 
able ! ' — ^Is  it  not  dangerous  to  know 
such  a  man,  lest  one  should  feel  in- 
clined to  fall  down  and  worship  him  ?  ** 
inquired  my  friend.  Indeed  I  thought 
so.     Surely  E was  a  mirade  of 

Eatience  and  fortitude !  and  how  he 
ad  contrived  to  make  his  splendid 
advancements  in  science,  whilst  sub- 
'ect  to  such  almost  unheard-of  tortures, 
x)th  as  to  duration  and  intensity — ^had 
devoted  himself  so  successfully  to  the 
prosecution  of  studies  requiring  habits 
of  long,  patient,  profound  abstraction 
— was  to  me  inconceivable. 

How  few  of  us  are  aware  of  what  is 
suffered  by  those  with  whom  we  are 
most  intimate !  How  few  know  the 
heavy  counterbalancings  of  popularity 
and  eminence — ^the  exquisite  agonies, 
whetherphysical  ormental,  inflicted  by 
one  irremovable  "thorn  in  the  flesh ! 
Oh!  the  miseries  of  that  eminence 
whose  chief  prerogative  too  often  is — 
Above  the  vulgar  herd  iowtv^  tMU  I 
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bol 


How  little  had  I  thought,  while  gazing 

at  the Booms  on  this  admirable 

man,  first  fascinated  with  the  placidity 
of  his  noble  features,  that  I  looked  at 
one  who  had  equal  claims  to  the  char- 
acter of  a  KABTTR  and  a  philosopher! 
How  my  own  petty  grievances  dwin* 
died  away  in  comparison  with  those 
endured  by  E  !  How  contemp- 
tible the  pusillanimity  I  had  often 
exhibited ! 

And  do  Ton,  reader,  who,  if  a  man, 
are  perhaps  in  the  habit  of  cursing  and 
blaspheming  while  smarting  under  the 
tootnach,  or  an^  of  those  minor  "ills 
that  flesh  is  heir  to,"  think,  at  such 

times,  of  poor,  meek,  suffering  E , 

and  be  silent ! 

I  could  not  dismiss  from  my  mind 

the  painful  image  of  E writhing 

on  the  floor,  as  I  have  above  described, 
but  lay  the  greater  part  of  the  night 
reflecting  on  the  probable  nature  of 
his  unusual  disorder.  Was  it  any- 
thing of  a  spasmodic  nature  ?  Would 
not  such  attacks  have  worn  him  out 
long  ago  ?  Was  it  one  of  the  remoter 
effects  of  partial  paralysis  ?  Was  it  a 
preternatural  pressure  on  the  spinal 
chord,  occasioned  by  fracture  of  one 
of  the  vertebrae,  or  enlargement  of 
the  intervertebral  ligaments  ?  Or  waft 
it  owing  to  a  thickening  of  the  medulla- 
spinalis  itself? 

Fifty  similar  conjectures  passed 
throup^h  my  mind,  excited  as  well  by 
the  singularity  of  the  disease  as  by 
sympathy  for  the  sufferer.  Before  I 
fell  asleep,  I  resolved  to  call  on  him 
durinj^  the  next  day,  and  inquire  care- 
fully into  the  nature  of  the  symptoms, 
in  the  forlorn  hope  of  hitting  on  some 
means  of  mitigatm?  his  sufferings. 

By  twelve  o'clock  at  noon  I  was  set 
down  again  at  his  door.  A  maid-ser- 
vant answered  my  summons,  and  told 
me  that  Mr  E  and  Joseph  were 
busily  en^ged  in  the  "Lo^bbory!" 
She  took  m  my  card  to  him,  and  re- 
turned with  her  master*s  compliments, 
and  he  would  thank  me  to  step  in.  I 
followed  the  eirl  to  the  laboratory.  On 
opening  the  door,  I  saw  E—— and  his 
work-fellow,  Joseph,  busily  en- 
fusing  some  species  of  metal. 

le  former  was  dressed  as  on  the  pre- 
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ceding  evening,  with  the  addition  of  a 
Ion?  black  apron — ^looked  heated  and 
flushed  with  exercise;  and,  with  his 
stooping  gait,  was  holding  some  small 
implement  oyer  the  fnmace,  while  Jo- 
seph, on  his  knees,  was  puffing  away 
at  the  fire  with  a  small  pair  of  bellows. 
— ^To  anticipate  for  a  moment.    How 

little  did  E or  I  imagine,  that  this 

was  very  nearly  the  loit  time  of  his 
ever  again  entering  the  scene  of  his 
long  and  useful  scientific  labours! 

I  was  utterly  astonished  to  see  one 
whose  sufferings  over-ui^ht  had  been  so 
dreadful,  quietly  pursumg  his  avoca- 
tions in  the  morning,  as  though  no- 
thing had  happened  to  him ! 

"Excuse  my  shaking  hands  with  you 
for  the  present,  Doctor,"  said  E-- — , 
looking  at  me  through  a  huge  pair 
of  tortoise-shell  spectacles,  "  for  both 
hands  are  engaged,  you  see.  My  friend, 

Dr f  has  just  sent  me  a  piece  of 

platina,  and  you  see  I'm  already  play- 
ing pranks  with  it !  Really,  I'm  as 
eager  to  spoil  a  plaything,  to  see  what 
mjr  rattle  s  made  of,  as  any  philoso- 
phical child  in  the  kiufdom !  Here  I 
am  analysing,  dissolvmg,  transmut- 
ing, and  so  on.  But  I've  really  an  im- 
portant end  in  view  here,  trying  a  new 

combination  of  metal,  and  Dr is 

anxious  to  know  if  the  result  of  my 
process  corresponds  with  hia. — ^Now, 

now,  Joseph,"  said  E ^  breaking  off 

suddenly,  "it  is  ready;  bring  the" 

At  this  critical  instant,  by  some  un- 
lucky accident,  poor  Joseph  suddenly 
overthrew  the  whole  apparatus — and 
the  compounds,  ashes,  fi'agments,  &c., 
were  spilled  on  the  floor !  Really  I  quite 
lost  my  own  temper  with  thinking  of 
the  vexatious  cUsappointment  it  would 

be  to  E .    Not  so,  however,  with 

him. 

"Oh,  dear— dear,  dear  me!  Well, 
here's  an  end  of  our  day's  work  before 
we  thought  for  it !  How  did  you  do  it, 
Joseph,  eh?  "  said  E — — ,  with  an  air 
of  chagrin,  but  with  perfect  mildness 
of  tone.  What  a  ludicrous  contrast 
between  the  philosopher  and  his  assist- 
ant !  The  latter,  an  obese  little  fellow, 
with  a  droll  cast  of  one  eye,  was  quite  red 
in  the  face,  and,  wringing  his  hands,  ex- 
claimed — "0  Lord— -0  Lord — 0  Lord! 


what  eould  I  have  been  doing,  mas- 
ter?" 

"Why,  that's  surely  your  concern 

more  than  mine,"  rephed  E ,  smil- 

iag  at  me.  "  Come,  come,  it  can't  be 
helped — you've  done  yourself  more 

hann  than  me — by  giving  Dr 

such  a  specimen  of  your  awkwardness 
as  /have  not  seen  for  many  a  month. 
See  and  set  things  to  rights  as  soon  as 

possible,"  said  E ,  calmly  putting 

away  his  spectacles. 

"  Well,  Dr ,  what  do  you  think 

of  my  little  workshop  ?  "  he  continued, 
addressing  me,  who  still  stood  with  my 
hat  and  gloves  on — surprised  and  de- 
lighted to  see  that  his  temper  had  stood 
tms  trial,  and  that  such  a  provoking 
C(mire4emp8  had  really  not  at  all  ruffled 
him.  From  the  position  in  which  he 
stood,  the  light  fell  strongly  on  his  face, 
and  I  saw  Us  features  more  distinctly 
than  heretofore.  I  noticed  that  sure 
index  of  a  thinking  countenance — ^three 
strong  perpendicular  marks,  or  folds, 
between  the  eyebrows,  at  right  angles 
with  the  deep  wrinkles  that  furrowed 
his  forehead,  and  then  the  "untroubled 
lustre  "  of  his  cold,  clear,  full,  blue  eyes, 
rich  and  serene  as  that 

through  whoae  clear  medium  the  great 

sun 
Loveth  to  shoot  his  beams,  all  bright'ning,  all 
Tumixigtogold. 

Reader,  when  you  see  a  face  of  this 
stamp,  so  marked,  and  with  such  eyes 
and  mrehead,  rest  assured  you  are  look- 
ing at  a  gifted,  if  not  an  extraordinary 
man. 

The  lower  features  were  somewhat 
shrunk  and  sallow,  as  well  they  might, 
if  only  from  a  thousand  hours  of  agony, 
setting  aside  the  constant  wearing  of 
his  "ever-waking  mind;"  yet  a  smile 
of  cheerfulness,  call  it  rather  resigna- 
tion, irradiated  his  pale  countenance, 
like  twilight  on  a  sepulchre.  He  show- 
ed me  round  his  laboratory,  which  was 
kept  in  most  exemplary  cleanliness 
and  order;  and  then,  opening  a  door, 
we  entered  the"  sanctimi  sanctorum" — 
his  study.  It  had  not  more,  I  should 
think,  than  five  or  six  hundred  books; 
but  all  of  them — in  plain  substantial 
bindings — ^had  manifestly  seen  good 
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service.  Immediately  beneath  the  win- 
dow stood  several  portions  of  a  splen- 
did astronomical  apparatus — a  very 
large  telescope,  in  exquisite  order — a 
recently  invented  instrument  for  cal- 
culating the  parallaxes  of  the  fixed  stars 
— a  chronometer  of  his  own  construc- 
tion, &c.  "Do  you  see  this  jpiece  of 
furniture?"  he  inquired,  directing  my 
attention  to  a  sort  of  sideless  sofa,  or 
broad  inclined  plane,  stuffed,  the  ex- 
tremity turned  up,  to  rest  the  feet 
against — and  being  at  an  angle  of  about 
forty-five  degrees  with  the  floor.  "  Ah ! 
could  that  thing  speak,  it  might  tell 
a  tale  of  my  tortures,  such  as  no  living 
being  may !  For,  when  I  feel  my  daily 
paroxysms  coming  on  me,  if  I  am  any- 
where near  my  study,  I  lay  my  wearied 
limbs  here,  and  continue  till  I  find 
relief!"  This  put  conversation  into 
the  very  train  I  wished.  I  begged 
him  to  favour  mc  with  a  description  of 
his  disease ;  and  he  sat  down  and  com- 
plied. I  recollect  him  comparing  the 
pain  to  that  which  might  be  supposed 
to  follow  the  incessant  stinging  of  a 
wasp  at  the  spinal  marrow — sudden 
lancinating,  accompanied  by  quivering 
sensations  thi'oughout  the  whole  ner- 
vous system — ^followed  by  a  strange 
sense  of  numbness.  He  said  that  at 
other  times  it  was  as  though  some 
one  were  in  the  act  of  drilling  a  hole 
through  his  back-bone,  and  piercing 
the  marrow!  Sometimes,  during  the 
moments  of  his  most  ecstatic  'agonies, 
he  felt  as  though  his  back-bone  were 
rent  asunder  all  the  way  up.  The 
pain  was,  on  the  whole,  local — confined 
to  the  first  of  the  lumbar  vertebrae;  but 
occasionally  fluctuating  between  them 
and  the  dorsal. 

When  he  had  finished  the  dreary 
details  of  his  disease,  I  was  obliged  to 
acknowledge,  with  a  sigh,  that  nothing 
suggested  itself  to  me  as  a  remedy,  but 

what  I  understood  from  Dr  D had 

been  tried  over  and  over,  and  over 
again.  "You  are  ri^ht,"  he  repUed 
sorrowfully.  "Dreadful  as  are  my 
sufferings,  the  bare  thought  of  under- 
going more  medical  or  surgical  treat- 
ment makes  me  shudder.  My  back 
is  already  frightfully  disfigured  with 
the  searings  of  caustic,  seton-mai'ks, 


cupping,  and  blistering ;  and  I  hope 
God  will  give  me  patience  to  wait  till 
these  perpetual  knockings,  as  it  were, 
shall  nave  at  length  battered  down 
this  frail  structure. 

"  Mr  E ,  you  rival  some  of  tho 

old  martyrs!"  I  faltered,  grasping  his 
hand  as  we  rose  to  leave  the  study. 

"  In  point  of  bodilysuffering,  I  may ; 
but  their  holiness!  Those  who  are  put 
into  the  keenest  parts — the  very  heart 
of  the  'fiery  furnace' — ^will  come  out 
most  refined  at  last!" 

"Well,  you  may  be  earning  a  glo- 
rious reward  hereafter,  for  your  con- 
stancy " 

"  Or  I  may  be  merely  smarting  for 
the  sins  of  my  forefathers ! "  exclamied 
E mournfully. 

Monday^  July  18 — .  Having  been 
summoned  to  a  patient  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  E — --,  I  took  that  oppor- 
tunity of  calling  upon  him  on  my  re- 
turn. It  was  about  nine  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  and  I  found  the  philosopher 
sittin^^  pensively  in  the  parlour  alone ; 
for  his  niece,  I  learnea,  had  retired 
early,  owing  to  indisposition.  A  pe- 
culiar sinumbra  lamp,  of  his  own  con- 
trivance, stood  on  the  table,  which  was 
strewn  with  books,  pamphlets,  and 
papers.  He  received  me  with  his  usual 
gentle  affability.  • 

"  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  I  feel 
in  a  sing^ar  mood  of  mind  to-night,'* 
said  he:  "I  ou^ht  to  say  rather  many 
moods:  sometimes  so  suddenly  and 
strongly  excited  as  to  lose  the  control 
over  my  emotions — at  others  sinking 
into  the  depths  of  .despondency.  I've 
been  trying  for  these  two  hours  to 
glance  over  this  'New  View  of  the  Nep- 
tunian Theory,'  "  pointing  to  an  open 

book  on  the  table,  "which nas 

sent  me,  to  review  for  him  in  the ; 

but  'tis  useless;  I  cannot  command 
my  thoughts."  I  felt  his  pulse :  it  was 
one  of  the  most  irregular  I  had  ever 
knoym.  "  I  know  what  you  suspect," 
said  he.  observing  my  eyes  fixed  with 
a  puzzled  air  on  my  watch,  and  my 
finger  at  his  wrist,  for  several  minutes; 
"  some  organic  mischief  at  the  heart. 
Several  of  your  fraternity  have  latterly 
comforted  me  with  assurances  to  that 
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effect."  I  assured  him  I  dicl  not  ap- 
prehend anything  of  the  kind,  but 
merely  that  his  circulation  was  aHttle 
disturbed  by  recent  excitement. 

"True— true,"  he  replied,  "lorn  a 
little  flustered,  as  the  phrase  is  " 

"  Oh ! — here's  the  secret,  I  suppose?  " 
said  I,  reaching  to  a  periodical  publi- 
cation of  the  month  lying  on  the  table, 
and  in  which  I  had,  a  few  days  ago, 
read  a  somewhat  virulent  attack  on 
him.  "You're  very  rudely  handled 
here,  I  think?"  said  I. 

"  What !  do  you  think  that  has  dis- 
composed me?  '  he  inquired  with  a 
smile.  "No,  no — I'm  past  feeling 
these  things  long  ago !  Abuse — mere 
personality — now  excites  in  me  no 
emotion  of  any  kind ! " 

"Why,  Mr  E ,  surely  you  are 

not  indifferent  to  the  opinion  of  the 
public,  which  may  be  misled  by  such 
things  as  these,  if  suffered  to  go  un- 
answered?" 

"  I  am  not  afraid  of  that.  If  I've 
done  anything  good  in  my  time,  as  I 
have  honestly  tried  to  do,  sensible 
people  won't  believe  me  an  impostor, 
at  any  man's  bidding.  Those  who 
toould  be  so  influenced,  are  hardly 
worth  undeceiving."* 

*  *  "  There's  a  good  deal  of  acute- 
ness  in  the  paper ;  and,  in  one  parti- 
cular, the  reviewer  has  fairly  caught 
me  tripping.  He  may  laugh  at  me  as 
much  as  he  pleases ;  but  why  go  about 
to  put  himself  in  a  passion  ?  The  sub- 
ject did  not  require  it.  But  if  he  is  in 
a  passion,  should  I  not  be  foolish  to 
be  in  one  too  ? — ^Passion  serves  only 
to  put  out  truth ;  and  no  one  would 
indulge  it  that  had  truth  only  in  view. 
*    *    The  real  occasion  of  my  ner- 

*  "This  gentleman's  speculations  have 
long  served  to  amuse  children  and  old  peo- 
ple :  now  that  he  lias  become  old  faimseli,  he 
also  may  hope  for  amusement  from  them. " — 
*'  This  mountain  has  so  long  brought  forth 
mice,  that,  now  it  has  become  enfeebled  and 
worn  out,  it  may  amuse  itself  with  looking 
after  its  progeny." — "Chimeras  of  a  dis- 
eased bram." — "Quackery." Review,^ 

[noither  the  Edinburgh  nor  Quarterly.]  Mr 
£ knew  who  vxu  the  tniter  atf  this  artieU. 

t  Tb«  French  Tranalator  rolunteers  to  aarign  tn  a 
nota,  '*  Le  New  UontUy  Hagailne,**as  tha  one  alladed 
to,  and  from  which  these  quotations  are  made,  though 
I  diitinctly  sUtad  It  to  be  osa  of  tha  BaTiewe. 


vousness,"  he  continued,  "  is  far  dif- 
ferent from  what  you  have  supposed 
— a  little  incident  which  occurred  only 
this  evening;  and  I  will  tell  it  you. 

"My  niece,  feeling  poorly  with  a 
cold,  retired  to  bed  as  soon  as  she  had 
done  tea;  and,  after  sitting  here 
about  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  I  took  one 
of  the  candles,  and  walked  to  the  la- 
boratory, to  see  whether  all  was  right 
— as  is  my  custom  every  evening. 
On  opening  the  door,  to  my  very 
peat  amazement,  I  saw  a  stranger 
m  it;  a  gentleman  in  dark-coloured 
clothes,  holding  a  dim  taper  in  one 
hand,  and  engaged  in  going  round  the 
room,  apparently  putting  all  my  in- 
struments in  order.  I  stood  at  the 
door  almost  petrified,  watching  his 
movements  without  thinking  of  inter- 
rupting them,  for  a  sudden  feeling  of 
something  like  awe  crept  over  me. 
He  made  no  noise  whatever,  and  did 
not  seem  awai*e  that  any  one  was 
looking  at  him — or  if  he  was^  he  did 
not  seem  disposed  to  notice  the  inter- 
ruption. I  saw  him  as  clearly,  and 
what  he  was  doing,  as  I  now  see  you 
playing  with  your  gloves !  he  was  en- 
gaged leisurely  putting  away  all  my 
loose  imnlements:  shutting  boxes, 
cases,  ana  cupboards,  with  the  accu- 
racy of  one  who  was  perfectly  well 
acquainted  with  his  work.  Having 
thus  disposed  of  all  the  instruments 
and  apparatus  which  had  been  used 
to-day — and  we  have  had  very  many 
more  than  usual  out — ^he  opened  the 
inner  door  leading  to  the  study,  and 
entered — I  following  in  mute  aston- 
ishment. He  went  to  work  the  same 
way  in  the  study ;  shutting  up  several 
volumes  that  lay  open  on  the  table, 
and  carefully  replacing  them  in  their 
proper  places  on  the  shelves. 

"Havine  cleared  away  these,  he 
approached  the  astronomical  appara- 
tus near  the  window,  put  the  cap  on 
the  object-end  of  the  telescope,  pushed 
in  the  joints  all  noiselessly,  closed  up 
in  its  case  my  new  chronometer,  and 
then  returned  to  the  table  where  my 
desk  lajr,  took  up  the  inkstand,  poured 
out  the  ink  into  the  fireplace,  flunff  all 
the  pens  under  the  ^ate,  and  then 
shut  the  desk,  locked  it^nd  laid  the 
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key  on  the  top  of  it.  When  he  had 
done  all  this,  he  walked  towards  the 
wall,  and  turned  slowly  towards  me, 
looked  me  fiill  in  the  face,  and  shoc^ 
his  head  mournfully.  Ilie  taper  he 
held  in  his  hand  slowly  expired ;  and 
the  spectre,  if  such  it  were,  disap- 
peared. The  strangest  part  of  the 
story  is  yet  to  follow.  The  pale,  fixed 
features  seemed  perfectly /ontiiuir  to 
me — they  were  those  which  I  had 
often  gazed  at,  in  a  portrait  of  Mr 
Boyle,  prefixed  to  my  quarto  copy  of 
his  Treatise  of  Jimatpherie  Air.  As 
soon  as  I  haa  a  little  recovered  my 
self-possession,  I  took  down  the  work 
in  question,  and  examined  the  portrait. 
I  was  right  I— I  cannot  account  for 
my  not  having  spoken  to  the  figure, 
or  gone  close  up  to  it.  I  think  I  could 
have  done  either,  as  far  as  courage 
went.  My  prevailing  idea  was,  that 
a  single  word  would  have  dissolved 
the  charm,  and  my  curiosity  prompted 
me  to  see  it  out.  I  returned  to  the 
parlour,  and  ran^  the  hell  for  Joseph. 
" '  Joseph,'  said  I,  '  have  you  set 
things  to  rights  in  the  laboratory  and 
study  to-nipht?' — *Ye8,  master,*  he 
replied,  with  surprise  in  his  manner ; 
*  i  finished  it  before  tea-time,  and  set 
things  in  partieuiar  good  order ;  I  gave 
both  the  rooms  a  right  good  cleaning 
out ;  I'm  sure  there's  not  a  very  pin  in 
its  wrong  place." 

"^WlMit  made  you  fline  the  pens 
and  ink  in  the  fireplace  and  under  the 
grate?' 

'* '  Because  I  thought  they  were  of 
no  use — the  pens  worn  to  stumps,  and 
the  ink  thick  and  clotted — too  much 
^m  in  it.'  Hb  was  evidently  aston- 
ished at  being  asked  such  questions, 
and  was  goinr  to  explain  further, 
when  I  said  simply,  *That  will  do,* 
and  he  retired.  Now,  what  am  I  to 
think  of  all  this  ?  If  it  were  a  mere 
ocular  spectrum,  clothed  with  its  func- 
tions firom  my  own  excited  fanc^, 
there  was  yet  a  unity  of  purpose  in 
its  doingsthat  is  extraordinarv  1  Some- 
thing very  much  like  '  shvttmg  up  the 

*Aop*--eh?"  inquired  E »•  with  a 

melancholy  smile. 

"  *Tis  touching — very!  I  never 
heard  of  a  more  singular  incident,"  I 


replied  abstractedly,  without  removing 
my  eyes  firom  the  fire ;  for  nw  reading 
of  the  occurrence  was  a  sudden  and 
strong  conviction,  that,  ghost  or  no 
ghost,  E—  had  toiled  his  kui  in  the 
behalf  of  science — that  he  would  never 
again  have  occasion  to  use  his  philo- 
sophical machinery!  This  melan* 
choly  presentiment  invested  E  , 
and  all  he  said  or  did,  with  tenfold 
interest  in  my  eyes.  "  Don't  suppose, 
doctor,  that  I  am  weak  enough  to  be 
seriously  disturbed  by  the  occurrence 
I  have  just  been  mentioning.  Whether 
or  not  It  really  portends  my  approach- 
ing  death,  I  know  not.  Though  I  am 
not  presumptuous  enough  to  suj^mmso 
myself  so  important  as  to  warrant  any 
special  inteiterence  of  Providence  on 
my  behalf^  vet  I  cannot  help  think- 
ing I  am  to  look  on  this  as  a  warning 
— ^a  solemn  premonition — that  I  may 
*  set  my  house  in  order,  and  die.' "  Onr 
conversation,  during  the  remainder  of 
our  interview,  tnmM  on  the  topic  sug- 
gested by  the  affecting  incident  just 
related.  I  listened  to  all  he  uttered  as 
to  the  words  of  a  doomed — a  dying 

man !    What  E advanced  on  this 

difficult  and  interesting  subject,  was 
marked  not  less  by  sound  philosophy 
than  unfeigned  piety.  He  ended  with 
avowing  ms  belief  that  the  Omnipo* 
tent  Being,  who  formed  both  the  body 
and  the  soul,  and  willed  them  to  exist 
unitedly,  could  surely,  nevertheless,  if 
he  saw  ^ood,  cause  the  one  to  exist 
separately  from  the  other ;  either  by 
endowing  it  with  new  properties  for 
that  special  purpose,  or  by  enabling 
it  to  exercise,  in  its  cUsembodied  state, 
those  powers  which  continued  kUeni  in 
it  durmg  its  connection  with  the  body; 
Did  it  follow,  he  askec^  that  neither 
body  nor  soul  possessed  any  other 
qwuMee  than  those  which  were  neces- 
sary to  enable  them  to  exist  together? 
Why  should  the  soul  be  incapable  of 
a  siibstantially  distinct  personal  exist- 
ence ?  Where  the  impoasHnUh/  of  its 
being  made  visible  to  organs  of  sense  ? 
Has  the  Almighty  no  means  of  bring- 
ing this  to  pass  ?  Are  there  no  latent 
properties  m  the  or^pans  of  vision — ^no 
subtle  syn^Mxthies  with  immaterial  sub- 
stances—which are  yet  undiscovered, 
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and  even  nndiscoyerable  ?  Surely  this 
may  be  the  case — though  how,  it  would 
be  impossible  to  conjecture.  He  saw 
no  bad  philosophy,  ne  said,  in  this ; 
and  he  who  decided  the  question  in 
the  negative,  before  he  had  brought 
forward  some  evidence  of  its  moral 
or  physical  tmposaibUxty,  was  guilty  of 
most  presumptuous  dogmatism. 

This  is  the  substance  of  his  opinions ; 
but,  alas !  I  lack  the  chaste,  nervous, 
philosophical  eloquence  in  which  they 
were  clothed.    A  distinguished  living 

character  said  of  E ,  that  he  was 

the  most  fascinating  talker  on  abstruse 
subjects  he  ever  heard.  I  could  have 
stayed  all  night  listening  to  him.  In 
fact,  I  fear  I  did  trespass  on  his  polite- 
ness even  to  inconvenience.  I  stayed 
and  partook  of  his  supper — simple  fru- 
gal fare — consisting  of  roast  potatoes 
and  two  tumblers  of  new  nulk.  I  left 
about  eleven ;  my  mind  occupied  but 
with  one  wish  all  the  way  home — that 

I  had  known  E intimately  for  as 

many  yea/rs  as  hours ! 

Two  days  afterwards,  the  following 
hurried  note  was  put  into  my  hands 

from   my  friend  Dr  D :    "  My 

dear ,  I  am  sure  you  will  be  as 

much  afflicted  as  I  was,  at  hearing 

that  our  inestimable  friend,  Bir  E- , 

had  a  sudden  stroke  of  the  palsy  this 
afternoon  about  two  o'clock,  from 
which  I  very  much  fear  he  may  never 
recover;  for  this,  added  to  his  ad- 
vanced age,  and  the  dreadful  chronic 
complaint  under  which  he  labours,  is 
surely  sufficient  to  shatter  the  small 
remams  of  his  strength.  I  need  hard- 
ly say  that  all  is  in  confusion  at . 

lam  going  down  there  to-night,  and 
shall  be  happy  to  drive  you  down  also, 
if  you  will  be  at  my  house  by  seven. 
Yours,  &c." — ^I  was  grieved  and  agi- 
tated, but  in  nowise  surprised  at  this 
intelligence.  What  passed  the  last 
time  I  saw  him,  prepared  me  for  some- 
thing of  this  kind. 

On  arriving  in  the  evening,  we 
were  shown  into  the  parlour,  where 
sat  Miss  E ^  in  a  paroxysm  of  hy- 
sterical weeping,  which  had  forced 
her,  a  few  moments  before,  to  leave 
her  uncle's  sick-room.  It  was  some 
time  before  we  could  calm  her  agitated 


spirits,  or  get  her  to  give  uis  anything 
like  a  connected  account  of  her  uncle's 
sudden  illness.  ''  Oh,  these  will  tell 
you  all ! "  said  she  sobbing,  and  taking 
two  letters  from  her  bosom,  one  of 
which  bore  a  black  seal ;  "  it  is  these 
cruel  letters  that  have  broken  his 
heart !  Both  came  by  the  same  post 
this  morning!"  She  withdrew,  pro- 
mising to  send  for  us  when  all  was 
ready,  and  we  hastily  opened  the  two 
letters  she  had  left.  What  will  the 
reader  suppose  were  the  two  heavy 
strokes  dealt  at  once  upon  the  head  of 

Mr  E by  an  inscrutable  YtovU 

dence  ?  The  letter  I  opened  conveyed 
the  intelligence  of  the  sudden  death, 

in  childbed,  of  Mrs  ,  his  only 

daughter,  to  whom  he  had  been  most 
passionately  attached.    The  letter  Dr 

P held  in  his  hand,  disclosed  an 

instance  of  almost  unparalleled  perfidy 
and  ingratitude.  I  shall  here  state 
what  I  learned  afterwards :  that,  many 

years  ago,  Mr  E had  taken  a  poor 

lad  from  one  of  the  parish  schools,* 

S leased  with  his  quickness  and  obe- 
ience,  and  had'  apprenticed  him  to  a 
respectable  tradesman.  He  served 
his  articles  honourably,  and  Mr  E— - 
nobly  advanced  him  funds  to  establish 
himself  in  business.  He  prospered 
beyond  every  one's  expectations ;  and 
the  good,  generous,  confiding  E— , 
was  so  delighted  with  his  conduct, 
and  persuaded  of  his  principles,  that 
he  gradually  advanced  nim  large  sums 
of  money  to  increase  an  extensive 
connection ;  and  at  last  invested  his  a2/, 
amounting  to  little  short  of  £16,000, 
in  this  man's  concern,  for  which  he 
received  five  per  cent.  Sudden  suc- 
cess, however,  turned  this  young 
man's  head ;  and  Mr  E — —  had  long 
been  uneasy  at  hearing  current  ru- 
mours about  lasprotegS's  unsteadiness 
and  extravagance.  He  had  several 
times  spoken  to  him  about  them ;.  but 
was  easily  persuaded  that  the  reports 
in  question  were  as  groundless  as  ma- 

*  "  Enfans  trouv^,  enfans  de  pauvres. 
On  peut  se  chai^er  d'eux  en  payant  une 
somme  1^  la  paroisse  qui  vous  le  1  ivre.  Cette 
coutume  a  d6gfyi6r6  d'une  maiufere  horrible, 
et,  dans  certains  cantons  d'Angleterre,  elle 
est  devenue  un  veritable  march6  de  chair 
humaine."— 2fo««  of  the  French  Tranaator. 
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lignant.  And  as  the  last  half-year*s 
interest  was  paid  punctnall^,  accom- 
panied with  a  hint,  that  if  doubts 
were  entertained  of  his  probity,  the 
man  was  ready  to  refand  a  great  part 

of  the  principal^  Mr  E 's  confidence 

revived.  Kow,  the  letter  in  question 
was  from  this  person,  and  stated  that, 
though   "  circumstances  "  had   com- 

Selled  him  to  withdraw  from  his  cre- 
itors  for  the  present — ^in  other  words, 
to  abscond — ^he  had  no  doubt  that,  if 

Mr  E would  wait  a  little,  he  should 

in  time  be  able  to  pay  him  "a  fair 
dividend ! " 

"  Good  God !  why,  E is  ruined!  " 

exclaimed  Dr  D ,  turning  pale, 

and  dropping  the  letter,  after  having 
read  it  to  me.  "Yes,  ruined! — aU 
the  hard  savings  of  many  years*  la- 
bour and  economy,  aone  at  a  stroke  I " 

"  Why,  was  (Ul  his  small  fortune 
embarked  in  this  man's  concern  ?  " 

"  All,  except  a  few  hundreds  lying 
loose  at  his  banker's ! — What  is  to  b^ 
come  of  poor  Miss  E ?  " 

"Cannot  this  infamous  scoundrel 
be  brought  to  justice  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"If  he  were,  he  may  prove,  perhaps, 
not  worth  powder  and  shot,  the  viper  I " 

Similar  emotions  kept  us  both  silent 
for  several  moments. 

"This  will  put  his  philosophy "1;o  a 
dreadful  trial,''  said  I.  "How  do  you 
think  he  will  bear  it,  should  he  recover 
from  the  present  seizure  so  far  as  to  be 
made  sensible  of  the  extent  of  his  mis- 
fortunes?" 

"  Oh,  nobly,  nobly  I  I'll  pledge  my 
existence  to  it!  He'll  bear  it  like  a 
Christian  as  well  as  a  philosopher! 
I've  seen  him  in  trouble  tefore  this." 

"  Is  Miss  E entirely  dependent 

on  her  uncle ;  and  has  he  made  no  pro- 
vision for  her?" 

"Alas,  he  had  appropriated  to  her 
£5000  of  the  £15,000  m  this  man's 
hands,  as  a  marriage  portion — ^I  know 
it,  for  1  am  one  of  his  executors.  The 
circumstance  of  leaving  her  thus  des- 
titute will,  I  know,  prey  cruelly  on  his 
mind." — Shortly  afterwards,  we  were 
summoned  into  the  chamber  of  the  ven- 
erable sujQferer.  His  niece  sat  at  the 
bedside,  near  his  head,  holding  one  of 
his  cold  motionless  hands  in  hers.    Mr 


E *s  face,  deadly  pale,  and  damp 

with  perspiration,  had  suffered  a  shock- 
ing distortion  of  the  features — ^the  left 
eye  and  the  mouth  being  drawn  down- 
wards to  the  left  side.  He  gazed  at  us 
vacantly,  evidently  vrithout  recognis- 
ing us,  as  we  took  our  stations,  one  at 
the  foot,  the  other  at  the  side  of  the  bed. 
What  a  melancholjr  contrast  between 
the  present  expression  of  his  eyes  and 
that  of  acuteness  and  brilliance  which 
eminently  characterised  them  in  health ! 
They  reminded  me  of  Milton's  sun, 
loolang 

" through  the  horizontal  misty  air. 

Shorn  of  its  beams.*' 

The  distorted  lips  were  moving  about 
incessantly,  as  though  with  abortive 
efforts  to  speak,  though  he  could  utter 
nothing  but  an  inarticulate  murmuring 
sound,  which  he  had  continued  almost 
from  the  moment  of  his  being  struck. 
Was  it  not  a  piteous,  a  heart-rending 
spectacle  ?   Was  tAw  the  philosopheb! 

After  making  due  inquiries,  and  as- 
certaining the  extent  of  the  injury  to 
his 'nervous  system,  we  withdrew  to 
consult  on  the  treatment  to  be  adopted. 
I  considered  that  the  uncommon  quan- 
tities of  laudanum  he  had  so  long  been 
in  the  habit  of  receiving  into  his  sys- 
tem, alone  sufficiently  accounted  for 
his  present  seizure.  Then,  again,  the 
disease  in  his  spine — the  consequent 
exhaustion  of  liis  energies — the  seden- 
tary, thoughtful  life  he  led — all  these 
were  at  least  predisposing  causes.  The 
sudden  shock  he  had  received  in  the 
morning,  merely  accelerated  what  had 
long  been  advancing  on  him.  We  both 
anticipated  a  speedy  fatal  issue,  and 
resolved  to  take  the  earliest  opportu- 
nity of  acquainting  him  with  his  ap- 
proaching end. 

[He  lies  in  nearly  the  same  state 
during  Thursday  and  Friday  J 

Saturday. — ^We  are  both  astonished 

and  delighted  to  find  that  E 's  daily 

paroxysms  have  deserted  him,  at  least 
ne  has  exhibited  no  symptoms  of  their 
appearance  up  to  this  day.  On  enter- 
ing the  room,  we  found,  to  our  inex- 
Eressible  satisfaction,  that  his  disorder 
ad  taken  a  very  unusuaj  and  happy 
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course — haviDg  been  worked  out  of  the 
system  hy  fever.  This,  as  my  medical 
readers  will  be  aware,  is  a  very  rare 
occurrence. — [Three  or  four  paffes  of 
the  Diary  are  occupied  with  technical 
details,  of  no  interest  whatever  to  the 
general  reader.] — His  features  were 
soon  restored  to  their  natural  position, 
and,  in  short,  every  appearance  of  palsy 
left  him. 

Sunday  eoening. — Mr.  E goinff 

on  well,  and  his  mental  energies  and 
speech  perfectly  restored.  I  called  on 
hun  alone.  Almost  his  first  words  to 
me  were,  "Well,  doctor,  good  Mr  Bovle 
was  right,  you  see?"  I  replied,  that 
it  yet  remamed  to  be  proved. 

"God  sent  me  a  noble  messenger 
to  summon  me  hence,  did  he  not? 
One  whose  character  has  always  been 
my  model,  as  far  as  I  could  imitate  his 
great  and  good  quaUties." 

"  You  attach  too  much  weight,  Mr 
E ,  to  that  creature  of  imagina- 
tion." 

"  What !  do  you  really  doubt  that  I 
am  on  my  deathbed?  I  assuredly  shall 
not  recover.  The  pains  in  my  back 
have  left  me,  that  my  end  may  be  easy. 
Ay,  ay,  the  'silver  cord  is  loosed.' "  I 
inquired  about  the  sudden  cessation 
of  ms  chronic  complaint.  He  said  it 
had  totally  disappeared,  leaving  behind 
it  only  a  sensation  of  numbness.  "In 
this  instance  of  His  mercy  towards  an 
tmworthy  worm  of  the  earth,  I  devoutly 
thank  mv  Father — ^my  God ! "  he  ex- 
claimed, looking  reverentially  upward. 
— "  Oh,  how  could  I  in  patience  have 
possessed  my  soul,  if  to  the  pains  of 
dying  had  been  superadded  those 
which  have  embitterea  life !  My  con- 
stant prayer  to  God  has  been,  that,  if 
it  be  His  will,  my  life  may  run  out  clear 
to  the  last  drop ;  and  though  the  stream 
has  been  a  little  troubled" — ^alluding 
to  the  intelligence  which  had  occasion- 
ed his  illness — "  I  may  yet  have  my 
prayer  answered.  Oh,  sweet  darling 
Anne!  why  should  I  grieve  for  voui 
Where  I  am  going,  I  numbly  believe 
you  are!  Root  and  branch  —  both 
gathered  home  1"  He  shed  tears  abun- 
aantly,  but  spioke  of  the  dreadful  be- 
reavement in  t&rms  o\  perfect  resigna- 
tion.       *    .    ♦        *        "You  are, 


no  doubt,  acquainted,"  he  continued, 
"  with  the  other  afflicting  news,  which, 
I  own,  has  cut  me  to  the  quick  I  My 
confidence  has  been  betrayed — ^my 
sweet  niece's  prospects  utterly  blight- 
ed, and  I  made  a  beggar  of  in  my  old 
age.  This  ungrate^l  man  has  squan- 
dered away  infamously  the  careful 
savings  of  more  than  thirty  years — 
every  penny  of  which  has  been  earned 
with  tne  sweat  of  my  brow.  I  do  not 
so  much  care  for  it  myself,  as  I  have 
still  enough  left  to  preserve  me  from 
want  during  the  few  remaining  days  I 
have  left  me ;  but  my  poor  dear  Emma! 
My  heart  aches  to  think  of  it  \ " 

"  I  hope  you  may  yet  recover  some 
portion  of  your  property,  Mr  E— —  ; 
the  man  speaks  in  his  letter  of  paying 
you  a  fair  dividend." 

"  No,  no — when  once  a  man  has  de- 
liberately acted  in  such  an  unprin- 
cipled manner  as  he  has,  it  is  foolish 
to  expect  restitution.  Loss  of  charac- 
ter and  the  confidence  of  his  benefac- 
tor makes  him  desperate.  I  find  that, 
should  I  linger  on  earth  longer  than 
a  few  weeks,  I  cannot  now  afford  to 
pay  the  rent  of  this  house — I  must 
remove  from  it — I  cannot  die  in  the 
house  in  which  my  poor  wife  breathed 
her  last — ^this  very  room ! "  His  tears 
burst  forth  again,  and  mine  started  to 
my  eyes.  "  A  friend  is  now  looking 
out  lodgings  for  me  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, to  which  I  shall  remove  the  in- 
stant my  health  will  permit.  It  goes 
to  my  heart,  to  think  of  the  bustling 
auctioneer  disposing  of  all  my  appa- 
ratus " — ^tears  again  gushed  from  nis 
eyes  —  "  the  companions  of  many 
years"—   • 

"  Dear,  dear  sir ! — Your  friends  will 
ransack  heaven  and  earth  before  your 
fears  shall  be  verified,"  said  I,  with 
emotion. 

"They — y6u— are  very  good — but 
you  would  be  unsuccessful !  —  You 
must  think  me  very  weak  to  let  these 
things  overcome  me  in  this  way — one 
can't  help  feeling  them ! — ^A  man  may 
writhe  under  the  amputating  knife, 
and  yet  acknowledge  the  necessity  of 
its  use!  My  spirit  wants  cUsciplin- 
ing." 

"  Allow  me  to  say,  Jfc^E— ,  that 
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I  think  you  bear  your  misfortunes 
with  admirable  fortitude — ^true  philo- 
sophic " 

"Oh,  doctor  I  doctor!"  he  exclaim- 
ed, interrupting  me  vrith  solemn  em- 
phasis—  "believe  a  dying  man,  to 
whom  all  this  world's  fancied  realities 
have  sunk  into  shadows — nothing  can 
make  a  deathbed  easy,  but  beuoion — 
a  humble,  hearty  faith  in  Him,  whose 
Son  redeemed  mankind !  Philosophy 
— science — ^is  a  nothing — a  mockery 
— a  delusion— if  it  be  only  of  this 
world !  I  believe  from  the  oottom  of 
my  heart,  and  have  long  done  so,  that 
the  essence — ^the  very  crown  and  glory 
of  true  philosophy,  is  to  surrender  up 
the  soul  entirely  to  God's  teaching, 
and  practically  receive  and  appreciate 
the  consolations  of  the  gospel  of  Jesus 
Christ !  '*  Oh,  the  fervency  with  which 
he  expressed  himself — his  shrunk 
clasped  hands  pointed  upwards,  and 
his  features  beaming  with  devotion ! 
I  told  him  it  did  my  heart  good  to 
hear  such  opinions  avowed  by  a  man 
of  his  distinguished  attainments. 

"  Don't— don't— don't  talk  in  that 
strain,  doctor ! "  said  he,  turning  to 
me  with  a  reproving  air.  "  Could  a 
living  man  but  know  how  compli- 
ments pall  upon  a  dying  man's  ear ! 
*  *  *  I  am  going  shortly  into  the 
presence  of  Him  who  is  Wisdom  it- 
self; and  shall  I  go  pluming  myself 
on  my  infinitely  less  than  glow-worm 
glimmer,  into  the  presence  of  that 
pure  Effulgence?  Doctor,  I've  felt, 
latterly,  t^t  I  would  give  worlds  to 
forget  the  pitiful  acquirements  which 
I  have  purchased  by  a  life's  labour,,  if 
my  soul  might  meet  a  smile  of  appro- 
bation when  it  first  flits  into  the  pre- 
sence of  its  Maker  —  its  Judge  !  " 
Strange  language !  thought  I,  for  the 
scientific  E-- — ,  confessedly  a  master- 
mind among  men!  Would  that  the 
shoal  of  sciolists,  now  babbling  abroad 
their  infidel  crudities,  could  have  had 
one  moment's  interview  with  this  dy- 
ing philosopher  I  Pert  fools,  who  are 
harcUy  released  from  their  leading- 
strings — ^the  very  go-cart,  as  it  were, 
of  elemental  science — before  they  strut 
about,  and  forthwith  proceed  to  pluck 
their  Makes  by  the  beard — ^and  this, 


as  an  evidence  of  their  "  indepen- 
dence," and  being  released  from  the 
"  trammels  of  superstition ! " 

0  Lord  and  Maker  of  the  universe ! 
— ^That  thou  shouldst  be  so  "  long-suf^ 
fering  "  towards  these  insolent  insects 
of  an  hour ! 

To  return :  I  left  E in  a  glow- 
ing mood  of  mind,  disposed  to  envy 
him  his  deathbed,  even  with  all  the 
ills  which  attended  it!  Before  leav- 
ing the  house  I  stepped  into  the  par- 
lour to  speak  a  few  words  to  Miss 

E .     The  sudden  illness  of  her 

uncle  had  found  its  way  into  the  pa- 
pers; and  I  was  delighted  to  find  it 
had  brought  a  profusion  of  cards  every 
morning,  many  of  them  bearing  the 
most  distinguished  names  in  rank  and 

science.      It    showed    that  E 's 

worth  was  properly  appreciated.  I 
counted  the  cards  of  five  noblemen, 
and  very  many  members  of  the  Royal, 
and  other  learned  Societies. 

WediiBsday,  lUh  -4«grtM<.  —  Well, 

poor  E was^  yesterday  removed 

from  his  house  in Iww,  where 

he  had  resided  upwards  of  twenty-five 
years — ^which  he  had  fitted  up,  work- 
ing often  with  his  own  hands,  at  much 
trouble  and  expense — ^having  bmlt  the 
laboratory  -  room  since  he  had  the 
house:  he  was  removed,  I  say,  from 
his  house,  to  lodgings  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. He  has  three  rooms  on 
the  first  floor,  small,  indeed,  and  in 
humble  style  —  but  perfectly  clean, 
neat,  and  comfortable.  Was  not  this 
itself  sufficient  to  have  broken  many 
a  haug^hty  spirit  ?  His  extensive  phi- 
losophical apparatus,  frimiture,  &c., 
had  all  been  soldf  at  less  than  a  tuoen- 
tieih  part  of  the  sum  they  had  origi- 
nally cost  him!  No  tidings  as  yet 
have  been  received  of  the  villain  who 

has  ruined  his  generous  patron.  E 

has  ceased,  however,  to  talk  of  it ;  but 

I  see  that  Miss  E feels  it  acutely. 

Poor  girl,  well  she  may !  Her  imcle 
was  carried  in  a  sedan  to  his  new  re- 
sidence, and  &inted  on  the  way,  but 
has  continued  in  tolerable  spirits  since 
his  arrival.  His  conduct  is  the  admi- 
ration of  all  thsU  see  or  hear  of  him ! 
The  first  words  he  uttered,  as  he. was 
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Bitting  before  the  fire  in  an  easy-chair, 
after  recovering  a  little  from  the  ex- 
haustion occasioned  by  his  being  car- 
ried up-stairs,  were  to  Dr  D— — ,  who 
had  accompanied  him.  "  Well ! "  he 
whispered  faintly,  with  his  eyes  shut 
— "  What  a  gradation ! — ^Reached  the 

halJway-kouBe  between Bow  and 

the  '  house  appointed  for  all  living  1 ' " 

"  You  have  much  to  bear,  sir ! " 

said  Dr  D .     "And  more  to  be 

thankful   for!"  repUed  E .     "If 

there  was  such  a  thing  as  a  Pro- 
testant CcUendaTf^^  said  Dr  D to 

me  enthusiastically,  while  recounting 
what  is  told  above,  "  and  I  could  can- 
onise,   E should  stand  first  on 

the  list,  and  be  my  patron  saint!" 

When  I  saw  E ^  he  was  lying  in 

bed,  in  a  ver^  low  and  weak  state, 
evidently  declining  rapidly.  StiU  he 
looked  as  placid  as  his  fallen  features 
would  let  nim. 

"  Doctor,"  said  he,  soon  after  I  had 
sat  down,  "  how  very  good  it  is  of  you 
to  come  so  far  out  of  your  reg^ar 
route  to  see  me ! " 

"  Don't  name  it,"  said  I ;  "  proud 
and  happy" 

"  But,  excuse  me,  I  wish  to  tell  you 
that,  when  I  am  gone,  you  will  find  I 
knew  how  to  be  grateful,  as  far  as  my 
means  would  warrant." 

"  Mr  E !  my  dear  sir ! "  said  I, 

as  firmly  as  my  emotions  could  let 
me,  "  if  you  don't  promise,  this  day, 
to  erase  everv  mention  of  my  name 
or  services  m)m  your  will,  I  leave 
you,  and  solemnly  declare  I  will  never 

intrude  upon  you  again !    Mr  E , 

you  distress  me  —  you  do — beyond 
measure ! " 

"  Well— well— well— I'U  obey  you 
— ^but  may  Gtod  bless  you !  Gk)d  bless 
you!"  he  replied,  turnine  his  head 
away,  wlule  the  tears  trickled  down. 
Indeed !  as  if  a  thousand  guineas  could 
have  purchased  the  emotions  with 
which  I  felt  his  poor  damp  fingers 
feebly  compressing  my  hand  I 
•  «  «  « 

"Doctor!"  he  exclaimed,  after  I 
had  been  sitting  with  him  some  time, 
conversing  on  various  subjects  con- 
nected with  his  illness  and  worldly 
circumstances — "  don't  you  think  God 


can  speak  to  the  soul  as  well  in  a 
night  as  a  day  dream  ?  Shall  I  pre- 
sume to  say  he  has  done  so  in  my 
case?"  I  asked  him  what  he  was 
alluding  to. 

"  Don't  you  recollect  my  telling 
you  of  an  optical,  or  spectral  illusion, 

which  occurred  to  me  at Row  ? 

A  man  shutting  up  the  shop — ^you 
know?"    I  told  him  I  did. 

"  Well — ^last  night  I  dreamed — ^I  am 
satisfied  it  was  a  dream — that  I  saw 
Mr  Boyle  again;  but  how  different! 
Insteaa  of  gloomy  clothing,  his  ap- 
pearance was  wondrously  radiant; 
and  his  features  were  not,  as  before, 
scdemn,  sad,  and  fixed,  but  wore  an 
air  of  joy  and  exultation ;  and,  instead 
of  a  miserable  expiring  taper,  he  held 
aloft  a  light  like  the  kindling  lustre 
of  a  starl  What  think  you  of  that, 
doctor?  Surely,  if  both  these  are  the 
delusions  of  a  morbid  fancy — if  they 
are,  what  a  light  they  fling  over  the 
<  dark  valley '  I  am  entering ! " 

I  hinted  my  dissent  from  the  scep- 
tical sneers  of  the  day,  which  would 
resolve  all  that  was  uttered  on  death- 
beds into  delirious  rant,  confused  dis- 
ordered faculties — superstition. 

"I  think  you  are  right,"  said  he. 
"Who  knows  what  new  light  may. 
stream  upon  the  soul,  as  the  wall  be- 
tween time  and  eternity  is  breaking 
down  ?  Who  has  come  oack  fix>m  the 
grave  to  tell  us  that  the  soul's  ener- 
gies decay  with  the  body,  or  that  the 
body's  decay  destroys  or  interrupts 
the  exercise  of  the  soul's  powers,  and 
that  all  a  dying  man  utters  is  mere 
gibberish?  The  C%rw«ion  philosopher 
would  be  loath  to  do  so,  when  he  re- 
collects that  God  chose  the  hour  of 
death  to  reveal  futurity  to  the  patri- 
archs, and  others,  of  old!  Do  you 
think  a  superintending  Providence 
would  allow  the  most  solemn  and 
instructive  period  of  our  life,  the  close 
— scenes  where  men's  hearts  and  eyes 
are  open,  if  ever,  to  receive  admoni- 
tion and  encouragement — to  be  mere 
exhibitions  of  absurdity  and  weak- 
ness ?  Is  that  the  way  God  treats  his 
servants?" 

Friday  afternoon. — In  a  more  mel- 
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ancholy  mood  than  usual,  on  account 
of  the  evident  distress  of  his  niece 
about  her  altered  prospects.  He  told 
me,  however,  that  he  felt  the  confi- 
dence of  his  soul  in  no  wise  shaken. 
"  I  am,"  said  he,  "  like  one  lying  far 
on  the  shores  of  eternity,  thrown 
there  by  the  waters  of  the  world,  and 
whom  a  high  and  strong  wave  reaches 
once  more  and  overflows.  One  may 
be  pardoned  a  sudden  chillness  and 
heart-fluttering.  After  all,"  he  con- 
tinued, "  only  consider  what  an  easy 
end  mine  is,  comparatively  with  that 
of  many  others  !  How  very — very 
thankful  should  I  be  for  such  an  easy 
exit  as  mine  seems  likely  to  be !  God 
be  thanked  that  I  have  to  endure  no 
such  agonies  of  horror  and  remorse 

as ! "  (alluding  to  Mr ,  whom 

I  was  then  attending,  and  whose  case 
1  had  mentioned  on  a  former  occasion 

to  Mr  E ,  the  one  described  in  a 

former  part  of  this  Diary,  under  the 
title— -4  Man  about  Tottm)— "  that  I 
am  writhing  under  no  accident — that 
I  have  not  to  struggle  with  utter  des- 
titution !  Why  am  1  not  left  to  perish 
in  a  prison  ? — to  suffer  on  a  sce^old  ? 
— ^to  DC  plucked  suddenly  into  the  pre- 
sence of  my  Maker  in  battle,*  *  with 
all  my  sins  upon  my  head?*    Sup- 

Sose  I  were  grovelling  in  the  hopeless 
arkness  of  scepticism  or  infidelity? 
Suppose  I  were  still  to  endure  the 
agonies  arising  from  disease  in  my 

spine? — 0  God!"  exclaimed  Mr  E , 

*^  give  me  a  more  humble  and  gratefal 
heart!" 

Monday,  l^th Septeniber.—'Mi'E 

is  still  aiive,  to  the  equal  astonish- 
ment of  Dr  D and  myself.    The 

secret  must  lie,  I  think,  in  his  tran- 
quil frame  of  mind.  He  is  as  happy 
as  the  day  is  long!  Oh!  that  my 
latter  days  may  be  like  his !  I  was 
listening,  with  feelings  of  delight  un- 
utterable, to  E— — 's  description  of 
the  state  of  his  mind — the  perfect 
peace  he  felt  towards  all  mankind, 
and  his  humble  and  strong  hopes  of 
happiness  hereafter — when  the  land- 

*  This  was  at  the  tim«  of  the  Peninsular 
Campaign. 


lady  of  the  house  knocked  at  the  door, 
and,  on  entering,  told  Mr  E— —  that 
a  person  was  down  stairs  very  anxious 
to  see  him.     "Who  is  it?"  inquired 

E .    She  did  not  know.    "  Has  he 

ever  been  here  before?"  "No;"  but 
she  thought  she  had  several  times 
seen  him  about  the  neighbourhood. — 
"What  sort  of  a  person  is  he?"  in- 
quired E ,  with  a  surprised  air. — 

"  Oh,  he  is  a  tall  pale  man,  in  a  brown 

greatcoat."     E requested  her  to 

go  down  and  ask  his  name.      She 

returned  and  said,  "  Mr  H ,  sir." 

E ,  on  hearing  her  utter  the  word, 

suddenly  raised  nimself  in  bed ;  the 
little  colour  he  had  fled  from  his 
cheeks :  he  lifted  up  his  hands  and 
exclaimed — "  What  can  the  unhappy 
man  want  with  me?"  He  paused 
thoughtfully  for  a  few  moments. 
"You're,  of  course,  aware  who  this 
is?"  he  inquired  of  me  in  a  whisper. 
I  nodded.  "Show  him  up-stairs," 
said  he;  and  the  woman  withdrew. 
I  helped  hastily  to  remove  him  from 
his  bed  to  an  arm-chair  near  the  fire. 
"  For  your  own  sake,"  said  I  hurriedly, 
"  T  beg  you  to  be  calm ;   don't  allow 

your  feelings" ^I  was  interrupted 

by  the  door  opening,  and  just  such  a 
person  as  Mrs had  described  en- 
tered, with  a  slow  hesitating  step, 
into  the  room.  He  held  his  hat 
squeezed  in  both  his  hands,  and  he 
stood  for  a  few  moments  motionless, 
just  within  the  door,  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  floor.    In  that  posture  he 

continued  till  Mrs  had  retired, 

shutting  the  door  after  her,  when  he 
turned  suddenly  towards  the  easy- 
chair  by  the  fire,  in  which  Mr  E — ■ — 
was  sitting,  much  agitated  —  ap- 
proached, and,  falling  down  on  his 
Knees,  covered  his  eyes  with  his  hands, 
through  which  the  tears  presently  fell 
like  rain ;  and,  after  many  sobs  and 
sighs,  he  faltered,  "  Oh,  Mr  E ! " 

"What  do  you  want  with  me,  Mr 

H ?"  inquired  Mr  E ,  in  a  low 

tone,  but  very  calmly. 

"  Oh !  kind,  good,  abused  sir !  I  have 
behaved  like  a  villain  to  you  " 

"  Mr  H ,  I  beg  you  will  not  dis- 
tress me ;  consider  I  am  in  a  very  poor 
and  weak  state.'* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  MARTYB  PHILOSOPHEK. 


177 


"Don^t,  for  God*s  Bake,  speak  so 
coldly,  sir.  I  am  heart-broken  to  think 
how  shamefully  I  have  used  you !  ** 

"  Well,  then,  strive  to  amend  " 

"Oh,  dear,  good  Mr  E !   can 

you  forgive  me  ?"    Mr  E did  not 

answer.  I  saw  he  could  not.  The 
tears  were  nearly  overflowing.  The 
man  seized  his  hand,  and  pressed  it  to 
his  lips  with  fervency. 

"Rise,  Mr  H ,  rise!  1  do  for- 
give you,  and  I  hope  that  Grod  will ! 
Seek  His  forgiveness,  which  will  avail 
you  more  than  minel^* 

"  Oh,  sir ! "  exclaimed  the  man,  aeain 
covering  his  eyes  with  his  hands — 
"  How  very — vert  ill  you  look— how 
pale  and  thin ! — It's  /  that  have  done 
It  all— I,  the  d dest " 

"Hush,  hush,  sir!"  exclaimed  Mr 

E ,  with  more  sternness  than  T 

had  ever  seen  him  exhibit,  "do  not 
curse  in  a  dyin^  man's  room." 

"Dying — dying — dying^  sir!"  ex- 
claimed the  man  hoarsely,  staring 
horror-struck  at  Mr  E ,  and  re- 
tiring a  step  from  him. 

"  Yes,  James,"  replied  E mildly, 

calling  him  for  the  first  time  by  his 
Christian  name,  "I  am  assuredly  dy- 
ing—but  not  through  you,  or  anything 
you  have  done.  Come,  come,  don^ 
distress  yourself  unnecessarily,"  he 
continuea  in  the  kindest  tones ;  for  he 
saw  the  man  continued  deadly  pale, 
speechless,  and  clasping  his  hands 
convulsively  over  his  breast — "Con- 
sider, James,  the  death  of  my  daugh- 
ter, Mrs ." 

"  Oh  no,  no,  no,  sii^-no  I  It's  I  that 
have  done  it  all ;  my  ingratitude  has 
broken  your  heart — I  know  it  has ! — 
"What  will  become  of  mo  ?  " — the  man 
resumed,  still  staring  vacantly  at  Mr 

"  James,  I  must  not  be  agitated  in 
this  way — ^it  destroys  me — ^you  must 
leave  the  room,  unless  you  can  become 
calm.  What  is  done,  is  done ;  and  if 
you  really  repent  of  it  *' 

"Oh!  I  do  sir;  and  could  almost 
weep  tears  of  blood  for  it!  But  in- 
deed, sir,  it  has  been  as  much  my  mis- 
fortune as  my  fault." 

"Was  it  your  rmsfortune^  or  your 


fault,  that  you  kept  that  infamous  wo- 
man, on  whom  you  have  squandered 
so  much  of  your  property — of  rmnB 
rather?"  inquired  Mr  E-- — ,  with  a 
mild,  expostulating  air.  The  man  sud- 
denly blushed  scarlet,  and  continued 
silent. 

"  It  is  right  I  should  tell  you  that  it 
is  yowr  misconduct  which  has  turned 
me  out,  in  my  old  age,  horn  the  house 
which  has  sheltered  me  all  my  life, 
and  driven  me  to  die  in  this  poor 
place !  You  have  beggared  my  niece, 
and  robbed  me  of  all  tne  hard  earnings 
of  my  life — ^wrung  from  the  sweat  of 
my  brow,  as  you  well  know,  James. 
How  could  your  heart  let  you  do  all 
this  ?"  The  man  made  him  no  answer. 
"I  am  not  angry  with  you — ^that  is 
past ;  but  I  am  ffrieved— ^iisappointed 
— shocked — ^to  nnd  my  confidence  in 
you  has  been  so  much  abused." 

"  Oh,  sir !  I  don't  know  what  it  was 
that  infatuated  me :  but — never  trust 
a  living  man  again,  sir — ^never,"  re- 
plied the  man  vehemently. 

"  It  is  not  likely  that  I  shall,  James 
— ^I  shall  not  have  the  opportunity," 

said  Mr  E calmly.    The  man's 

eye  continued  fixed  on  Mr  E ,  his 

lip  quivered  in  spite  of  his  violent  com- 
pression, and  the  fluctuating  colour  in 
nis  cheeks  showed  the  agitation  he  was 
suflering. 

"  Do  you  forgive  me,  sir,  for  what 
I  have  done?"  he  asked,  almost  in- 
audibly. 

"  Yes — ^if  you  promise  to  amend — 
yes !  Here  is  my  hand — ^I  do  forgive 
you,  as  I  hope  for  my  own  forgiveness 

hereafter ! "  said  Mr  E ,  reaching 

out  his  hand.  ' '  And  if  your  repentance 
is  sincere,  remember,  should  it  ever  be 
in  your  power,  whom  you  have  most 
heavily  wronged — not  wifi,  but — ^but — 
Miss  E- — ,  my  poor  niece.  If  you 
fhavld  ever  be  able  to  make  her  any 

reparation" the  tears  stood  in  Jftr 

E- 's  eyes,  and  his  emotions  pre- 
vented his  completing  the  sentence. 
"  Beally,  you  must  leave  me,  James — 
you  must — ^I  am  too  weak  to  bear  this 
scene  any  longer,"  said  E — —  faintly, 
looking  deadly  pale. 

"  You  had  better  withdraw,  sir,  and 
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call  some  other  time,"  said  I.  He  rose, 
looking  almost  bewildered ;  thrust  his 
hand  into  his  breast-pocket,  and  taking 
out  a  small  packet,  laid  it  hurriedly 

on  Mr  E s  lap — snatched  his  hand 

to  his  lips,  and  murmuring,  "Fare- 
well, farewell,  best — ^most  injured  of 
men!"  withdrew.  I  watched  him 
through  the  window;  and  saw  that, 
as  soon  as  he  had  left  the  house,  he 
set  off,  running  almost  at  the  top  of 
his  speed.    When  I  returned  to  look 

at  Mr  E ^  he  had  fainted.    He  had 

opened  the  packet,  and  a  letter  lay 
open  in  his  lap,  with  a  great  many 
bank-notes.  The  letter  ran  as  follows : 
"Injured  and  revered  sir,* — When 
you  read  this  epistle,  the  miserable 
writer  will  have  fled  from  his  country, 
and  be  on  his  way  to  America.  He 
has  abused  the  confidence  of  one  of 
the  greatest  and  best  of  men,  but  hopes 
the  enclosed  sum  will  show  he  repent- 
ed what  he  had  done !    If  it  is  ever 

in  his  power,  he  will  do  more.    J 

H ."  The  packet  contained  bank- 
notes to  the  amount  of  £3000.    When 

E had  recovered  from  his  swoon, 

I  had  him  conveyed  to  bed,  where  he 
lay  in  a  state  of  great  exhaustion. 
He  scarcely  si>ok6  a  sellable  during 
the  time  I  continued  with  him. 

Tuesday.^Vix  E still   suffers 

from  the  effects  of  yesterday's  excite- 
ment. It  has,  I  am  confident,  hurried 
him  far  on  his  journey  to  the  grave. 
He  told  me  he  had  been  turning  over 
the  affair  in  his  mind,  and  considered 
that  it  would  be  wrong  in  him  to  re- 
tain the  £3000,  as  it  would  be  illegal, 
and  a  fraud  on  H 's  other  credi- 
tors; and  this  upright  man  had  actu- 
ally sent  in  the  morning  for  the  soli- 
citor to  the  bankrupt's  assigp[iees,  and 
put  the  whole  into  his  hands,  telling 
him  of  the  circumstances  under  which 
he  had  received  it,  and  asking  him' 
whether  he  should  not  be  wrong  in 
keeping  it.    The  lawyer  told  him  that 

*  "  Vous  que  Je  vAitoe  et  que  J'ai  taut  out- 
rag^  "—says  the  French  Translator ;  adding, 
in  an  amusing  note — "  Revered  and  mucA  i»- 
Tured  nr.  Cette  expression  pathetique  et 
simple  n'a  point  de  corrdatif  en  Fran^aia. — 
RMri  et  tru^tnti  vwMiewr,**  Jee. 


he  mififht  perhaps  be  legally,  but  not 
morally  wrong,  as  the  law  certainly 
forbade  such  payments ;  and  yet  he 
was  by  very  far  the  largest  creditor. 
"  Let  me  act  rightly,  then,"  said  Mr 

E ,  "  in  the  sight  of  God  and  man ! 

Take  the  money,  and  let  me  come  in 
with  the  rest  of  the  creditors."    Mr 

withdrew.    He  must  have  seen 

but  seldom  such  an  instance  of  noble 
conscientiousness  1     I    remonstrated 

with  Mr  E .    "  No,  no,  doctor,"  he 

replied ;  "  I  have  endeavoured  strictly 
to  do  my  duty  during  life — ^I  will  not 
begin  ropery  on  my  deathbed  I " 

"Possibly  you  may  not  receive  i^ 
penny  in  the  pound,  mx  E ,"  said  I. 

"But  I  shall  have  the  comfort  of 
quitting  life  with  a  clear  conscience ! " 
*  «  «  « 

Monday — (a  week  afterwards.) — 
The  "  weary  wheels  of  life  "  will  soon 
"  stand  still ! "   All  is  calm  and  serene 

with  E as  a  summer  evening's 

sunset  1  He  is  at  peace  with  all  the 
world,  and  with  his  God.  It  is  like 
entering  the  porch  of  heaven,  and  lis- 
tening to  an  angel,  to  visit  and  con- 
verse with  E .    This  morning  he 

received  the  rewsu^  of  his  noble  con- 
duct in  the  matter  of  H *s  bank- 
ruptcy. The  assignees  have  wound 
up  the  affairs,  and  found  them  not 
nearly  so  desperate  as  had  been  ap- 
prehended.   The  business  was  still  to 

be  carried  on  in  H *s  name ;  and 

the  solicitor,  who  had  been  sent  for  by 

E to  receive  the  £3000  in  behalf 

of  the  assignees,  called  this  morning 
with  a  cheque  for  £3500,  and  a  high- 
ly complimentary  letter  from  the  as- 
signees. They  informed  him  that  there 
was  every  prospect  of  the  concern's 
yet  discharging  the  heavy  amount  of 
his  claim,  and  that  they  would  see  to 
its  being  paid  to  whomsoever  he  might 
appoint.  H had  set  sail  for  Ame- 
rica the  very  day  he  had  called  on 
E— — ,  and  had  left  word  that  he 

should  never  return.    E altered 

his  will  this  evening  in  the  presence  of 

myself  and  Dr  D .    He  left  about 

£4000  to  his  niece,  "and  whatever 
sums  might  be  from  time  to   time 

paid  in  from  H 's  business ; "  five 

guineas  for  a  yearly  prize  to  the  writer 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  MABTYB  PHILOSOPHEB. 


179 


of  the  best  summary  of  the  progress 
of  philosophy  every  year,  in  one  of  the 
Scotch  colleges;  and  ten  pounds  to 
be  delivered  every  Christmas  to  ten 
poor  men,  as.  long  as  they  lived,  and 
who  had  already  received  the  gratuity 

for  several   years;    "  and  to  J 

H ,  my  rail  and  hearty  forgive- 
ness, and  prayers  to  Qod  that  he  may 
return  to  a  course  of  virtue  and  true 
piety,  before  it  is  too  late."  *  * 
"  How  is  it,"  said  he,  "  addressing  Dr 

D and  me,  "  that  you  have  neither 

of  you  said  anything  to  me  about  ex- 
amining my  body  after  my  decease?" 

Dr  D replied,  that  he  had  often 

thought  of  asking  his  permission,  but 
had  kept  delaying  from  day  to  day. 

"Why?"  inquired   E ,  with    a 

smile  of  surprise,  "  do  you  fancy  I 
have  any  silly  fears  or  prejudices  on 
the  subject — that  I  am  anxious  about 
the  shell  when  the  kernel  is  gone?  I 
can  assure  you  that  it  would  rather 
give  me  pleasure  than  otherwise  to 
think  that,  by  an  examination  of  my 
body,  the  cause  of  medical  science 
might  be  advanced,  and  so  I  might 
minister  a  little  to  my  species.  I  must 
however,  say  you  hay  ;  for  I  promised 
my  poor  wife  that  I  would  forbid  it. 
She  had  prejudices,  and  I  have  a  right 
to  respect  them." 


-He  looked  much  re- 
duced this  evening.  I  had  hurried  to 
his  lodgings,  to  communicate  what  I 
considered  would  be  the  gratifying  in- 
telligence, that  the  highest  prize  of  a 
foreign  learned  society  had  just  been 

awarded  him,  for  his  work  on ^ 

together  with  a  fellowshin.  My  hur- 
ried manner  somewhat  oiscomposed 
him ;  and  before  I  had  commumcated 
my  news,  he  asked,  with  some  agi- 
tation, "What! — Some  new  misfor- 
tune ?  "  When  I  had  told  him  my  er- 
rand—"Oh,  bubble!  bubble!  bubble!" 
he  exclaimed,  shaking  hid  head  with 
a  melancholy  smile ;  "  would  I  not 
give  a  thousand  of  these  for  a  poor 
man's  blessing?  Are  these,  theses  the 
trifles  men  toil  through  a  life  for? 
Oh !  if  it  had  pleased  (xod  to  give  me 
a  single  glimpse  of  what  I  now  see, 
thirty  years  ago,  how  true  an  estimate 


I  should  have  formed  of  the  littleness 
— the  vanity — of  human  applause! 
How  much  happier  would  my  end 
have  been !  How  much  nearer  should 
I  have  come  to  the  character  of  a  true 
philosoj)her,  an  impartial,  indepen- 
dent, smcere  searcher  after  truth,  for 
its  own  sake ! " 

"  But  honours  of  this  kind  are  of 
admirable    service    to    science,    Mr 

E "  said  I,  "as  supplying  strong 

incentives  and  stimulants  to  a  pursuit 
of  philosonhy." 

"  Yes ;  out  does  it  not  argue  a  de- 
fect in  the  constitution  of  men's  minds 
to  require  them  ?  What  is  the  use  of 
stimiuants  ifi  medicine,  doctor  ?  Don't 
they  presuppose  a  morbid  sluggish- 
ness in  the  parts  they  are  applied  to  ? 
Do  you  ever  stimulate  a  healthy  organ? 
So  IS  it  with  the  little  honours  and 
distinclfions  we  are  speaking  of.  Di- 
rectly a  man  becomes  anxious  about 
obtaining  them,  his  mind  has  lost  its 
healthy  tone — its  sympathies  with 
truth — ^with  real  philosophy." 

"  Would  you,  tnen,  discourage  striv- 
ing for  them?  Would  vou  banish 
honours  and  prizes  from  the  scientific 
world?" 

"  Assuredly — altogether  —  did  we 
but  exist  in  a  better  state  of  society 
than  we  do.  *  *  What  is  the 
proper  spirit  in  which,  as  matters  at 
present  stand,  a  philosopher  should 
accept  of  honours? — ^Merely  as  evi- 
dences, testimonials,  to  the  multitude 
of  those  who  are  otherwise  incapable 
of  appreciating  his  merits,  and  would 
set  him  down  as  a  dreamer,  a  visionary 
— ^but  that  they  saw  the  estimation  in 
which  he  was  held  by  those  who  are 
likely  to  canvass  his  claims  strictly. 
They  oompd  the  deference,  if  not  re- 
spect, of  the  M  r«%XM.  A  philosopher 
ought  to  receive  them,  therefore,  as  it 
were,  in  adf-defence — a  shut  mouth  to 
babbling,  envious  gainsayers.  Were 
all  the  world  philosophers,  in  the  true 
sense  of  the  word,  not  merely  would 
honours  be  unnecessary,  but  an  insult 
^—4  reproach.  Directly  a  philosopher 
is  conscious  that  the  love  of  fame,  the 
ambition  to  secure  such  distinctions, 
is  gradually  interweaving  itself  with 
the  very  texture  of  his  mind — that 
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such  considerations  are  becoming  ne- 
cessary in  any  degree  to  prompt  him  to 
undertake  or  prosecute  scientific  pur- 
suits— ^he  may  write  ichabod  on  the 
door  of  his  soul's  temple,  for  the  ^lory 
is  departed.  His  motives  are  spurious, 
his  nres  false!  To  the  exact  extent 
of  the  necessity  for  such  motives  is, 
as  it  were,  the  pure  ore  of  his  soul 
adulterated.  Minerva's  jealous  eyes 
can  detect  the  slightest  vacillation  or 
inconsistency  in  her  votaries,  and  dis- 
cover her  rival  even  before  the  votary 
himself  is  sensible  of  her  existence ; 
and  withdraws  from  her  faithless  ad- 
mirer in  cold  disdain,  p^haps  never 
to  return. 

"  Do  you  think  that  Archimedes, 
Plato,  or  Sir  Isaac  Newton,  would 
have  cared  a  straw  for  even  royal 
honours?  The  true  test,  believe  me 
—the  almost  infallible  criterion — of  a 
man's  having  attained  to  real  great- 
ness of  mind— to  the  true  philosophic 
temper — ^is,  his  indifference  to  all  sorts 
of  honours  and 'distinctions.  Why — 
what  seeks  he — or,  at  least,  professes 
to  seek — but  Tbuth?  Is  he  to  stop 
in  the  race,  to  look  with  Atalanta 
after  the  golden  apples  ? 

"  He  should  enaure  honours,  not  go 
out  of  his  way  to  seek  them.  If  one 
apple  hitch  in  his  vest,  he  may  carry 
it  with  him,  not  stop  to  dislodge  it. 
Scientific  distinctions  are  absolutely 
'  necessary  in  the  present  state  of  so- 
ciety, becaiLse  it  is  defective.  A  mere 
ambitious  struggle  for  college  honours, 
through  rivalry,  has  induced  manj  a 
man  to  enter  so  far  upon  philosophical 
studies,  as  that  their  charms,  unfold- 
ing in  proportion  to  his  progress,  have 
been,  ofth&msdves^  at  last  sufficient  to 
prevail  upon  him  to  go  onwards — to 
love  Science  for  hersdf  alone.  Ho- 
nours make  a  man  open  his  e^es,  who 
would  else  have  gone  to  his  gprave 
with  them  shut:  and  when  once  he 
has  seen  the  divinity  of  truth,  he 
laughs  at  obstacles,  and  follows  it 
through  evil  and  through  good  report 
— ^if  his  soul  be  properly  constituted — 
if  it  have  any  of  the  nobler  sym- 
pathies of  our  nature.     That  is  my 

nomly  on  honours ^^^  said  E ^  with 

a  faint  smile.    "I  have  not  wilfully 


F reached  andpractised  different  things, 
assure  you,"  he  continued,  with  a 
modest  air ;  "  but,  through  life,  have 
striven  to  act  upon  these  principles. 
Still,  I  never  saw  so  clearly  as  at  this 
moment  how  small  my  success  has 
been — to  what  an  extent  I  have  been 
influenced  by  undue  motives — as  far 
as  an  overvsduing  of  the  world's  hon- 
ours may  be  so  considered.  Now^ 
methinks,  I  see  through  no  such  mag- 
nifying medium;  the  mists  and  va- 
pours are  dispersing ;  and  I  begin  to 
see  that  these  objects  are  in  themselves 
little,  even  to  nothingness.  The  gen- 
eral retrospect  of  my  life  is  far  from 

satisfactory,"  continued  E with  a 

sigh,  "  ana  fills  me  with  real  sorrow!" 
"Why?'*  I  inquired,  with  surprise. 
"Why,  for  this  one  reason — ^because 
I  have,  in  a  measure,  sacrificed  my 
rdiaion  to  philosophy !  Oh !  will  my 
Maker  thus  be  put  off  with  the  mere 
lees,  the  refuse  of  my  time  and  ener- 

fies  ?  For  one  Turnr  in  the  day  that  I 
ave  devoted  to  Him,  have  I  not  given 
twelve  or  fourteen  to  my  own  pursuits? 
What  shall  I  say  of  this  shortly — ^in  a 
few  hours — ^perhaps  moments — ^when 
I  stand  sudaenly  in  the  presence  of 
God — when  I  see  Him  face  to  face! 
Oh,  doctor,  ray  heart  sinks  and  sick- 
ens at  the  thought!  Shall  I  not  be 
speechless^  as  one  of  old  ?  " 

I  told  him  I  thought  he  was  unne- 
cessarily severe  with  himself— that  he 
"  wrote  bitter  things  against  himself." 

"  I  thought  so  once,  nay  all  my  life, 
myself,  doctor,"  said  he  solemnly — 
"  but  mark  my  words,  as  those  of  a 
dying  man — ^you  will  think  as  I  do 
now,  when  you  come  to  be  in  my  cir- 
cumstances!'* 

The  above,  feebly  conveyed  perhaps 
to  the  reader,  may  be  considered  "  the 

LAST    WORDS    OP    A    PHILOBOPHEB  !  ]'  * 

They  made  an  impression  on  my  mind 
which  has  never  been  effaced,  and,  I 
trust,  never  will.     The  reader  need 

not  suspect  Mr  E of  "  prosing." 

The  sentiments  I  have  here  endea- 
voured to  record  were  uttered  with 

•  **  Les  demiM^  paroles  du  philosophe 
ftirent  conaacrfes  2i  combattre  oe  systeme 
qui  change  I'ar^ue  scientifiaue  en  une  ar^ne 
ae  gladiateurs,"  ^c— ZrencA  TransUxJUyr, 
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tid  pompous  pediantry  of  manner,  but 
witn  the  simplest,  most  modest  air, 
and  in  the  most  silvenr  tones  of  voice 
I  ever  listened  to.  ae  often  paused, 
from  faintness ;  and,  at  the  conclusion, 
his  voice  erew  almost  inaudible,  and 
he  wiped  the  thick-standing  dews  from 
his  forehead.  He  begged  me  in  a  low 
whisper  to  kneel  down,  and  read  him 
one  of  the  church  prayers — the  one 
appointed  for  those  in  prospect  of 
death:  I  took  down  the  prayer-book 
and  complied,  though  my  emotions 
would  not  suffer  me  to  speak  in  more 
than  an  often  -  interrupted  whisper. 
He  lay  perfectly  silent  throughout 
with  his  clasped  hands  pointing  up- 
wards; and,  when  I  had  concluded, 
he  responded  feebly  but  fervently, 
"  Amen  —  Amen  !  and  the  tears 
gushed  down  his  cheeks.  My^  heart 
was  melted  within  me.  The  silk  cap 
had  slipped  from  his  head,  and  his 
long,  loose,  silvery  hair  streamed  over 
his  bed-dress :  his  appearance  was  that 
of  a  dyino^  prophet  of  old ! 

T  fear,  however,  that  I  am  going  on 
at  too  great  length  for  the  reader*s  pa- 
tience, and  must  pause.  For  my  own 
part,  I  could  linger  over  the  remem- 
brances of  these  solemn  scenes  forever: 
but  I  shall  hasten  on  to  the  "last  scene 
of  all."  It  did  not  take  place  till  near 
a  fortnight  after  the  interview  above 
narrated.  His  manner  during  that  time 
evinced  no  tumultuous  ecstasies  of  soul ; 
none  of  the  boisterous  extravagance  of 
enthusiasm.  His  departure  was  like 
that  of  the  sun,  sinking  gradually  and 
finally,  lower — Slower — ^lower — ^no  sud- 
den upflashings — no  quivering — no 
flickering  unsteadiness  about  his  fad- 
ing rays  1 

Tuesday,  ISih  October. — ^MissE 

sent  word  that  her  uncle  appeared  dying, 
and  had  expressed  a  wish  to  see  both 
Br  D and  me.  I  therefore  des- 
patched a  note  to  Dr  D ,  request- 
ing him  to  meet  me  at  a  certain  place, 
and  then  hurried  through  my  fist  of 
calls,  so  as  to  have  finished  by  three 
o'clock.  By  four,  we  were  both  in  the 
room  of  the  dying  philosopher.  Miss 
E- sat  by  his  bedside,  her  eyes  swol- 
len with  weeping,  and  was  in  the  act 


of  kissing  her  uncle's  cheek  when  we 
entered.  Mr  F ^  an  exemplary  cler- 
gyman, who  had  been  one  of  E- 's 

earliest  and  dearest  friends,  sat  at  the 
foot  of  the  bed,  with  a  copy  of  Jeremy 
Taylor's  Holy  Living  ana  Dying^  from 
which  he  was  reading  in  a  low  tone,  at 

the  request  of  E .  The  appearance 

of  the  latter  was  very  interesting.  At 
his  own  instance,  he  had,  not  long  be- 
fore, been  shaved,  washed,  and  had  a 
change  of  linen ;  and  the  bed  was  also 
but  recently  made,  and  was  not  at  all 
tumbled  or  disordered.  The  mournfril 
tolling  of  the  church-bell  for  a  frmeral 
was  also  heard  at  intervals,  and  added 
to  the  solemnity  of  the  scene.  I  have 
seldom  felt  in  such  a  state  of  excite- 
ment as  I  was  on  first  entering  the 
room.  He  shook  hands  with  each  of 
us,  or  rather  we  shook  his  hands,  for 
he  could  hardly  lift  them  fr*om  the  bed. 
"  Well — ^thank  you  for  coming  to  bid 
me  farewell ! '*  said  he  with  a  smile; 
adding  presently,  "  Will  you  allow  Mr 
F toproceea  with  what  he  is  read- 
ing?"   Of  course  we  nodded,  and  sat 

in  silence  listening.  I  watched  E 's 

features;  they  were  much  wasted — 
but  exhibited  no  traces  of  pain.  His 
eye,  though  rather  sunk  in  the  socket, 
was  full  of  the  calmness  and  confidence 
of  unwavering  hope,  and  often  directed 
upwards,  with  a  aevout  expression.  A 
most  heavenly  serenity  was  diffused 
over  his  countenance.  His  lips  occa- 
sionally moved,  as  if  in  the  utterance 

of  prayer.  When  Mr  F had  closed 

the  book,  the  first  words  uttered  by 
E were,  "Oh!  the  infinite  good- 
ness of  God!" 

"Do  you  feel  that  your  *  anchor  is 
within  the  veil?' "  inquired  F . 

"Oh! — yes — yes!— ^ My  vessel  is 
steadily  moored — ^the  tide  of  life  goes 
fast  away — ^I  am  forgetting  that  I  ever 
sailed  on  its  sea ! "  replied  E ^  clos- 
ing his  eyes. 

"The  star  of  faith  shines  clearest  in 
the  night  of  expiring  nature ! "  exclaim- 
ed F . 

"The  Sun— the  Sun  of  faith  say 
rather,"  replied  E ,  in  a  tone  of  fer- 
vent exultation ;  "  it  turns  my  night 
into  day — ^it  warms  my  soul— it  re- 
kindles my  energies  !T^Sun — Sun  of 
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Bigfateonsnessl*'  he  exclaimed  fointly. 

Miss  E kiflsed  him  repeatedly  wiUi 

deep  emotion.  **  Emma^  mj  love ! "  he 
whispered,  "  hope  thou  in  Qod  1  See 
how  ne  will  support  thee  in  Death  1  "— 
She  burst  into  tears. — "Will  yon  pro- 
mise me,  lore,  to  read  the  little  Bible  I 
gave  yon,  when  I  am  gone — especially 
the  JNeu)  2%«tefneirt^--J>o— do,  love." 

"Iwin— I" ,  repUedMissE , 

almost  choked  with  her  emotions.  She 
could  say  no  more. 

"Dr "  he  addressed  me,  "I  feel 

more  towards  you  than  I  can  express ; 

your  services— seryices" he  grew 

Tery  pale  and  faint.  I  rose  and  poured 
out  a  glass  of  wine,  and  put  it  to  his 
lips.  Hedrankafewtea-spoonfiils,and 
it  revived  him. 

"Well I "  he  exclaimed,  in  a  stron^r 
voice  than  I  had  before  heard  mm 
speak;  "I  thank  God  I  leave  the  world 
in  perfect  peace  with  all  mankind! 
There  is  but  one  thing  that  grieves 
me,  in  these  my  last  thoughts  on  life 
— ^the  general  neglect  of  religion  among 
men  of  science."  Dr  D—  said  it 
must  afford  him  great  consolation  to 
reflect  on  the  steadfast  regard  for  reli- 
eion  which  he  himself  had  always  evi- 
denced. "No,  no — ^I  have  gone  nearly 
as  far  astray  as  any  of  them ;  but  God  s 
fod  has  brought  me  back  again.  I 
thank  GK)d  devoutly  that  he  ever  afflict- 
ed me  as  I  have  been  afflicted  through 
life— He  knows  I  do ! "  «  * 

Some  one  mentioned  the  prevalence  of 
Materialism.  He  lamoited  it  bitterly ; 
but  assured  us  that  several  of  the  most 
eminent  men  of  the  age — ^naming  them 
— ^believed  firmly  in  the  immateriality 
and  immortality  of  the  human  soul.^ 

"  Do  you  feel  firmly  convinced  of  it, 
en  natural  and  philosophical  grounds?" 
inquired  Dr  D , 

"  I  do ;  and  have,  ever  since  I  insti- 
tuted an  inquiry  on  the  subject.  / 
think  the  difficulty  is  to  believe  the  re- 
verse— ^when  it  is  owned,  on  all  hands, 
that  nothing  in  Nature's  changes  sug- 
gests the  idea  of  annihilation.  I  own 
that  doubts  have  very  often  crossed 
my  mind  on  the  subject,  but  could 
never  see  the  reason  of  them." 

"  But  your  confidence  does  not  rest 
on  the  barren  grounds  of  reason,"  said 


I ;  "  you  believe  in  Him  who  brought 
'  Ufe  and  immortality '  into  the  world." 

"Tes—*  Thanks  be  to  God,  who 
giveth  us  the  victory  through  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  I"'^ 

"  Do  you  never  feel  a  pmg  of  regret 
at  leaving  life  ?"  I  inqmred. 

"No,  no,  no !"  he  replied  with  em- 
phasis. "  life  and  I  are  grown  unfit 
for  each  other !  My  sympathies,  my 
hopes,  my  joys,  are  too  lare^  for  it ! 
Why  should  1,  just  got  into  the  hayen, 
thixik  of  risking  shipwreck  again  ?  " 
*  «  «  « 

He  lay  still  for  nearly  twenty  min- 
utes without  speaking.  His  breathing 
was  evidently  accomplished  with  great 
difficulty;  and  when  nis  eyes  occasion- 
ally fixed  on  any  of  us,  we  perceived 
that  their  expression  was  altered.  He 
did  not  seem  to  see  what  he  looked 
at.  I  noticed  his  fingers,  also,  slowly 
twitching  or  scratching  the  bedclothes. 
Still  die  expression  of  his  features  was 
calm  and  tranquil  as  ever.    He  was 

murmuring  something  in  Miss  £ *s 

ear ;  and  she  whispered  to  us  that  he 
said.  "Don't  go— /  thM  ioaid  you  alt 
six.  Within  about  a  quarter  of  six 
o'clock,  he  inquired  where  Emma  was, 
and  Dr  D ,  and  Mr  F ,  and  my- 
self. We  severally  answered  that  we 
sat  around  him. 

"  I  have  not  seen  you  for  the  last 
twenty  minutes.  Shake  hands  with 
me  1 "  We  did.  "  Emma,  my  sweet 
love ! — ^put  your  arm  round  my  neck 
—I  am  cold,  very  cold."  Her  tears 
fell  fast  on  his  face.  "  Don't  cry,  love, 
don't— I  am  quite  happy !  God— God 
bless  you,  love ! " 

His  lower  jaw  began  to  droop  a 
Uttle. 

Mr  F f  moved  almost  to  tears, 

rose  from  his  chair,  and  noiselessly 
kneeled  down  beside  him. 

"Have  faith  in  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  I"  he  exclaimed,  looking  stead- 
fastly into  his  face. 

"1  do!"  he  answered  distinctly, 
while  a  faint  smile  stole  over  his 
drooping  features. 

"Let  us  pray!"  whispered  Mr 
F— -;  and  we  all  knelt  down  in 
silence.  I  was  never  so  overpowered 
in  my  life.    I  thought  I  should  have 
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been  choked  with  suppressing  my 
emotions.      "0  Lord,  our  heavenly 

Father  ! "  commenced  Mr  F ,  in  a 

low  tone,  "  receive  Thou  the  spirit  of 

this  our  dying  brother  " .    E 

slowly  elevated  his  left  hand,  and 
kept  it  pointing  upwards  for  a  few 
moments,  when  it  suddenly  dropped, 
and  a  long,  deep  respiration  announced 
that  this  great  and  good  man  had 
breathed  his  last ! 

No  one  in  the  room  spoke  or  stirred 
for  several  minutes  ;  and  I  almost 
thought  I  could  hear  the  beatings  of 
our  hearts.  He  died  within  a  few  mo- 
ments of  six  o'clock.  Yes — ^there  lay 
the  sad  effigy  of  our  deceased  "  guide. 


philosopher,  and  friend" — and  yet, 
why  call  it  sad  ?  I  could  detect  no 
trace  of  sadness  in  his  features.  He 
had  left  the  world  in  peace  and  joy ; 
he  had  lived  well,  and  died  a»  he  had 
lived.  I  can  now  appreciate  the  force 
of  that  prayer  of  one  of  old — "  Let  mb 
die  the  death  of  the  righteous,  and  let 
MT  last  end  be  like  his  I " 


There  was  some  talk  among  his 
friends  of  erecting  a  tablet  to  his 
memory  in  Westmmster  Abbey ;  but 
it  has  been  dropped.  We  soon  lose 
the  recollection  of  departed  excel- 
lence, if  it  require  anything  like  ac- 
tive exertion. 


CHAPTER    XIX 


THE  STATESMAN. 


AuBinoN! — ^Its  sweets  and  bitters — 
its  splendid  miseries — ^its  wrinkling 
cares — its  wasting  agonies— its  tri- 
umphs and  downfalls — ^who  has  not,  in 
some  degree,  known  and  felt  them? 
Moralists^  historians,  and  novelists, 
have  filled  libraries  in  picturing  their 
dreary  yet  dazzling  details ;  neverthe- 
less, Ajnbition's  votaries,  or  rather 
victims,  are  as  numerous,  as  enthu- 
siastic as  ever  I 

Such  is  the  mounting  quality  exist- 
ing in  almost  every  one's  breast,  that 
no  "  Pelion  upon  Ossa  '*  heapings,  and 
accumulations  of  facts  and  lessons,  can 
keep  it  down.  Fully  as  I  feel  the  truth 
of  tnis  remark,  vain  and  fiitile  though 
the  attempt  may  prove,  I  cannot  resist 
the  inclination  to  contribute  my  mite 
towards  the  vast  memorials  of  Ambi- 
tion's martyrs ! 

My  specific  purpose  in  first  making 
the  notes  from  which  the  ensuing  nar- 
rative is  taken,  and  in  now  presenting 
it  to  the  public — ^in  thus  pointing  to 
the  spectacle  of  a  sun  suddenly  and 


disastrously  eclipsed  while  blazing  at 
its  zenith — ^is  this :  To  show  the  steps 
by  which  a  really  great  mind — an 
eager  and  impetuous  spirit— was  vo- 
luntarily sacrificed  at  the  shrine  of 
political  ambition :  foregoing,  nay, 
despising  the  substantial  joys  and 
comforts  of  elegant  privacy,  and  per< 
sisting,  even  to  destruction,  in  its 
frantic  efforts  to  bear  up  against,  and 
grapple  with  .cares  too  mighty  for  the 
mina  of  man.  It  is  a  solemn  lesson, 
imprinted  on  my  memoi^  in  great  and 
glaring  characters ;  and  if  I  do  but 
succeed  in  bringing  a  few  of  them  be- 
fore the  reader,  Uiey  may  serve  at 
least  to  check  extravagant  expecta- 
tions, by  disclosing  the  misery  which 
often  lies  cankering  behind  the  most 
splendid  popularity.  If,  by  the  way, 
I  shotdd  be  found  inaccurate  in  my 
use  of  political  technicalities  and  allu- 
sions, the  reader  will  be  pleased  to 
overlook  it,  on  the  score  of  my  profes- 
sion. 
I  recolleot,  when  at  Cambridge,  over- 
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hearing  some  men  of  my  college  talk 
about  the  "  splendid  talents  of  young 
Stafford,"*  who  had  lately  become  a 

member  of Hall ;  and  they  said 

so  much  about  the  "  great  hit  *'  he  had 
made  in  his  recent  debut  at  one  of 
the  debating  societies  —  which  then 
flourished  in  considerable  numbers — 
that  I  resolved  to  take  the  earliest  op- 
portunity of  going  to  hear  and  judge 
for  myself.  That  was  soon  afforded 
me.  Though  not  a  member  of  this 
society,  I  gaii^ed  admission  through 
a  friend.  The  room  was  crammed  to 
the  very  door ;  and  I  was  not  long  in 
discovering  the  "  star  of  the  evening  " 
in  the  person  of  a  young  fellow-com- 
moner, of  careless  and  even  slovenly 
appearance.  The  first  glimpse  of  his 
features  disposed  me  to  beheve  all  I 
had  heard  in  his  favour.  There  was 
no  sitting  for  effect;  nothing  artificial 
about  his  demeanour — ^no  careful  care- 
lessness of  attitude — ^no  knitting  of  the 
brows,  or  painful  straining^  of  the  eyes, 
to  look  brilliant  or  acute!  The  mere 
absence  of  all  these  little  conceits  and 
fooleries, so  often  disfiguring  "talented 
young  speakers,"  went,  in  my  estima- 
tion, to  the  account  of  his  superiority. 
His  fiice  was  "  sicklied  o*er  with  the 
pale  cast  of  thought,"  and  its  linea- 
ments were  very  deeply  and  strongly 
marked.  There  was  a  wondrous  power 
and  fire  in  the  eyes,  which  gleamed 
with  restless  energy'  whichever  way 
he  looked.  They  were  neither  large 
nor  prominent — ^but  all  soul — all  ex- 
pression. It  was  startling  to  find 
their  glance  suddenly  settled  on  one. 
His  forehead,  as  much  as  I  saw  of  it, 
was  knotted  and  expansive.  There 
was  a  prevailing  air  of  anxiety  about 
his  worn  features,  young  as  he  was — 
being  then  only  twenty-one — ^as  if  his 
mind  were  every  instant  hard  at  work 
— ^which  an  inaccurate  observer  might 
have  set  down  to  the  score  of  ill-nature, 
especially  when  coupled  with  the  mat> 
ter-of-fact,  unsmiling  nods  of  recoeni- 
tion,  with  which  he  returned  the  polite 
inclinations  of  those  who  passed  him. 
To  me,  sitting  watching  him,  it  seemed 

*  It  can  hardly  be  necessary,  I  presume, 
to  reiterate,  that  whatever  names  individuals 
are  indicated  by  in  these  papers  are  fictitiuua. 


as  though  his  mind  were  of  too  intense 
and  energetic  a  character  to  have  any 
sympathies  with  the  small  matters 
transpiring  around  him.  I  knew  his 
demeanour  was  simple,  unaffected, 
^nuine,  and  it  was  refreshing  to  see 
it.  It  predisposed  me  to  like  him,  if 
only  for  bein^  free  from  the  ridiculous 
airs  assumed  by  some  with  whom  I 
associated.  He  allowed  five  or  six 
speakers  to  address  the  society,  with- 
out making  notes,  or  ioining  in  the 
noisv  exclamations  and  interruptions 
of  those  around  him.  At  length  he 
rose  amid  perfect  silence — ^the  silence 
of  expectant  criticism  whetted  by 
rivalry.  He  seemed  at  first  a  little 
flustered,  and,  for  about  five  minutes, 
spoke  hesitatingly  and  somewhat  un- 
connectedly — ^with  the  air  of  a  man 
who  does  not  know  exactly  how  to 
get  at  his  subject,  which  he  is  yet  con- 
scious of  having  thoroughly  mastered. 
At  length,  however,  the  current  ran 
smooth,  and  gradually  widened  and 
swelled  into  such  a  stream — a  torrent 
of  real  eloquence — as  I  never  before  or 
since  heara  poured  from  the  lips  of 
a  young  speaker— or,  possibly,  any 
speaker  whatsoever,  except  himself,  in 
after  life.  He  seemed  long  disinclined 
to  enhance  the  effect  of  what  he  was 
utterine  by  oratorical  gesture.  His 
hands  both  grasped  his  cap,  which, 
ere  long,  was  compressed,  twisted,  and 
crushed  out  of  all  shape ;  but,  as  he 
warmed,  he  laid  it  down,  and  used  his 
arms,  the  levers  of  eloquence,  with  the 
grace  and  energy  of  a  natural  orator. 
The  effect  he  produced  was  prodigious. 
We  were  all  carried  away  with  him, 
as  if  by  whirlwind  force.  As  for  my- 
self, I  felt,  for  the  first  time,  convinced 
that  oratory  such  as  that  could  per- 
suade me  to  anything.  As  might  have 
been  expected,  his  speech  was  fraught 
with  the  faults  incident  to  youth  and 
inexperience,  and  was  pervaded  with 
a  glaring  hue  of  extravagance  and 
exaggeration.  Some  of  his  "  facts  " 
were  preposterously  incorrect,  and  his 
inferences  false ;  but  there  was  such  a 
prodigious  power  of  language — such  a 
blaze  of  fancy — such  a  stretch  and 
grasp  of  thought — and  such  casuis- 
tical dexterity  evinced  throughout,  as 
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indicated  the  presence  of  first-rate  ca- 
pabilities. He  concluded  amid  a  storm 
of  applause ;  and  before  his  enthusias- 
tic auditors,  whispering  together  their 
surprise  and  admiration,  could  observe 
his  motions,  he  had  slipped  away  and 
left  the  room. 

The    excitement   into  which   this 
young  man's  "first  appearance"  had 
thrown  me,  kept  me  awake  the  great- 
er part  of  the  night;  and  I  well  recol- 
lect feeling  a  transient  fit  of  disinclin- 
ation for  the  dull  and  sombre  profession 
of  medicine,  for  which  I  was  destined. 
That  evening's  display  warranted  my 
indulging  high  expectations  of  the  fu- 
ture eminence  of  young  Stafford ;  but  I 
hardly  went  so  far  as  to  think  of  once 
seeing  him  Secretary  of  State,  and  lead- 
er of  the  British  House  of  Conmions. 
Accident  soon  afterwards  introduced 
me  to  him,  at  the  supper-table  of  a 
mutual  Mend.    I  found  him  distin- 
guished as  well  by  that  simplicity  and 
frankness  ever  attending  the  conscious- 
ness of  real  greatness,  as  by  the  reck- 
lessness, irritability,  and  impetuosity 
of  one  aware  that  he  is  far  superior  to 
those  around  him,  and  in  possession  of 
that  species  of  talent  which  is  appre- 
ciable by  all — of  those  rare  powers 
which  insure  a  man  the  command  over 
his  fellows — keen  and  bitter  sarcasm, 
and   extraordinary   readiness  of   re- 
partee.   Then,  again,  all  his  predilec- 
tions were  political.    He  utterly  dis- 
regarded the  popular  pursuits  at  col- 
lege.    Whatever   he    said,    read,  or 
thought,  had  reference  to  his  "ruling 
passion" — and  that  not  by  fits  and 
starts,  under  the  arbitrary  impulses  of 
rivalry  or  enthusiasm,  but  steadily  and 
systematically.    I  knew  from  himself, 
that,  before  his  twenty-third  year,  he 
had  read  over  and  made  notes  of  the 
whole  of  the  parliamentary  debates, 
and  have  seen  a  table  which  he  con- 
structed for  reference,  on  a  most  ad- 
mirable and  useful  plan.    The  minute 
accuracy  of  his  ac<]^uaintance  with  the 
whole  course  of  political  affairs,  obtain- 
ed by  such  laborious  methods  as  this, 
may  be  easily  conceived.  His  powers  of 
memory  were  remarkable — as  well  for 
their  capacity  as  tenacity ;  and  the  pre- 
sence   of  mind  and  judgment  with 


which  he  availed  himself  of  his  acqui- 
sitions, convinced  his  opponent  that  he 
had  undertaken  an  arduous,  if  not  hope- 
less task,  in  rising  to  reply  to  him.  It 
was  impossible  not  to  see,  even  in  a  few 
minutes'  interview  with  him,  that  Ambi- 
tion had  "marked  him  for  her  own." 
Alas!  what  a  stormy  career  is  befoi*e 
this  young  man !  I  have  often  thought, 
while  listening  to  his  fervid  harangues 
and  conversations,  and  witnessing  the 
twin  fires  of  intellect  and  passion  flash- 
ing firom  his  eyes.  One  large  ingre- 
dient in  his  composition  was  a  most 
morbid  sensibility ;  and  then  he  devoted 
himself  to  ever^r  pursuit  with  a  head- 
long, undistinguishing  enthusiasm  and 
energy,  which  inspired  me  with  lively 
apprehensions  lest  he  should  wear  him- 
self out,  and  fall  by  the  way,  before  he 
could  actually  enter  on  the  great  arena 
of  public  life.  His  forehead  was  already 
furrowed  with  premature  wrinkles ! 

His  application  was  incessant.  He 
rose  every  morning  at  five,  and  retired 
pretty  regularly  by  eleven. 

Our  acquaintance  gradually  ripened 
into  friendship,  and  we  visited  each 
other  with  mutual  frequency  and  cor- 
diality. When  he  left  college,  he  en- 
treated me  to  accompany  him  to  the 
Continent;  but  financial  difilculties 
on  my  part  forbade  it.  He  was  pos- 
sessed of  a  tolerably  ample  fortune; 
and,  at  the  time  of  quitting  England, 

was  actually  in*  treaty  with  Sir 

for  a  borough,    i  left  Cambridge 

a  few  months  after  Mr  Stafford ;  and, 
as  we  were  mutually  engaged  with 
the  arduous  and  absorbing  duties  of 
our  respective  professions,  we  saw  and 
heard  uttle  or  nothing  of  one  another 
for  several  years.  In  the  very  depth 
of  my  distress — during  the  first  four 
years  of  my  establishment  in  London 
— I  recollect  once  calling  at  the. hotel 
which  he  generally  made  his  town 
quarters,  for  the  purpose  of  soliciting 
his  assistance  in  the  way  of  introduc- 
tions ;  when,  to  my  anguish  and  mor- 
tification, I  heard,  that  on  that  very 
morning  he  had  quitted  the  hotel  for 
Calais,  on  his  return  to  the  Continent. 
At  length  Mr  Stafford,  who  had 
long  stood  contemplating  on  the  brink, 
dashed  into  the  tempestuous  waters 
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of  public  life,  and  emerged — a  member 

of  Parliament  for  the  borough  of >. 

I  happened  to  see  the  Gazette  which 
announced  the  event,  about  two  years 
after  the  occurrence  of  the  accident 
which  elevated  me  into  fortune.  I  did 
not  then  require  any  one's  interference 
on  my  behalf,  being  content  with  the 
independent  exercise  of  my  jn'ofession; 
and  even  if  I  had  been  unfortunate, 
too  long  an  interval  had  elapsed,  I 
thought,  to  warrant  my  renewing  a 
mere  college  acquaintance  with  such 
a  man  as  Mr  Stafford.  I  was  content, 
therefore,  to  keep  barely  within  the 
extreme  rays  of  this  rising  sun  in 
the  political  hemisphere.    I  shall  not 
easily  forget  the  feelings  of  intense 
interest  with  which  I  saw,  in  one  of 
the  morning  papers,  the  name  of  my 
quondam  colle^  friend,  "Mr  Staf- 
FOBD,"  standing  at  the  head  of  a  speech 
of  two  columns^  length— or  the  delight 
with  which  I  paused  over  the  frequent 
interruptions   of   "  Heart  hear  /  "  — 
"JJear,  hear^  hear  I'' —'' Cheers ''-' 
^^ Loud  Cheers" — ^which  marked  the 
speaker's  progress  in  the  favour  of 
the  House.     "We  regret,"  said  the 
reporter,  in  a  note  at  the  end,  "  that 
the  noise  in  the  gallery  prevented  our 
giving  at  ^eater  length  the  eloquent 
and  effective  maiden  speech  of  Mr 
Stafford,  which  was  cheered  perpetu- 
ally throughout,  and  excited  a  strong 
sensation  m  the  Hdbse."    In  my  en- 
thusiasm, I  did  not  fail  to  purchase  a 
copy  of  that  newspaper,  and  have  it 
now  in  my  possession.    It  needed  not 
the  inquiries  which  everywhere  met 
me,  "Have  you  read  Mr  Stafford's 
maiden  speech?'*  to  assure  me  of  his 
splendid   prospects,    the    reward    of 
his  early  and  honourable  toils.    His 
"maiden  speech"  formed  the  sole  en- 
grossing topic  of  conversation  to  my 
wife  and  me  as  we  sat  at  supper  that 
evening ;  and  she  was  asking  me  some 
such  question  as  is  generally  upi)er- 
most  in  ladies'  minds  on  the  mention 
of  a  popular  character,  "  What  sort  of 
looking  man  he  was  when  I  knew  him 
at  Cambridge?" — ^when  a  forcible  ap- 
peal to  the  knocker  and  bell,  followed 
Dy  the  servant's  announcing,  that  "  a 
gentleman  wished  to  speak  to  me  di- 


rectly," brought  me  into  my  patients' 
room.  The  candles,  which  were  only 
just  lit,  did  not  enable  me  to  see  the 

Eerson  of  my  visitor  very  distinctly ; 
ut  the  instant  he  spoke  to  me,  remov- 
ing a  handkerchief  which  he  held  to 
his  mouth,  I  recognised — could  it  be- 
possible? — the  very  Mi  Stafford  we 
had  been  speaking  of!  I  shook  him 
affectionately  by  the  hand,  and  should 
have  proceedett  to  compliment  him 
warmly  on  his  last  evening's  success 
in  the  House,  but  that  his  dreadfal 
paleness  of  features  and  discomposure 
of  manner  disconcerted  me. 

"  My  dear  Mr  Stafford,  what  is  the 
matter?  Are  you  ill?  Has  anything 
happened?"  I  inquired  anxiously. 

"Yes,  doctor— perhaps  fatally  ill," 
he  replied,  with  great  agitation.  "  t 
thought  I  would  call  on  you  on  my 
way  from  the  House,  which  I  have 
but  just  left.  It  is  not  my  fault  that 
we  have  not  maintained  our  college 
acquaintance ;  but  of  that  more  here- 
after. I  wish  your  advice — your  honest 
opinion  on  my  case.  For  God's  sake, 
don't  deceive  me!  Last  evening  I 
spoke,  for  the  first  time,  in  the  House, 
at  some  length,  and  with  all  the  energy 
I  could  command.  You  may  guess  the 
consequent  exhaustion  I  have  suffered 
during  the  whole  of  this  day ;  and  this 
evening,  though  much  indisposed  with 
fever  and  a  cough,  I  imprudently  went 

down  to  the  House,  when  Sir 

so   shameftilly  misrepresented 

certain  portions  of  the  speech  I  had 
delivered  the  preceding  ni^ht,  that  I 
felt  bound  to  rise  and  vindicate  my- 
self. I  was  betrayed  into  greater 
length  and  vehemence  than  I  had  an- 
ticipated ;  and,  on  sitting  down,  was 
seized  with  such  an  irrepressible  fit 
of  coughing^  as  at  last  forced  me  to 
leave  the  House.  Hoping  it  would 
abate,  I  walked  for  some  time  about 
the  lobby — and,  at  length,  thought  it 
better  to  return  home  than  re-enter 
the  House.  While  hunting  after  my 
carria^,  the  violence  of  the  cough 
subsided  into  a  small  hacking,  irritat- 
ing one,  accompanied  with  smtting. 
After  driving  aoout  as  far  as  White- 
hall, the  vivid  glare  of  one  of  the  street- 
lamps  happened  to  fall  suddenly  on 
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xnj  white  pocket-handkerchief,  and, 
O  God!"  continued  Mr  Stafford  al- 
most gasping  for  breath,  "this  horrid 
sight  met  my  eye ! "  He  spread  out 
a  pocket-handkerchief,  all  spotted  and 
dabbled  with  blood !  It  was  with  the 
utmost  difficulty  that  he  communi- 
cated to  me  what  is  gone  before.  "  Oh ! 
it*s  all  over  with  me — the  chapter's 
ended,  I'm  afraid!'*  he  murmured  al- 
most inarticulately,  and,  while  I  was 
feeling  his  pulse,  he  fainted.  I  placed 
bim  instantly  in  a  recumbent  position 
— ^loosened  ms  neckerchief  and  shirt- 
collar — dashed  some  cold  water  in  his 
face— and  he  presently  recovered.  He 
ahook  his  heaa,  in  silence,  very  moum- 
fillly — his  features  expressing  utter 
hopelessness.  I  sat  down  close  be- 
side  him,  and,  grasping  his  hand  in 
mine,  endeavoured  to  reassure  him. 
The  answers  he  returned  to  the  few 
questions  I  asked  him,  convinced  me 
that  the  spitting  of  blood  was  unat- 
tended with  danger,  provided  he  could 
be  kept  quiet  in  body  and  mind.  There 
was  not  the  slightest  symptom  of  radi- 
eal  mischief  in  the  lungs.  A  glance 
at  his  stout  build  of  body,  especiallv 
at  his  ample  sonorous  chest,  forbade 
the  supposition.  I  explained  to  him, 
with  even  professional  minuteness  of 
detail,  the  true  nature  of  the  accident, 
its  effects,  and  method  of  cure.  He 
listened  to  me  with  dee^  attention, 
and  at  last  seemed  convinced.  He 
clasped  his  hands,  exclaiming,  "Thank 
God!  thank  God ! "  and  entreated  me 
to  do  on  the  spot  what  I  had  directed 
to  be  done  by  the  apothecary — ^to  bleed 
him.  I  complied,  and,  from  a  large 
orifice,  took  a  considerable  quantity  of 
blood.  I  then  accompanied  him  home 
— saw  him  consigned  to  bed — ^pre- 
scribed th^  usual  lowering  remedies — 
absolutely  forbade  him  to  open  his 
lips,  except  in  the  slightest  whisper 
possible;  and  left  him  calm,  and  re- 
stored to  a  tolerable  measure  of  self- 
possession. 

One  of  the  most  exquisite  sources 
of  gratification,  arising  from  the  dis- 
charffe  of  our  professional  duties,  is 
the  oisabttsing  our  patients  of  their 
harrowing  and  groundless  apprehen- 
sions of  danger.    One  such  instance 


as  is  related  above,  is  to  me  an  ample 
recompense  for  months  of  miscella- 
neous, and  often  thankless  toil,  in  the 
exercise  of  my  profession.  Is  it  not, 
in  a  manner,  plucking  a  patient  from 
the  very  briuK  of  the  grave,  to  which 
he  had  despairingly  consigned  himself, 
and  placinG^  him  once  more  in  the  busy 
throng  of  life — ^the  very  heart  of  so- 
ciety? I  have  seen  men  of  the  strongest 
intellect  and  nerve — whom  the  detec- 
tion of  a  novel  and  startling  symptom 
has  terrified  into  giving  themselves 
up  for  lost — ^in  an  instant  dispossessed 
of  their  apprehensions,  by  explaining 
to  them  tne  real  nature  of  what  has 
alarmed  them.*  The  alarm,  however, 
occasioned  by  the  rupture  of  a  blood- 
vessel in  or  near  the  lungs,  is  seldom 
unwarranted,  although  it  may  be  ex- 
cessive :  and  though  we  can  soon  de« 
termine  whether  or  not  the  accident 
is  in  the  nature  of  a  primary  disease, 
or  symptomatic  of  some  incurable  pul- 
monary affection,  and  dissipate  or  cor- 
roborate our  patient's  apprehensions 
accordingly,  it  is  no  more  than  pru- 
dent to  warn  one  who  has  once  exp6- 
rienced  this  injury,  against  any  exer- 
tions or  excesses  which  have  a  ten- 
dency to  interfere  with  the  action  of 
the  lungs,  by  keeping  in  sight  the 
poasibUity  of  a  fatal  relapse.  To  re- 
turn, however,  to  Mr  Stafford. 

His  recovery  was  tardier  than  I 
could  have  expected.  His  extraordi- 
nary excitability  completely  neutral- 
ised, the  effect  of  my  lowering  and  calm- 

*  Ono  instance  preflses  so  strongly  on  my 
recollection  that  I  cannot  help  adVerting  to 
it :— I  was  one  day  summoned  in  hasto  to  an 
eminent  merdiant  in  the  city,  who  thought 
be  had  grounds  for  apprehending  occasion  for 
one  of  the  most  appalling  onerations  known 
in  suigery.  When  I  arrivect,  on  fiudin?  the 
case  not  exactly  within  my  province,  I  was 
going  to  leave  him  in  the  hands  of  e  surgeon ; 
but  seeinff  that  his  alarm  had  positively  half- 
maddened  him,  I  resolved  to  give  him  what 
assistance  I  could.  I  soon  found  that  his 
fears  were  diimerical ;  but  he  would  not  be- 
lieve me.  When,  however,  I  succeeded  in 
convincing  him  that  "  all  was  yet  right  with 
him,**  by  referring  the  sensations  which 
had  alarmed  him  to  an  unperoeived  derange- 
ment of  his  dratf  tongue  cannot  utter,  nor 
I  ever  forget,  the  ecstasy  with  which  he  at 
last  "gave  to  the  winds  his  fears."  He  in- 
sisted on  my  accepting  one  of  the  laxgest  fees 
that  had  ever  been  tendered  me.         t 
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ing  system  of  treatment.  I  could  not 
persuade  him  to  give  humindrest ;  and 
the  mere  glimpse  of  a  newspaper  occa- 
sioned such  a  flutter  and  agitation  of 
spirits,  that  I  forbade  them  altogether 
for  a  fortnight.  I  was  in  the  habit  of 
writing  my  prescriptions  in  his  pre- 
sence, and  pausing  long  over  them  for 
the  purpose  of  unsuspectedly  observing 
him ;  and  though  he  would  tell  me  that 
his  "mind  was  still  as  a  stagnant  pool," 
his  intense  air,  his  corrugated  orows 
and  fixed  eyes,  evinced  the  most  active 
exercise  of  thought.  When  in  a  sort 
of  half-dozing  state,  he  wotdd  often 
mutter  about  the  subjects  nearest  his 

heart.    "Ah!   mugt  go  out — the 

Bill,  their  touchstone — av — though 

and  his  Belial-tongue. 

*  ♦  »  » 

"TTis  cruel— -'tis  tantalising,  doctor," 
he  said  one  morning,  "tofindoneVself 
held  by  the  foot  in  this  wav,  like  a 
chained  eagle!  The  world  forgets 
every  one  that  slips  for  a  moment  &om 
public  view.  Alas !  alas !  my  plans — 
my  projects — are  all  unravellmg!" — 
"Thy  sun,  young  man,  may  go  down 
at  noon!"  I  often  thous^ht,  when  re- 
flecting on  his  restless  and  anient  spirit. 
He  wanted  case-hardening — Xojx^phy- 
sical  training — to  fit  him  for  the  mu*- 
assing  and  exhausting*  camnaign  on 
which  he  had  entered.  Truly,  truly, 
your  politician  should  have  a  frame  of 
adamant,  and  a  mind  "  thereto  conform- 
ing strictly."  He  should  be  utterly^  in- 
accessible to  emotion — and  especially 
to  the  finer  feelings  of  our  nature,  since 
there  is  no  room  for  their  exercise.  He 
should  forget  his  heart,  his  family,  his 
friends — everything  except  his  own 
interest  and  ambition.  It  should  be 
with  him  as  with  a  consummate  in- 
triguer of  old — 

No  rest,  no  breathing-time  had  he,  or  lack'd— 
T^est  from  the  slippery  steep  he  suddenly 
Might  fall.    Of  every  joy  forgeiftil  quite, 

life's  softness  had  no  charm  for  him . 

^ — — His  object  sole 

To  cheat  the  silly  world  of  her  applause— his 

eye 
flz'd  with  stem  steadfastness  upon  the  Star 
That  shed  but  madness  on  him. 

I  found  Mr  Stafford  one  day  in  high 
chafe  about  a  sarcastic  allusion  in  the 
debate  to  a  sentiment  which  he  had 


expressed  in  Parliament — "Oh!  cne 
might  wither  that  fellow  ¥rith  a  word 
or  two,  the  stilted  noodle!"  said  he, 
pointing  to  the  passage,  while  his  eye 
glanced  like  lightning. 

"  You'll  more  likely  wither  yoxu*  own 
prospects  of  ever  making  the  trial,  if 
you  don't  moderate  ^our  exertions,"  I 
replied.  He  smiled  mcredulously,  and 
made  me  no  answer,  but  continued 
twisting  about  his  pencil-case  with  a 
rapidity  and  energy  which  showed  the 
high  excitement  under  which  he  was 
labouring.  His  hard,  jerking,  irregular 
pulse,  beating  on  the  average  a  nun- 
ored  a  minute,  excited  my  lively  appre- 
hensions, lest  the  increased  action  of 
the  heart  should  bring  on  a  second  fit 
of  blood-roitting.  I  saw  clearly  that 
it  would  be  in  vain  for  him  to  court 
the  repose  essential  to  his  convales- 
cence, so  long  as  he  continued  in  town; 
and,  with  infinite  difficulty,  prevailed 
on  him  to  betake  himself  to  the  coun- 
try. We  wrung  a  promise  from  him 
that  he  would  set  aoout  "unbending" 
— "unharnessing,"  as  he  called  it — 
that  he  would  "  give  his  constitution 
fair  play."  He  acknowledged  that,  to 
gain  the  objects  he  had  proposed  to 
himself,  it  was  necessary  for  nim  "  to 
husband  his  resources;  and  briskly 
echoed  my  quotation — "ne^ve  semper 
arcum  tendit  ApoUoJ'*  In  short,  we 
dismissed  him  in  th^  confident  expec- 
tation of  seeing  him  return,  niter  a 
requisite  interval,  with  recruited  ener- 
gies of  body  and  mind.  He  had  scarcely, 
however,  been  gone  a  fortnight,  before 
a  paragraph  ran  the  round  of  the  daHj 
papers,  announcing,  as  nearly  ready 
for  publication,  a  political  pamphlet, 
"by  Charles  Stafford,  Esq.  M.P.;"— 
and  in  less  than  three  weeks — sure 
enough — ^a  packet  was  forwarded  to  my 
residence,  from  the  publisher,  contain- 
ing my  rebellious  patient's  pamphlet, 
accompanied  with  the  following  nasty 
note:-— "A^«Xij»ii — ^Even  with  you! — 
you  did  not,  you  will  recollect,  inter- 
dict writing;  and  I  have  contrived  to 
amuse  myself  with  the  accompanying 

trifle. — ^Please  look  at  page ,  and 

see  the  kind  things  I  have  said  of  poor 

Lord  ,  the  worthy  who  attacked 

me  the  other  evening  in  the  House 
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behind  my  back."  This  "trifle*' was  in 
the  form  of  a  pamphlet  of  sixty-four 
pages,  full  of  masterly  argumentation 
and  impetuous  eloquence;  but  unfortu- 
nately, owing  to  the  publisher's  dila- 
toriness,  it  came  "  a  day  Ibehind  the  fair," 
and  attracted  but  little  attention. 

His  temporary  rustication,  how- 
ever, was  attended  with  at  least  two 
beneficial  results  —  recruited  health, 

and  the  heart  of  Lady  Emma  , 

the  beautiful  daughter  of  a  noble- 
man remotely  connected  with  Mr 
Stafford's  family.  This  attachment 
proved  powerful  enough  to  alienate 
him  for  a  while  from  the  turmoils  of 
political  life;  for  not  only  did  the 
beauty,  wealth,  and  accomplishments 

of  Lady  Emma  render  her  a 

noble  prize,  worthy  of  great  effort  to 
obtain,  but  a  powerful  military  rival 
had  taken  the  neld  before  Mr  Stafford 
made  his  appearance,  and  seemed  dis- 
posed to  move  heaven  and  earth  to 
carry  her  off.  It  is  needless  to  say 
how  such  a  consideration  was  calcu- 
lated to  rouse  and  absorb  all  the  ener- 
gies of  the  young  senator,  and  keep 
him  incessantly  on  the  qui  vive.  It  is 
said  that  the  lady  wavered  for  some 
time,  uncertain  to  which  of  her  bril- 
liant suitors  she  should  give  the  nod 
of  preference.  Chance  decided  the 
matter.  It  came  to  pass  that  a  con- 
tested election  arose  in  the  county, 
and  Mr  Stafford  made  a  very  animated 
and  successful  speech  from  the  hus- 
tings (not  far  from  which,  at  a  window, 
was  standing  Lady  Emma)  in  favour 
of  her  ladysnip's  brother,  one  of  the 
candidates.  lotriumjphel  That  happy 
evening  the  enemy  "  surrendered  at 
discretion;"  and,  ere  long,  it  was 
known  far  and  wide  that,  in  news- 
paper slang,  "  an  affair  was  on  the 
tomg"  between  Mr  Stafford  and  the 
"Deautifol  and  accomplished  Lady 
Emma ,"  &c.  &c. 

It  is  my  firm  persuasion  that  the 
diversion  in  his  pursuits  effected  by 
this  "  affair,'*  by  withdrawing  Mr  Staf- 
ford for  a  considerable  interval  from 
cares  and  anxieties  which  he  wa%phy- 
sically  unable  to  cope  with,  lengthened 
his  life  for  many  years ;  giving  Eng- 
land a  splendid  statesman,  and  this,  my 


Diary,  the  sad  records  which  are  now 
to  be  laid  before  the  reader. 

One  characteristic  of  our  profession, 
standing,  as  it  were,  in  such  sad  and 
high  relief,  as  to  scare  many  a  sensi- 
tive mind  from  entering  into  its  ser- 
vice, is,  that  it  is  concerned,  almost 
exclusively,  with  the  dark  side  of  hu- 
manity. As  carnage  and  carrion  guide 
the  gloomy  flight  of  the  vulture,  so 
MISERY  is  the  signal  for  a  medical 
man's  presence.  We  have  to  do  daily 
with  broken  hearts,  blighted  hopes, 
pain,  sorrow,  death!  And  though 
the  satisfaction  arising  from  the  due 
discharge  of  our  duties  be  that  of  a 
good  Samaritan — a  rich  return — we 
cannot  help  counting  the  heavy  cost 
— aching  hearts,  weary  limbs,  priva- 
tions, ingratitude.  Dark  array!  It 
may  be  considered  placing  the  matter 
in  a  whimsical  point  of  view ;  yet  I 
have  often  thought  that  the  two  gi-eat 

Erofessions  of  Law  and  Medicine  are 
ut  foul  carrion  birds — the  one  prey- 
ing on  the  moral,  as  the  other  on  the 
physical  rottenness  of  mankind. 

"Those  who  are  well  need  not  a 
physician,"  say  the  Scriptures;  and 
on  this  ground  it  is  easy  to  explain 
the  melancholy  hue  pervading  these 
papers.  They  are  mirrors  reflecting 
the  dark  colours  exposed  to  them.  It 
is  true  that  some  remote  relations, 
arising  out  of  the  particular  combina- 
tions of  circumstances  first  requiiing 
our  professional  interference,  may  af- 
ford, as  it  were,  a  passing  gleam  of 
distant  sunshine,  in  the  development 
of  some  trait  of  beautiful  character, 
some  wondrous  "  good,  from  seeming 
ill  educed ; "  but  these  are  incidental 
only,  and  evanescent — enhancing,  not 
relieving  the  gloom  and  sorrow  amid 
which  we  move.  A  glimpse  of  heaven 
would  but  aggravate  the  horrors  of 
hell  1  These  cnilling  reflections  force 
themselves  on  my  mind  when  sur- 
veying the  very  many  entries  in  my 
Diary,  concerning  the  eminent  indi- 
vidual whose  case  I  am  now  narrating 
— concerning  one  who  seemed  born  to 
bask  in  the  brightness  of  life — to  reap 
the  ftdl  harvest  of  its  joys  and  com- 
forts, and  yet  "  walked  in  darkness !  ** 

Jigitized  by  VjOO^^ 


190 


DIAEY  OF  A  LATE  PHTSICIAN. 


Why  should  it  have  been  so?  Answer 
— AmbUion! 

The  reader  must  hurry  on  with  me 
through  the  next  ten  years  of  Mr 
Stafford's  life,  during  wmch  period  he 
rose  with  almost  unprecedented  rapi- 
dity. He  had  hardly  time,  as  it  were, 
to  ffet  warm  in  his  nest,  before  he  was 
called  to  lodge  in  the  one  above  him, 
and  then  the  one  above  that ;  and  so 
on  upwards,  till  people  began  to  view 
his  progress  witn  their  hands  shad- 
ing their  dazzled  eyes,  while  they  ex- 
claimed, ''fast  for  the  top  of  the  treel'' 
He  was  formed  for  political  popularity. 
He  had  a  most  wmning,  captivating, 
commanding  style  of  delivery,  which 
was  always  employed  in  the  steady, 
consistent  advocacy  of  one  line  of 
principles.  The  splendour  of  his  ta- 
lents—his tact  and  skill  in  debate — 
the  immense  extent  and  accuracy  of 
his  political  information  —  early  at- 
tracted the  notice  of  Ministers,  and 
he  was  not  suffered  to  wait  long 
before  they  secured  his  services,  by 
giving  him  a  popular  and  influential 
office.  During  all  this  time  he  main- 
tained a  very  friendly  intimacy  with 
me,  and  often  put  into  requisition  my 
professional  services.  About  eight 
o'clock,  one  Saturday  evening,  I  re- 
ceived the  following  note  from  Mr 
Stafford  ;— 

"  Dear ,  excuse  excessive  haste. 

Let  me  intreat  you  (I  will  hereafter 
account  for  the  suddenness  of  this  ap- 
plication) to  make  instant  arrange- 
ments for  spending  with  me  the  whole  of 

to-morrow  (Sunday)  at ,  and  to  set 

off  from  town  in  time  for  breakfasting 
with  Lady  Emma  and  myself.  Tour 
presence  is  required  by  most  urgent 
and  special  business;  but  allow  me  to 
beg  you  will  appear  at  breakfast  with 
an  unconcerned  air — as  a  chance  visit- 
er.— ^Yours  always  faithfully, 

"C.  Stappobd." 

The  words  "toAofe"and  "apecioT*  were 
thrice  underscored ;  and  this,  added  to 
the  very  unusual  illegibility  of  the  writ- 
ing, betrayed  an  urgency,  and  even  agi- 
tation, which  a  little  disconcerted  me. 


The  abruptness  of  the  application  occ«^ 
sioned  me  some  trouble  m  making  tJie 
requisite  arrangements.  As,  however, 
it  was  not  a  busy  time  with  me,  I  con- 
trived to  find  a  substitute  for  the  mor- 
row in  my  friend  Dr  D . 

It  was  on  a  lovely  Sabbath  morning, 
in  July  18 — ,  that,  in  obedience  to  the 
above  hurried  summons,  I  set  off  on 
horseback  from  the  murky  metropolis; 
and,  after  rather  more  than  a  two  hours* 
ride,  found  myself  entering  the  grounds 
of  Mr  Stafford,  who  had  recently  pur- 
chased a  beautiful  villa  on  the  banks  of 
the  Thames.  It  was  about  nine  o'clock, 
and  Nature  seemed  but  freshly  awak- 
ened from  the  depth  of  her  over-night's 
slumbers,  her  tresses  all  uncurled,  as 
it  were,  cmd  her  perfumed  robes  glis- 
tening with  the  pearls  of  morning  dew. 
A  deep  and  rich  repose  brooded  over 
the  scene,  subduing  every  feeling  of 
my  soul  into  sympathy.  A  groom  tooJc 
my  horse;  and,  nndinff  that  neither 
Mr  Stafford  nor  Lady  Emma  were  yet 
stirring,  I  resolved  to  walk  about  and 
enjoy  the  scenery.  In  front  of  the 
house  stretched  a  fine  lawn,  studded 
here  and  there  with  laurel  bushes  and 
other  elegant  shrubs,  and  sloping  down 
to  the  river's  edge;  and  on  each  side 
of  the  villa,  and  behind,  were  trees  dis* 
posed  with  the  most  beautiful  and  pic- 
turesque effect  imaginable.  Birds  were 
caroling  cheerfully  and  loudly  on  all 
sides  of  me,  as  though  they  were  in- 
toxicated with  their  own  "woodland 
melody."  I  walked  about  as  amid  en- 
chantment, breathing  the  balminess 
and  fragrance  of  the  atmosphere,  as  the 
wild  horse  snuffs  the  scent  of  the  des- 
ert. How  keenly  are  Nature's  beauties 
appreciable  when  but  rarely  seen  by 
her  unfortunate  admirer,  who  is  con- 
demned to  a  town  life  I 

I  stood  on  the  lawn  by  the  river's 
ed^,  watching  the  ripple  of  the  re- 
tiring tide,  pondering  within  myself 
whether  it  was  possible  for  such  scenes 
as  these  to  have  lost  all  charm  for 
their  restless  owner.  Did  he  relish  or 
tolerate  them  ?  Could  the  pursuits  of 
ambUion  have  blunted,  deadened  his 
sensibilities  to  the  beauty  of  Nature, 
the  delights  of  home  ?  These  thoughts 
were  passing  through  my  mind,  when 
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I  was  startled  by  the  tapping  of  a  loose 
glove  over  my  snoulder ;  and,  on  turn- 
ing round,  beheld  Mr  Stafford,  in  his 
flowered  morning  gown,  and  his  face 
partially  shaded  from  the  glare  of  the 
morning  sun,  beneath  a  broad-rimmed 
straw  hat.    "  Good-morning,  doctor — 

§ood-moming,"  said  he ;  "a  thousand 
lanks  for  your  attention  to  my  note 
of  last  night ;  but  see !  yonder  stands 
Lady  Emma,  waiting  breakfast  for  us," 
pointing  to  her  ladyship,  who  was 
standing  at  the  window  of  the  break- 
fast-room. Mr  Stafford  put  his  arm 
into  mine,  and  we  walked  up  to  the 
house.  "  Mv  dear  sir,  what  can  be  the 

meaning  of  your  " said  I,  with  an 

anxious  look. 

"  Not  a  word— -not  a  breath — ^if  you 
please,  till  we  are  alone  after  break- 
fast." 

"  Well — you  are  bent  on  tantalising ! 
What  can  be  the  matter?  What  is 
this  mountain  mystery  ?  " 

"  It  may  prove  a  molehill,  perhaps," 
said  he  carelessly;  "  but  we'll  see  after 
breakfast." 

**  What  an  enchanting  spot  you  have 
of  it ! "  I  exclaimed,  pausing  and  look- 
ing around  me. 

"  Oh,  very  paradisaical,  I  dare  say," 
he  replied,  with  an  air  of  indifference 
that  was  quite  laughable.  "By  the 
way,"  he  added  hurriedly,  "  did  you 

hear  any  rumour  about  Lord 's 

resignation  late  last  night  ?  "  "  Yes." 
"  And  his  successor — is  he  talked  of?" 
he  inquired  eagerly.     "Mr  C — — ." 

«MrC !  Is  it  possible?  Ah,  ha" 

— ^he  muttered,  raising  his  hand  to 
his  cheek,  and  looking  thoughtfully 
downwards. 

"  Come,  come,  Mr  Stafford,  'tis  now 
my  turn.  Do  drop  these  eternal  poli- 
tics for  a  few  moments,  I  beff." — "  Ay, 
av,  '  still  harping  on  my  aaughter !  * 
1 11  smk  the  shop^  however,  for  a  while, 
as  our  town  friends  say.  But  I  really 
beg  pardon — 'tis  rude,  very.    But  here 

we  are.    Lady  Emma,  Dr ,"  said 

he;  as  we  approached  her  ladyship 
through  the  opened  stained-glass  door- 
wav.  She  sat  before  the  breakfast  urn, 
looking,  to  my  eyes,  as  bloomingly 
beautiM  as  at  the  time  of  her  mar- 
riage, though  ten  summers  hod  waved 


their  silken  pinions  over  her  head,  but 
so  softly  as  scarcely  to  flutter  or  fade 
a  feature  in  passing.  Tes,  thus  she 
sat  in  her  native  loveliness  and  dig- 
nity, the  airiness  of  g^lhood  passed 
away  into  the  mellowed  maturity  of 
womanhood!  She  looked  the  beau- 
ideal  of  simple  eleg^ce,  in  her  long 
snowy  morning  dress,  her  clustering 
auburn  hair  surmounted  with  a  slight 
gossamer  network  of  blonde — ^not  an 
ornament  about  her !  I  have  her  figure, 
even  at  this  interval  of  time,  most 
vividly  before  me,  as  she  sat  on  that 
memorable  morning,  unconscious  that 
the  errand  which  made  me  her  guest 
involved — ^but  I  will  not  anticipate. 
She  adored,  nay,  idolised  her  husoand 
— ^little  as  she  saw  of  him — and  he  was 
in  turn  as  fondly  attached  to  her  as  a 
man  could  be,  whose  whole  soul  was 
swallowed  up  in  ambition.  Tes,  he 
was  not  the  first  to  whom  political 
pursuits  have  proved  a  very  disease, 
shedding  blight  and  mildew  over  the 
heart  1 

I  thought  I  detected  an  appearance 
of  restramt  in  the  manner  of  each. 
Lady  Emma  often  cast  a  furtive  glance 
of  anxiety  at  her  husband — and  with 
reason — ^for  his  features  wore  an  air 
of  repressed  uneasiness.  He  was  now 
and  then  absent,  and,  when  addressed 
by  either  of  us,  would  reply  with  a 
momentary  sternness  of  manner — 
passing,  however,  instantly  away — 
which  showed  that  his  mind  was  oc- 
cupied with  unpleasant  or  troubled 
thoughts.  He  seemed  at  last  aware 
that  nis  demeanour  attracted  our  ob- 
servation, and  took  to  acting.  All 
traces  of  anxiety  or  uneasiness  disap- 
peared, and  gave  place  to  his  usual 
d'ect  urbanity  and  cheerfulness. 
y  Emma's  manner  towards  me, 
too,  was  cooler  than  usual,  which  I 
attributed  to  the  fact  of  my  presence 
not  having  been  sufficiently  accounted 
for.  My  embarrassment  may  be  easily 
conceived. 

"  What  a  delicious  morning  1 "  ex- 
claimed Lady  Emma,  looking  through 
the  window  at  the  fresh  blue  sky  and 
the  cheery  prospect  beneath.  We 
echoed  her  sentiments.  "I  think," 
said  I,  "that,  could  I  call  such  a  little 
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paradise  as  this  mine^  I  would  quit  th 
smoke  and  uproar  of  London  for  ever ! 
"I  wish  all  thought   with  you,  Dr 

,**  replied  her  ladyship  witn  a  sigh, 

looking  touchingly  at  her  husband. 

"What  opportunities  for  tranquil 
thought ! "  I  went  on. 

"Ay,  and  so  forth!"  said  Mr  Staf- 
ford gaily.  "Listen  to  another  son 
of  peace  and  solitude,  my  Lord  Bos- 
common — 

Hail,  sacred  Solitude  I  from  this  calm  bay 
I  view  the  world's  tempestuous  sea, 
And  with  wise  pride  despise 
All  those  senseless  vanities : 
With  pity  moved  for  others,  cBust  away 
On  rocks  of  hopes  and  fears,  I  see  them 

toss'd. 
On  rocks  of  folly  and  of  vice  I  see  them 

lost: 
Some,  the  prevailing  malice  of  the  greats 

Unhappy  men,  or  adverse  £ftte, 
Simk  deep  into  the  gulfs  of  an  aflUcted 

state: 
But  more,  far  more,  a  numberless  prodi- 
gious train. 
Whilst  Virtue  courts  them,  but»  alas !  in 
vain, 
Flv  from  her  kind  embracing  arms, 
Deaf  to  her  fondest  call,  blind  to  her  great- 
est charms, 
And,  simk  in  pleasures  and  in  brutish  ease, 
They,  in  their  shipwreck'd  state,  themselves 
obdurate  please. 
«  *  «  « 

Here  may  I  always  on  this  downy  grass. 
Unknown,  unseen,  my  easy  moments  pass. 
Till  with  a  gentle  force,  victorious  Death 

My  solitude  invade. 
And,  stopping  for  a  while  my  breath. 
With  ease  convey  me  to  a  better  shade.* 

"  There's  for  you,  my  lady!  Well 
sung,  my  Lord  Koscommon!  Beauti- 
ful as  true!"  exclaimed  Mr  Stafford 
gaily,  as  soon  as  he  had  concluded 
repeating  the  above  ode,  in  his  own 
distinct  and  beautiful  elocution,  with 
real  pathos  of  manner ;  but  his  mouth 
and  eye  betrayed  that  his  own  mind 
sympathised  not  with  the  emotions 
of  the  poet,  but  rather  despised  the 
air  of  inglorious  repose  they  Dreathed. 
The  tears  were  in  Lad^  Emma^s  eyes, 
as  she  listened  to  hun!  Presently 
one  of  his  daughters,  a  fine  little  ^\ 
about  six  years  of  age,  came  sidlmg 
and  simpering  into  the  room,  and  made 

*  The  French  Translator  has  been  at  the 
pains  of  translating  the  whole  of  the  above 
poem  of  Lord  Boscommon's,  verbatim  et  liie- 
ratimt 


her  way  to  her  mother.  She  was  a 
lively,  rosy,  arch-eyed  little  creature, 
and  her  father  looked  fondly  at  her  for 
a  moment,  exclaiming,  "Well,  Ele- 
anor! "  and  his  thoughts  had  evidently 
soon  passed  far  away.  The  conversa- 
tion turned  on  Mr  Stafford's  reckless, 
absorbing  pursuit  of  politics,  which 
Lady  Emma  and  I  deplored,  and  en- 
treated him  to  give  more  of  his  time 
and  affections  to  domestic  concerns. 
*  «  «  "  You  talk  to  me  as  if  I 
were  dying,"  said  he,  rather  petulantly ; 
"why  should  I  not  pursue  mj  pro- 
fession— ^my  legitimate  profession  ? — 
As  for  your  still  waters — ^your  pasto- 
ral simplicities — your  Arcadian  bliss 
— pray  what  iiiducements  have  I  to 
run  counter  to  my  own  inclinations  to 
cruise  what  you  are  pleased  to  call  the 
stormy  sea  of  politics?"  "  What  in- 
ducements?— Charles,  Charles,  can't 
you  find  them  heref'*  said  his  lady, 
pointing  to  herself  and  her  daughter. 
Mr  Stafford's  eyes  filled  with  tears, 
even  to  overflowing,  and  he  grasped 
her  hand  with  affectionate  energy, 
took  his  smiling  unconscious  daughter 
on  his  knee,  and  kissed  her  with  pas^ 
sionate  fervour.  "  Semd  insanivimus 
omnes"  he  muttered  to  me,  a  few 
moments  after,  as  if  ashamed  of  the 
display  he  had  recently  made.  For 
my  own  part,  I  saw  that  he  occasion- 
ally lost  the  control  over  feelines  which 
were,  for  some  reason  or  other,  dis- 
turbed and  excited.  What  could  pos- 
sibly have  occurred?  Strange  as  it 
may  seem,  a  thought  of  the  real  state 
of  matters,  as  they  will  presently  be 
disclosed,  never  for  an  instant  crossed 
my  mind.  I  longed — ^I  almost  sick- 
ened--for  the  promised  opportunity 
of  beinff  alone  with  him.  li  was  soon 
afforded  me,  by  the  servants  appearing 
at  the  door,  and  announcing  the  car- 
riage. 

"  Oh,  dear,  positively  prayers  will  be 
over !'  exclaimed  Lady  Emma,  rising, 
and  looking,  hurriedly  at  her  watch, 
"  we've  quite  forgotten  church-hours ! 
Do  you  accompany  us,  doctor?'*  said 
she,  looking  at  me. 

"  No,  Emma,"  replied  Mr  Stafford 
quickly;  "jrou  and  the  family  must 
go  alone  this  morning — I  shall  stop 
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and  keep  Dr company,  and  take 

a  walk  over  the  country  for  once." 
Lady  Emma,  with  an  unsatisfied  glance 
at  both  of  us,  withdrew.  Mr  Stafford 
immediately  proposed  a  walk ;  and  we 
were  soon  on  our  way  to  a  small 
Gothic  alcove  near  the  water-side. 

"  Now,  doctor,  to  the  point,'*  said  he 
abruptly,  as  soon  as  we  were  seated. 
"  Can  I  reckon  on  areai  friend  in  you?" 
scrutinising  my  features  closely. 

"Most  certainly  you  may,'    I  re- 

flied,  with  astonishment.*  "  What  can 
do  for  you? — Something  or  other  is 
wrong,  I  fear!  Can  /  do  anything 
for  you  in  any  way  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  he  deliberately,^  and 
looking  fixedly  at  me,  as; if  to  mark 
the  effect  of  his  words ;  **  I  shall  re- 

?uire  a  proof  of  your  friendship  soon ; 
must  have  your  services  this  even- 
ing— at  seven  o'clock." 

"  Gracious  Heaven,  Mr  Stafford ! — 
why — ^why — ^is  it  possible  that — do  I 
guess  aright?"  I  stammered  almost 
breathless,  and  rising  from  my  seat. 

"  O  doctor ! — don't  be  foolisn — ex- 
cuse me — but  don't — don't,  I  beg! 
Pray,  give  me  your  answer !  I'm  sure 
you  understand  my  question."  Agi- 
tation deprived  me  for  a  while  of  utter- 
ance. 

"  I  beg  an  answer,  Dr ^,"  he  re- 
sumed coldly,  "as,  if  you  refuse,  I 
shall  bo  very  much  inconvenienced. 
'Tis  but  a  little  affair — a  silly  busi- 
ness, that  circumstances  have  made 
inevitable — I'm  sure  you  must  have 
seen  a  hint  at  it  in  the  last  night's 
papers.  Don't  misunderstand  me,"  he 
proceeded,  seeing  me  continue  silent ; 
"  I  don't  wish  you  to  take  an  active 
part  in  the  business — but  to  be  on  the 
spot — and,  in  the  event  of  anything 
unfortunate  happening  to  me — to  hurry 
home  here,  and  prepare  Lady  Emma 

and  the  family— that  is  all .  Mr  G " 

(naming  a  well-known  army  surgeon) 
"  will  attend  professionally."  I  was 
so  confounded  with  the  suddenness  of 
the  application,  that  I  could  do  nothing 
more  man  mutter  indistinctly  my  re- 
gret at  what  had  happened. 

"  Well,  Doctor ,"  he  continued 

in  a  haughty  tone,  "  I  find  that,  after 


all,  I  have  been  mistaken  in  my  man. 
I  own  I  did  not  expect  that  this — ^the 
first  favour  I  have  ever  asked  at  your 
hands,  and,  possibly,  the  last — would 
have  been  refused.  But  I  must  insist 
on  an  answer  one  way  or  another;  you 
must  be  aware  I've  no  time  to  lose." 

"Mr  Stafford — pardon  me — ^you  mis- 
take me !  Allow  me  a  word ;  you  can- 
not have  committed  yourself  rashly  in 
this  affair !  Consider  Lady  Emma — 
your  children  " 

"I  have — I  have,"  he  answered, 
grasping  my  hand,  while  his  voice 
faltered ;  "  and  I  need  hardly  inform 
you  that  it  is  that  consideration  only 
which  occasions  the  little  disturbance 
of  manner  you  may  have  noticed.  But 
you  are  a  man  of  the  world  enough  to 
be  aware  that  I  must  go  through  with 
the  business.  I  am  not  the  chal- 
lenger." 

"  I  asked  him  for  the  particulars  of 
the  affair.  It  originated  in  a  biting 
sarcasm  which  he  had  uttered,  with 
reference  to  a  young  nobleman,  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  on  Friday  even- 
ing, which  had  been  construed  into  a 
personal  affront,  and  for  which  an 
apology  had  been  demanded — men- 
tioning the  alternative,  in  terms  al- 
most approaching  to  insolence,  evi- 
dently for  the  purpose  of  provoking 
him  into  a  refusal  to  retract  or  apolo- 
gise. 

"  It's  my  firm  persuasion  that  there 
is  a  plot  among  a  certain  party  to 
destroy  me — ^to  remove  an  obnoxious 
member  from  the  House — and  this  is 
the  scheme  they  have  hit  upon!  I 
have  succeeded,  I  find,  in  annoying 

the interest  beyond  measure ; 

and  so  they  must,  at  all  events,  get 
rid  of  me !  Ay,  this  car  of  a  lordlmg 
it  is,"  he  continued  with  fierce  em- 
phasis, "who  is  to  make  my  sweet 
wife  a  widow,  and  my  children  orphans 

— ^for  Lord *  is  notoriously  one  of 

the  best  shots  in  the  country !    Poor  • 
— ^poor  Emma ! "  he  exclaimed  with  a 
sigh,    thrusting  his    hand    into    his 
bosom,  and  looking  down  dejectedly. 
We  neither  of  us  spoke  for  some  time. 

•  "Lord  P«r<fe»/*^r-^«ncA  Translator. 
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"  Would  to  Heaven  we  had  never  been 
married ! "  he  resumed.  "  Poor  Lady 
Emma  leads  a  wretched  life  of  it,  I 
fear !  But  I  honestly  warned  her  that 
my  life  would  be  strewn  with  thorny 
cares  even  to  the  grave's  brink ! " 

"  So  you  have  really  pitched  upon 
tltts  evening — Sunday  evening,  for  this 
dreadful  business?"  I  inquired. 

"  Exactly.  We  must  be  on  the  spot 
by  seven  precisely.  I  say  we,  doctor," 
he  continued,  laying  his  nand  on  mine. 
I  consented  to  accompany  him.  "Come 
now,  that's  kind !  Fll  remember  you 
for  it.  *  *  It  is  now  nearly  half- 
past  twelve,"  looking  at  his  watch, 
"  and  by  one,  my  Lord  A "*  men- 
tioning a  well-known  nobleman,  "is 
to  be  here ;  who  is  to  stand  by  me  on 
the  occasion.  I  wish  he  were  here ; 
for  IVe  added  a  codicil  to  my  will, 
and  want  you  both  to  witness  my 
signature.  *  *  1  look  a  little 
fagged — don't  I?"  he  asked  with  a 
smQe.  I  told  him  he  certaidy  looked 
rather  sallow  and  worn.  "  How  does 
our  friend  walk  his  paces?"  he  in- 
quired, baring  his  wrist  for  me  to  feel 
his  pulse.  The  circulation  was  little, 
if  at  all  disturbed,  and  I  told  him  so. 
"  It  would  not  have  been  very  won- 
derful if  it  hadf  I  think ;  for  I've  been 
up  half  the  night — till  nearly  five  this 
morning — correcting  the   two    last 

S roof-sheets  of  my  S{>eech  on  the 
ill,  which is  publishing.    I 

think  it  will  read  well ;  at  least  I  noi 
it  will,  in  common  justice  to  myseL 
for  it  was  most  vilely  curtailed  an< 
misrepresented  by  the  reporters.  By 
the  way — ^would  you  believe  it  ? — Sir 
sf  speech  that  night  was  no- 
thing but  a  hundredth  hash  of  mine, 
whicn  I  delivered  in  the  House  more 
than  eight  years  ago ! "  said  he,  with 
an  eaffer  and  contemptuous  air.  I 
made  nim  no  reply ;  for  my  thoughts 
were  too  sadly  occupied  with  the 
dreadful  communication  he  had  re- 
cently made  me.  I  abhorred,  and  do 
abhor  and  despise  duelling,  both  in 
theory  and  practice ;  and  now  to  have 
to  be  present  at  one,  and  one  in  which 

♦  "Lord  Aleock!** — French  Tram^Otor, 
t  *  *  Lord  WiUiams, "  says  the  French  Trans- 
lator, instead  of  Sir . 


my  frieiid — such  a  friend! — was  to 
be  a  principal.  This  thought,  and  a 
glance  at  tne  jpossible,  nay,  probable, 
desolation  and  broken  -  heartedness 
which  might  follow,  was  almost  too 
much  for  me.  ^  But  I  knew  Mr  Staf- 
ford's dispNosition  too  well  to  attempt 
expostulation — especially  in  the  evi* 
denthr  morbid  state  of  his  feelings. 

"  Cfome,  come,  doctor,  let's  walk  a 
little.  Your  feelings  flag.  You  might 
be  goin^  to  receive  satisfaction  your- 
self," with  a  bitter  sneer,  "  instead  of 
seeing  it  given  and  taken  by  others. 
Come,  cheer,  cheer  up."  He  put  his 
arm  in  mine,  and  led  me  a  few  steps 
across  the  lawn,  by  the  water-siae. 
"Dear,  dear  me!"  said  he  with  a 
chagrined  air,  pulling  out  his  watch 
hastily,  "  I  wish  to  Heaven  my  Lord 

A would  make  his  appearance. 

I  protest  her  ladyship  will  have  re- 
turned from  church  oefore  we  have 
settled  our  few  matters,  unless,  by 
the  way,  she  drives  round  by  Admiral 

's,  as  she  talked  of  last  night. 

Oh,  my  God  I  think  of  my  leaving  her 
and  the  girls,  with  a  gay  air,  as  if  we 
parted  but  for  an  hour,  when  it  may  be 
for  ever  I  And  yet  what  can  one  do  ?  " 
While  he  was  speaking,  my  eye  caught 
sight  of  a  servant  making  his  way  to- 
wards us  rapidly  through  the  shrub- 
bery, bearing^  in  his  hands  a  letter, 
which  he  put  into  Mr  Stafford's  hands, 
saying,  a  courier  had  brought  it  that 
moment,  and  was  waiting  to  take  an 
answer  back  to  town.  "Ah — ^very 
good— let  him  wait  till  I  come,"  said 
Mr  Stafford.     "Excuse  me.  Doctor 

"  bursting  open   the  envelope 

with  a  little  trepidation,  and  putting 
it  into  my  hands,  while  he  read  the  en- 
closed note.  The  envelope  bore  in  one 
corner  the  name  of  the  premier,  and, 
in  the  other,  the  words  "private  and 
confidential,"  and  was  sealed  with  the 
private  crest  and  coronet  of  the  earl. 

"  Great  (Jod !— read  it  I "  exclaimed 
Mr  Stafford,  thrusting  the  note  before 
me,  and  elevating  his  eyes  and  hands 
despairingly.  Much  agitated  myself 
at  witnessing  the  effect  of  the  com- 
munication on  my  friend,  I  took  it, 
and  read  nearly  as  follows: — "My 
dear  Stafford — I  had  late  last  nigHt 
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bis  Majesty's  commands  to  offer  to 
you  the  seals  of  the office,  ac- 
companied with  the  most  gracious  com- 
pressions of  consideration  for  yourself 
personally,  and  his  conviction  that  you 
wiU  discnarge  the  important  duties 
henceforth  devolving  upon  you,  with 
honour  to  yourself,  ana  advantage  to 
his  Majesty's  councils.  In  all  which, 
I  need  hardly  assure  you,  I  most 
heartily  yncur.  I  beg  to  add,  that  I 
shall  feel  great  pride  and  pleasure  in 
having  you  for  a  colleague — and  it  has 
not  been  my  fault  that  such  was  not 
the  case  earlier.  May  I  entreat  your 
answer  by  the  bearers  return,  as  the 
state  of  public  affairs  will  not  admit  of 
delay  in  filling  up  so  important  an 
office?  I  beg  you  will  believe  me, 
ever  yours,  most  faithfully, , 

"  nhUehaU,  Sunday  noon, 
12  o'dockr 

After  hurriedly  readinsf  the  above, 
I  continued  holdmg  the  Tetter  in  my 
hands,  speechlessly  gazing  at  Mr  Staf- 
ford. Well  mi^ht  such  a  bitter  balk 
excite  the  tumultuous  conflict  of  pas- 
sions which  the  varying  features  of 
Mr  Stafford — ^now  flushed — ^now  pale 
— ^too  truly  evidenced.  This  dazzling 
proffer  made  him  only  a  few  hours  be- 
fore his  standing  the  fatal  fire  of  an 
accomplished  duellist !  I  watched  him 
in  silent  agony.  At  length  he  clasped 
his  hands  with  passionate  energy,  and 
exclaimed — "  On !  madness — madness 
— madness  1 — Just  within  reach  of  the 
prize  I  have  run  for  all  my  life ! "  At 
that  instant,  a  wherry,  full  of  bedizened 
Londoners,  passed  close  before  us,  on 
their  way  towards  Bichmond;  and  I 
saw  b^  their  whispers  that  they  had 
recognised  Mr  Stafford.  He  also  saw 
them,  and  exclaimed  to  me  in  a  tone 
I  shall  never  forget,  "  Happy,  happy 
fools ! "  and  turned  away  towards  the 
house.  He  removed  his  arm  from 
mine,  and  stood  pondering  for  a  few 
moments  with  his  eye  fixed  on  the 
grass. 

"  Doctor,  what's  to  be  done?" — he 
Almost  shouted,  turning  suddenly  to 
me,  grasping  my  arm,  and  staring 
vacantly  into  my  face.  I  began  to 
fear  lest  he  should  totally  lose  the 
command  of  himself. 


"For  God's  sake,  Mr  Stafford,  be 
calm! — recollect  yourself! — or  mad- 
ness— ruin — I  know  not  what — is 
before  you  I "  I  said,  in  an  earnest  im- 
ploring tone,  seeing  his  eye  still  glar- 
mg  fixedly  upon  me.  At  length  he 
succeeded  in  overmastering  his  feel- 
ings. "Oh!— foUv,  folly,  this!  In- 
evitable ! — ^inevitable ! "  ne  exclaimed 
in  a  calmer  tone.  "But  the  letter 
must  be  answered.  What  can  I  say, 
doctor?"  putting  his  aim  in  mine, 
and  walking  up  to  the  house  rapidly. 
We  made  our  way  to  the  library, 
and  Mr  Stafford  sat  down  before  his 
desk.  He  opened  his  portfeuille 
slowly  and  thouffhtfuUy.  "  Of  course 
—decline!"  said  he,  with  a  profound 
sigh,  turning  to  me  with  his  pen  in 
his  hand. 

"No — ^assuredly,  it  would  be  pre- 
cipitate. Wait  for  the  issue  of  this 
sad  business.     You  may  escape." — 

"No — ^no — no!     My  Lord is 

singularly  prompt  and  decisive  in  all 
he  does— especially  in  disposing  of  his 
places.  I  must — I  must — ay" — ^be- 
ginning to  write — "I  must  respect- 
fully decline  —  altogether.  But  on 
what  grounds  ?  0  God !  even  should 
I  escape  to-day,  I  am  ruined  for  ever 
in  Parliament!  What  will  become  of 
me?"  He  laid  down  the  pen,  and 
moved  his  hand  rapidly  over  his  face. 

"  Why — ^perhaps  it  would  be  better. 
Tell  his  lordshijp  frankly  how  you  are 
circumstanced. 

"  Tut ! "  he  exclaimed,  impetuously ; 
"ask  him  for  peacCroMcers !  a  likely 
thin^."  He  pressed  "both  his  hands 
on  his  forehead,  leaning  on  his  elbows 
over  the  desk.  A  servant  that  mo- 
ment appeared,  and  said,  "  Please,  sir, 
the  man  says  he  had  orders  not  to 
wait  more  than  five  minutes  " 

"Begone!  Let  him  wait,  sir!" 
thundered  Mr  Stafford— and  resumed 
his  pen. 

"  Can't  you  throw  yourself  on  his 
lordship's  personal  good  feeling  to- 
wards you,  and  say  that  such  an  offer 
requires  consideration — ^that  it  must 
interfere  with,  and  derange,  on  the  in- 
stant, many  of  your  political  engage- 
ments— and  that  your  answer  shSl  oe 
at  Whitehall  by — say  mne  o'clock  this 
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evening?  So  you  will  gain  time  at 
least." 

"  Good.  Twill  do — a  fair  plea  for 
time ;  but  I'm  afraid ! "  said  he  mourn- 
fully ;  and  taking  his  pen  he  wrote  off 
an  answer  to  that  effect.  He  read  it 
to  me,  folded  it  up,  sealed  it,  directed 
it  in  his  usual  bold  and  flowing  hand ; 
I  rang  for  the  servant — and  m  a  few 
moments  we  saw  the  courier  gallop- 
ing past  the  window. 

"  Now,  doctor,  isn't  this  enough  to 
madden  me?  0  God!  it's  intoler- 
able ! "  said  he,  rising  and  approach- 
ing me — "  my  glorious  prospects  to  be 
darkened  by  this  speck — ^this  atom  ci 
puppyism — of  worthlessness  " — nam- 
ing Lord  ,  his  destined  opponent. 

"  Oh — if  there  were — if  there  were  " 

he   resumed,  speaking  fiercely 

through  his  closed  teeth,  his  eyes 
glaring  downwards,  and  his  hands 
clenched.  He  soon  relaxed.  "  Well, 
well !  it  can't  be  helped ;  'tis  inevit- 
able— troivTaK  leiir^tirati  rxvrtt  xiux  Ix^^triu 

— ^I  must  say  with  Medea.  Ah ! — ^Lord 
A at  last,"  he  said,  as  a  gentle- 
man, followed  by  his  groom,  rode  past 
the  window.  In  a  few  moments  he 
entered  the  library.  His  stature  was 
lofty,  his  features  commanding,  and 
his  bearing  fraught  with  composure 
and  military  hauteur.  "  Ah,  Stafford 
— ^good  morning ! "  said  he,  approach- 
ing and  shaking  him  warmly  by  the 
hand ;  "  upon  my  soul,  I'm  sorry  for 
the  business  I'm  come  about." 

"  I  can  sympathise  with  you,  I  think," 
replied  Mr  Stafford  calmly.  "  My  Lord, 

allow  me— Dr ."  I  bowed.  "Fully 

in  my  confidence — ^an  old  friend,"  he 

whispered  Lord  A ,  in  consequence 

of  his  lordship's  inquisitive,  suspicious 
glance.  *  *  "  Well,  you  must  teach 
the  presumptuous  puppy  better  man- 
ners this  evening !  said  his  lordship, 
adjusting  his  black  stock  with  an  in- 
different air ! 

"Ay! — nothing  like  a  leaden  les- 
son," replied  Mr  Stafford  with  a  cold 
smile. 

"For  a  leaden  head^  too,  by 

!"  rejoined  his  lordship  quickly. 

"  We  shall  run  you  pretty  fair  through, 
I  think;  for  we  have  determined  on 
putting  you  up  at  six  paces." 


"  Six  paces ! — ^why  we  shall  blow  one 
another  to !  echoed  Mr  Staf- 
ford, with  consternation.  " '  Twould  be 
rather  hard  to  go  there  in  such  bad 
company,  I  own.  Six  paces!"  con- 
tinued Mr  Stafford ;  "  how  could  you 
be  so  absurd! — It  will  be  deliberate 
murder ! " 

"  Poh,  poh ! — ^never  a  bit  of  it,  my 
dear  fellow — never  a  bit  of  it ! — I've 
put  many  up  at  that  distance — and, 
believe  me,  the  chances  are  ten  to  two 
that  both  miss." 

"  Both  miss  at  six  paces  ?'*  inquired 
Mr  Stafford  with  an  incredulous  smile. 

"  Ay!  both  miss,  I  say ;  and  no  won- 
der either.  Such  contiguity ! — Egad, 
'twould  make  a  statue  nervous ! " 

"But,  A !  have  you  recMy  de- 
termined on  putting  us  up  at  six 
paces?"  again  inquired  Mr  Stafford 
earnestly. 

"  Most  unquestionably,"  replied  his 
lordship  briskly ;  adding,  rather  cold- 
ly, "I  flatter  myself,  Stafford,  that 
when  a  man's  Tumour  is  at  stake,  six 
or  sixty  paces  are  matters  equally  in- 
different.^' 

"  Ay,  ay,  A ,  I  daresay,"  replied 

Mr  Stafford,  with  a  melancholy  air; 
"  but  'tis  hard  to  die  by  the  hands  of 
a  puppy,  and  under  such  circum- 
stances! Did  you  not  meet  a  man 
on  horseback?" 

"  Ay,  ay,"  replied  his  lordship  ea- 
gerly ;  "  I  did — a  courier  of  my  Lord 
's,  and  thundering  townward  at  a 

Erodigious  rate.  Any  doings  there 
etween  you  and  the  premier?  " 
"  Read ! "  said  Mr  Stafford,  putting 
Lord 's  letter  into  his  hand.  Be- 
fore his  lordship  had  more  than  half 
read  it,  he  let  it  fall  on  the  table,  ex- 
claiming, "  Good  God !  was  there  ever 
such  an  unfortunate  thing  in  the  world 
before! — Ha'n't  it  really  driven  you 
mad,  Stafford?" 

"  No,"  he  replied  with  a  sigh ;  "  the 

thing  must  be  borne ! "    Lord  A 

walked  a  few  steps  about  the  room 
thoughtfully,  with  energetic  gestures. 
"If— if  I  could  but  find  a  pretext^if 
I  cofdd  but  come  across  the  pnppy  in 
the  interval — ^I'd  give  my  life  to  nave 
a  shot  preparatory  with  him ! "  he 
muttered.  Mr Stam)rd smiled.  "While 
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I  think  of  it,"  said  he,  opening  his 
desk,  "here's  my  will.    I  wish  you 

and  Dr to  see  me  sign."    We  did 

— and  affixed  our  names. 

«  «  «  « 

"By  the  way,"  said  his  lordship, 
suddenly  addressing  Mr  Stafford,  who, 
with  his  chin  restm^  on  his  hands, 
and  his  features  wearing  an  air  of  in- 
tense thought,  had  heen  silent  for 
some  minutes,  "how  do  you  put  off 
Lady  Emma  to-day?  How  ao  you 
account  for  your  absence?" 

"  Why,  IVe  told  her  we  three  were 
engaged  to  dinner  at  Sir 's,"  nam- 
ing a  neighbouring  baronet.  "I'm 
afraid  it  will  kill  Lady  Emma  if  I  fall," 
he  faltered,  while  the  tears  rushed  to 
his  eyes.  He  stepped  towards  the 
decanters,  which  had,  a  little  while 
before,  been  brought  in  by  the  ser- 
vant ;  and,  after  asking  us  to  do  the 
same,  poured  out  a  glass,  and  drank 
it  hastily — and  another — and  another. 

"  WeU,  this  is  one  of  the  saddest 
affairs,  altogether,  that  I  ever  knew ! " 
exclaimed  his  lordship.  "  Stafford,  I 
feel  for  you  from  my  heart's  core — ^I 
do!"  he  continued,  grasping  him  af- 
fectionately by  the  hand :  "  here's  to 
your  success  to-night,  and  God's  bless- 
ing to  Lady  Emma!"  Mr  Stafford 
started  suddenly  from  him,  and  walked 
to  the  window,  where  he  stood  for  a 
few  minutes  in  silence.  "  Lady  Em- 
ma is  returning,  I  see,"  said  he,  ap- 
I)roaching  us.  His  features  exhibited 
ittle  or  no  traces  of  agitation.  He 
poured  out  another  glass  of  wine,  and 
drank  it  off  at  a  draught,  and  had 
hardly  set  down  the  glass  before  the 
carriage-steps  were  heard  letting  down 
at  the  door.  Mr  Stafford  turned  to 
them  with  an  eye  of  agony  as  his  lady 
and  one  of  her  little  girls  descended. 

"I  think  we'd  perhaps  better  not 
join  her  ladyship  before  our  setting 
off,"  said  Lord  A ,  looking  anxious- 
ly at  poor  Stafford. 

"  On,  but  we  tmll"  said  he,  leading 
to  the  door.  He  had  perfectly  reco- 
vered his  self-possession.  1  never 
knew  a  man  that  had  such  remarkable 
command  of  face  and  manner  as  Mr 
Stafford.  I  was  amazed  at  the  gay — 
almost  Twnchalant — air  with  which  he 


walked  up  to  Lady  Emma — asked  her 
about  the  sermon — whether  she  had 

called  at  Admiral 's — and  several 

other  such  questions. 

"  Ah !  and  how  is  it  with  you,  my 
little  Hebe — eh?"  said  he,  taking  the 
laughing  girl  into  his  arms,  laughing, 
tickling  and  kissing  her,  with  all  a 
father's  fondness.  /  saw  his  heart 
was  swelline^  within  him :  and  the 
touching  sight  brought,  with  powerful 
force  to  my  recollection,  a  similar 
scene  in  the  Medea  of  Euripides,  where 
the  mother  is  bewailing  over  the  "  last 
smile  "  of  her  children.*  He  succeed- 
ed in  betraying  no  painful  emotion  in 

his  lady's  presence ;  and  Lord  A 

took  good  care  to  engage  her  in  inces- 
sant conversation. 

"  What  does  your  ladyship  say  to  a 
walk  through  the  grounds  ?  said  he, 
proffering  his  arm,  which  she  accepted, 
and  we  sdl  walked  out  together.  The 
day  was  beautiful,  but  oppressively 
sultry,  and  we  turned  our  steps  towards 
the  plantations.  Mr  Stafford  and  I 
walked  together,  and  slipped  a  little 
behind  for  the  purpose  of  conversation. 
"  I  sha'h't  have  much  opportunity  of 
speaking  with  you,  doctor,"  said  he, 
"  so  I'll  say  what  is  uppermost  now. 
Be  sure,  my  dear  doctor,  to  hurry  from 
the  field — which  is  about  four  miles 
from  my  house — ^to  Lady  Emma,  in 
the  event  of  my  being  either  killed  or 
wounded,  and  do  what  you  think  best 
to  prepare  my  wife  for  the  event.  I 
cannot  trust  her  to  better,  gentler 
hands  than  yours — my  old,  my  tried 

friend  ! You  know  where  my 

will  is — and  I've  given  directions  for 
my  funeral." 

"0  dear,  dear  Stafford!"  I  inter- 
rupted him,  moved  almost  to  tears, 
"  aon't  speak  so  hopelessly ! " 

"  O  doctor — nonsense !  there's  no 
disguising  matters   from  one's -self. 

*  I  shall  be  pardoned,  I  am  sure,  by  the 
classical  reader,  for  reminding  him  of  the 
exquisite  language  of  the  original : — 
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Is  there  a  chance  for  me  ?  Nio ;  I'm 
a  murdered  man ;  and  can  you  doubt 

it  ?    Lord can  do  only  one  thing 

well  in  the  world,  and  that  is,  hit  his 
man  at  any  distance;  and  then  six 

paces  off  each  other!    Lord  A  

may  say  what  he  likes ;  but  I  call  it 
murder.  However,  the  absurd  cus- 
toms of  society  must  be  complied  with ! 
— I  hope,"  he  added,  after  a  pause, 
"  that  when  the  nine  days*  wonder  of 
the  affair  shall  have  passed  off— if  I 
fall — ^when  the  press  shall  cease  its 
lying  about  it — that  my  friends  will 
do  justice  to  my  memory.  God  knows, 
I  reaUy  love  my  country,  and  would 
have  served  it:  it  was  my  ambition 
to  do  so ;  but  it's  useless  talking  now ! 
I  am  excessively  vexed  that  this  affair 

should  have  occurred  before  the 

question  comes  on,  in  preparation  for 
which  I  have  been  toiling  incessantly, 
night  and  day,  for  this  month  past. 

I  know  that  great  expectations  " 

At   that   instant.   Lord   A and 

Lady  Emma  met  us,  and  we  had  no 
ftirther  opportunity  of  conversing. 
We  returned  to  lunch  after  a  few 
minutes'  longer  walk. 

"  Gtod  bless  you,  Emma ! "  said  Mr 
Stafford,  nodding,  with  an  affectionate 
smile,  as  he  took  wine  with  his  lady. 
He  betrayed  no  emotion  throughout 
the  time  we  sat  together,  but  con- 
versed long — and  often  in  a  lively 
strain — on  the  popular  topics  of  the 
day.  He  rang  for  his  valet,  and  di- 
rected him  to  have  his  toilet  ready, 
and  to  order  the  carriage  for  four 
o'clock.  He  then  withdrew,  and,  in 
about  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  time,  re- 
turned, dressed  in  a  blue  surtout  and 
white  trousers.  He  was  a  very  hand- 
some, well-made  man,  and  seemed 
dressed  with  particular  elegance,  I 
thought. 

"Upon  my  honour,  Charles,  you 
are  in  a  pretty  (dinner-trim,"  said  Lady 
Emma;  and  ail  of  you,  I  protest! 
she  continued,  looung  round  with 
surprise  at  our  walkmg-dress.  Mr 
Stafford  told  her,  with  a  laugh,  that 
we  were  going  to  meet  none  but  ba- 
chelors. 

"  What ! — ^why,  where  will  the  Miss 
she?" 


"  Ordered  out,  my  lady,  for   the 

day,"  replied  Lord  A with  a  smile, 

promptly,  lest  his  friend  should  hesi- 
tate :  "  tis  to  be  the  model  of  a  divan, 
I  understand ! " 

"  Don't  be  late,  love ! "  said  Lady 
Emma  to  her  husband,  as  he  was 
drawing  on  his  gloves;  "you  know 
I've  little  enough  of  you  at  all  times 
—don't— don't  be  late!" 

"  No— -no  later  than  I  can  help,  cer- 
tainly 1"  said  he,  moving  to  the  door. 

"  Say  eleven — ^wiU  you?— come,  for 
once!" 

"Well — yes.  I  will  return  by 
eleven,"  he  replied  pointedly,  and  I 
detected  a  little  tremulousness  in 
his  tone. 

"Papa!  papa!"  exclaimed  his  little 
daughter,  running  across  the  hall,  as 
her  father  was  on  the  carriage  steps — 
"Papa!  papa!  may  I  sit  up  to-night 
till  you  come  home?"  He  made  no 
reply,  but  beckoned  us  in  hurriedljr — 
sat  back  in  his  seat — thundered  "Drive 
on,  sir !" — and  burst  into  tears. 

"0,  my  dear  fellow— Stafford— 
Stafford !  This  will  never  do.  What 
will  our  friends  on  the  gpround  say  ?" 
inquired  Lord  A 

"  What  they  like ! "  replied  Mr  Staf- 
ford sternly,  still  in  tears.  He  soon 
recovered  himself. 

*  *  After  driving  some  time, 
"  Now,  let  me  give  you  a  bit  of  advice," 
said  Lord  A-^ —  in  an  earnest  tone : 
"  we  shall  say  only  one  word,  by  way 
of  signal — *  Kre,'  and  be  sure  to  fire 
while  ^ou  are  in  the  act  of  raising 
your  pistol." 

"  On,  yes  —  yes  —  yes  —  I  under- 
stand"  

**  Well,  but  be  stire;  don't  think  of 
pointing  first,  and  then  firing— or,  bj 

f  you'll  assuredly  fire  over  his 

head,  or  fire  far  on  one  side.  Only 
recollect  to  do  as  I  say,  and  you  will 
take  him  full  in  the  ribs,  or  clip  him 
in  the  neck,  or  at  least  wing  him." 

"  My  dear  fellow,  do  you  teke  me  for 
a  novice  t  Do  you  forget  no^  affair 
with ?"  inquired  Mr  Stafford  im- 
patiently. 

"  I  promised  to  meet  G^ about 

here,'   said  Lord  A ,  putting  his 

head  out  of  the  window.    "Egad,  if  he 
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is  not  punctual,  I  don^t  know  what  we 
shall  do,  for  he's  got  my  pistol-case. 
Where — ^where  is  he  ?"  he  continued, 
looking  up  the  road.  "  There ! "  he  ex- 
claimed, catching  sight  of  a  horseman 
riding  at  a  very  slow  pace.    After  we 

had  overtaken  him,  and  Lord  A 

had  taken  the  pistol-case  into  the  car- 
riage, and  Mr  Stafford  had  himself  ex- 
amined the  pistols  carefully,  we  rode 
side  bj  side  till  we  came  near  the  scene 
of  action.  During  that  time,  we  spoke 
but  little,  and  that  little  consisted  of 
the  most  bitter  and  sarcastic  expres- 
sions of  Mr  Stafford's  contempt  for  his 
opfjonent,  and  regret  at  the  occurrence 
which  had  so  tantalised  him,  alluding 

to  Lord 's  offer  of  the office. 

About  ten  minutes  to  sevefiwe  alight- 
ed, and  gave  the  coachman  orders  to 
remain  there  till  we  returned.  The 
evening  was  lovely — ^the  riare  of  dav 
*'  mellowed  to  that  tender  hght "  which 
characterises  a  summer  evening  in  the 
country.  As  we  walked  across  the 
fields^  towards  the  appointed  spot,  I 
felt  sick  and  faint  with  irrepressible 

agitation,  and  Mr  Q ,  the  surgeon, 

with  whom  I  walked,  joked  with  me 
at  my  "  squeamishness,"  much  in  the 
style  of  tars  with  sea-sick  passengers. 
"  There's  nothing  in  it  —  nothing,  " 
said  he ;  "  they'll  take  care  not  to  hurt 
one  another.  'Tis  a  pity,  too,  that  such 
a  man  as  Mr  Stafford  should  run  the 
risk.  What  a  noise  it  will  make !  '*  I 
let  him  talk  on,  for  I  could  not  answer, 
till  we  approached  the  fatal  field,  which 

we  entered  by  a  gap.    Lord  A got 

through  first.  "  Punctual,  however," 
said  he,  looking  round  at  Mr  Stafford, 
who  was  following.  "  There  they  are 
—just  getting  over  the  style.  Inimit- 
able coxcomb ! " 

"  Ay,  there  they  are,  sure  enough," 

replied  he,  shading  his  eyes.    "  A , 

for  God's  sake,  take  care  not  to  put 
me  against  the  sunshine  —  it  will 
dazzle  " 

"Oh,  never  fear!  it  will  go  down 
before  then ;  'tis  but  just  above  the 
horizon  now."  A  touching  image,  I 
thought!  It  might  be  so  with  Mr 
Stafford— ftw  "sun  might  go  down — 
<U7ioon!" 

"Stop,  my  lord,"  said  Mr  Stafford, 


motioning  Lord  A back,  and  press- 
ing his  hand  to  his  forehead.  "  A 
moment — allow  me !  Let  me  see — ^is 
there  anything  I've  forgot  ?  Oh,  I 
thought  there  was!"     He  hurriedly 

requested  Lord  A ^  after  the  affair, 

in  the  event  of  its  proving  bloody,  to 
call  on  the  minister  and  explain  it  all. 

Lord  A promised  to  do  so.  "Ah — 

here,  too,"  unbuttoning  his  surtout ; 
"  this  must  not  be  there,  I  suppose  ;  " 
and  he  removed  a  small  gold  snuff-box 
from  his  right  to  his  left  waistcoat- 
pocket.  "  Let  the  blockhead  have  his 
full  chance." 

"  Stuff,  stuff,  Stafford !  That's  Quixo- 
tic!" muttered  Lord  A ,    He  was 

much  paler,  and  more  thoughtful  ttihn 
I  had  seen  him  aU  along.  All  this 
occurred  in  much  less  time  than  I  have 
taken  to  tell  it.  We  all  passed  into 
the  field ;  and,  as  we  approached,  saw 

Lord and  his  second,  who  were 

waiting  our  arrival.  The  appearance 
of  the  rormer  was  that  of  a  handsome 
fashionable  young  man,  with  very  light 
hair,  and  lightly  dressed  altogether; 
and  he  walked  to  and  fro,  switching 
about  a  little  riding-cane.    Mr  Stafford 

released  Lord  A ,  who  joined  the 

other  second,  and  commenced  the  pre- 
liminary arrangements. 

I  never  saw  a  greater  contrast  than 
there  was  between  the  demeanour  of 
Mr  Stafford  and  his  opponent.  There 
stood  the  former,  his  nat  shading  his 
ejes,  his  arms  folded,  ej^eing  the  mo- 
tions of  his  antagonist  with  a  look  of 
supreme — of  utter  contempt ;  for  I  saw 
his  compressed  and  curled  upper  lip. 

Lord  betrayed  an  anxiety — a 

visible  effort  to  appear  unconcerned. 
He  "overdid  it."  He  was  evidently 
as  uneasy  in  the  contiguity  of  Mr 
Stafford,  as  the  rabbit  shivering  under 
the  baleful  glare  of  the  rattlesnake's 
eye.  One  little  circumstance  was  full 
of  character  at  that  agitating  moment. 

Lord y  anxious  to  manifest  every 

appearance  of  coolness  and  indiffer- 
ence, seemed  bent  on  demolishing  a 
nettle,  or  some  other  prominent  weed, 
and  was  making  repeated  strokes  at 
it  with  the  little  whip  he  held.  IhiSf 
a  few  seconds  before  nis  life  was  to  be 
jeopardied!    Mr  Stafford  stood  watch- 
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ing  this  puerile  feat  in  the  position  I 
have  formerly  mentioned,  and  a  wither- 
ing smile  stole  over  his  features,  while 
he  muttered — ^if  I  heard  correctly — 
"  Poor  boy !  poor  boy  !  " 

At  length,  the  work  of  loading  being 
completed,  and  the  distance — six  paces 
—duly  stepped  out,  the  duellists  walked 
up  to  their  respective  stations.  Their 
proximity  was  perfectly  frightful.  The 
pistols  were  then  placed  in  their  hands, 
and  we  stepped  to  a  little  distance  from 
them. 

"  Fire ! "  said  Lord  A ;  and  the 

word  had  liardly  passed  his  lips  before 

Lord 's  ball  whizzed  close  past 

the  ear  of  Mr  Stafford.  The  latter, 
Who  had  not  even  elevated  his  pistol 
at  the  word  of  command,  after  eyeing 
his  antagonist  for  an  instant  with  a 
scowl  of  contempt,  fired  in  the  air, 
and  then  jerked  the  pistol  away  to- 
wards Lord with  the  distinctly 

audible  words — "Kennel,  sir,  kennel! 
He  then  walked  towards    the   spot 

where  Mr  G and  I  were  standing. 

Would  to  heaven  he  had  never  uttered 

the  words  in  question  I   Lord had 

heard  them,  and  followed  him,  furiously 
exclaiming,  "Do  you  call  this  satis- 
faction, sir?"  and,  through  his  second, 
insisted  on  a  second  interchange  of 
shots.  In  vain  did  Lord  A vehe- 
mently protest  that  it  was  contrary 
to  all  the  laws  of  duelling,  and  that 
he  would  leave  the  ground.  They 
were  inflexible.  Mr  Stafford  ap- 
proached Lord  A ,  and  whispereo, 

"For  God's  sake,  A ^  don't  hesi- 
tate. Load — ^load  again!  The  fool 
WILL  rush  on  his  fate.  Put  us  up 
again,  and  see  if  I  fire  a  second  time 
in  the  air  I  '*  His  second  slowly  and 
reluctantly  assented,  and  reloaded. 
Again  the  hostile  couple  stood  at  the 
same  distance  from  each  other,  pale 
with  fury ;  and,  at  the  word  of  com- 
mand, both  fired,  and  both  fell.  At 
one  bound  I  sprung  towards  Mr  Staf- 
ford,   almost    blind   with    agitation. 

Lord  A had  him  propped  against 

his  knee,  and,  with  his  white  pocket- 
handkerchief,  was  endeavourmg  to 
stanch  a  wound  in  the  right  side. 
Mr  Stafford's  fire  had  done  terrible 
execution,  for  his  ball  had  completely 


shattered  the  lower  jaw  of  his  oppo- 
nent, who  was  borne  off  the  field  in- 
stantly. Mr  Stafford  swooned,  and 
was  some  minutes  before  he  recovered, 
when  he  exclaimed  feebly,  "  God  for- 
give me,  and  be  with  my  poor  wife ! " 
We  attempted  to  move  him,  when  he 
swooned  a  second  time,  and  we  were 
afraid  it  was  all  over  with  him.  Again, 
however,  he  recovered,  and,  opening 
his  eyes,  he  saw  me  with  my  fingers 
at  his  pulse.  "Oh,  doctor,  doctor! 
what  did  you  promise?    Remember 

Lady  Emm  " he  could  not  get  out 

the  word.  I  waited  till  the  surgeon 
had  ascertained  generally  the  nature 
of  the  wound,  which  he  presently  pro- 
nounced not  fatal,  and  assisted  in 
binding  it  up,  and  conveying  him  to 
the  carriage.  I  then  mounted  Mr 
G^ *s  horse,  and  hurried  on  to  com- 
municate the  dreadful  intelligence  to 
Lady  Emma.  I  gall6ped  every  step 
of  the  way,  and  found,  on  my  arrival, 
that  her  ladyship  had,  but  a  few  mo- 
ments before,  adjourned  to  the  draw- 
ing-room, where  she  was  sitting  at 
coffee.  Thither  I  followed  .the  ser- 
vant, who  announced  me.  Lady  Em- 
ma was  sitting  by  the  tea-table,  and 
rose  on  hearing  my  name.  When  she 
saw  my  agitated  manner,  the  colour 
suddenly  faded  from  her  cheeks.  She 
elevated  her  arms,  as  if  deprecating  my 
intelligence ;  and,  before  I  could  reacn 
her,  had  fallen  fainting  on  the  floor. 
*  «  «  * 

I  cannot  undertake  to  describe  what 
took  place  on  that  dreadful  night. 
All  was  confusion — agony — despair. 
Mr  Stafford  was  in  a  state  of  insensi- 
bility when  he  arrived  at  home,  and 
was  immediately  carried  up  to  bed. 
The  surgeon  succeeded  in  extracting 
the  ball,  which  had  seriously  injured 
the  fifth  and  sixth  ribs,  but  had  not 
penetrated  to  the  lungs.  Though  the 
wound  was  serious,  and  would  reauire 
carefal  and  vigilant  treatment,  tnere 
was  no  ground  for  apprehending  a 

mortal  issue.   As  for  Lord ,  I  may 

anticipate  his  fate.  The  wound  he 
had  received  brought  on  a  lock-jaw,  of 
which  he  died  in  less  than  a  week. 
And  THIS  is  what  is  called  satisfao 
tionI 
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To  return :— All  my  attention  was 
devoted  to  poor  Lady  Emma.  She 
did  not  even  ask  to  see  her  husband,  or 
move  to  leave  the  drawing-room,  after 
recovering  from  her  swoon.  She  lis- 
tened, with  apparent  calmness,  to  my 
account  of  the  transaction,  which,  the 
reader  may  imagine,  was  as  mild  and 
mitigated  in  its  details  as  possible. 
As  I  went  on,  she  became  more  and 
more  thoughtful,  and  continued,  with 
her  eyes  fixed  on  the  floor,  motionless 
and  silent.  In  vain  did  I  attempt  to 
rouse  her,  by  soothing — ^threats — sur- 
prise. She  would  gaze  fiill  at  me,  and 
relapse  into  her  former  abstracted 
mood.  At  length  the  drawing-room 
door  was  opened  by  some  one — who 

proved  to  be  Lord  A ,  come  to  take 

nis  leave.  Lady  Emma  sprang  from 
the  sofa,  burst  from  my  grasp,  uttered 
a  long,  loud,  and  firightfulpeal  of  laugh- 
ter, and  then  came  fit  after  fit  of  the 
strongest  hysterics  I  ever  saw.  *  * 
About  midnight,  Dr  Baillie  and  Sir 

arrived,  and  found  their  patients 

each  insensible,  and  each  in  different 
apartments.  Alas!  alas!  what  a  dread- 
ful contrast  between  that  hour  and  the 
hour  of  my  arrival  in  the  morning! 
O  ambition!  0  political  happiness! 
— ^mockery ! 

Towards  morning  Lady  Emma  be- 
came calmer,  and,  under  the  influence 
of  a  pretty  powerM  dose  of  laudanum, 
fell  into  a  sound  sleep.  I  repaired  to 
the  bedside  of  Mr  Stafford.    He  lay 

asleep,  Mr  G^ ,  the  surgeon,  sitting 

on  one  side  of  the  bed,  and  a  nurse  on 
the  other.  Yes,  there  lay  the  States- 
man !  his  noble  features,  though  over- 
spread with  a  pallid,  a  cadaverous  hue, 
still  bearing  tne  ineffaceable  impress 
of  intellect.  There  was  a  loftmess 
about  the  ample  expanded  forehead, 
and  a  stern  commanding  expression 
about  the  partially  knit  evebrows,  and 
pallid  compressea  lips,  wnich,  even  in 
the  absence  of  the  flashing  eye,  be- 
spoke 

the  great  soul, 

Like  an  imprison'd  eagle,  pent  within. 

That  fiiun  would  fly ! 

"  On  what  a  slender  thread  hangs 
everything  in  life!"  thought  I,  as  I 
stood  silently  at  the  foot  of  the  bed, 


gazing  on  Mr  Stafford.  To  think  of  a 
man  like  Stafford  falling  by  the  hand 
of  an  insignificant  lad  of  a  lordling — 
a  titled  bully !  Oh,  shocking  and  exe- 
crable custom  of  duelling! — ^blot  on 
the  escutcheon  of  a  civilised  people ! 
— which  places  greatness  of  every  de- 
scription at  the  mercy  of  the  mean 
and  worthless ;  which  lyingly  pre- 
tends to  assert  a  man's  honour  and 
atone  for  insult,  by  turning  the  tears 
of  outraged  feeline  into  blood ! 

About  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning 
(Monday),  I  set  off  for  town,  leaving 
my.friend  in  the  skilful  hands  of  Mr 

G ,  and  promising  to  return,  if 

possible,  in  the  evening.  About  noon, 
what  was  my  astonishment  to  heai* 
street -criers  yelling  everywhere  a 
"  full,  true,  and  particular  account  of 
the  bloody  duel  fought  last  night  be- 
tween Mr  Stafford  and  Lord !" 

Curiosity  prompted  me  to  purchase 
the  trash.  I  need  hardly  say  that 
it  was  preposterous  nonsense.  The 
"  duellists,  it  seemed,  "  fired  six 
shots  a-piece" — and  what  will  the 
reader  imagine  were  the  "  dying " 
words  of  Mr  Stafford — according  to 
these  precious  manufacturers  of  the 
marvellous? — "  Mr  Stafford  then  rais- 
ed himself  on  his  second's  knee,  and, 
with  a  loud  and  solemn  voice,  said,  '  I 
leave  my  everlasting  hatred  to  Lord 

,  my  duty  to  my  king  and  country 

— ^my  love  to  my  family — and  my  pre- 
cious soul  to  God ! ' " 

The  papers  of  the  day,  however, 
g^ve  a  tolerably  accurate  account  of 
the  affair,  and  unanimously  stigma- 
tised the  "presumption"  of  Lord 

in  calling  out  such  a  man  as  Mr  Staf- 
ford— and  on  such  frivolous  grounds. 
My  name  was,  most  fortunately,  not 
even  alluded  to.  I  was  glancing 
through  the  columns  of  the  evening 
ministerial  paper,  while  the  servant 
was  saddling  tne  horses  for  my  return 
to  the  country,  when  my  eye  lit  on 
the  following  para^^aph:  —  "Latest 

News.    Lord is  appointed 

Secretary.  We  understand  that  Mr 
Stafford  had  the  refusal  of  it."    Poor 

Stafford!   Lord  A had  called  on 

the  minister,  late  on  Sunday -evening, 
and  acquainted  him  with  the  whole 
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affair.    "  Sorry — very,"  said  the  pre- 
mier.    *' Rising  man  that — but  we 


Lord 


is  to  be 


could  not  wait, 
the  man  I" 

I  arrived  at  Mr  Stafford's  about  nine 
o'clock,  and  made  my  way  immediately 
to  his  bedroom.  Lady  Emma,  pale 
and  exhausted,  sat  by  ms  bedside,  her 
eyes  swollen  with  weeping.  At  my 
request  she  presently  withdrew,  and 
I  took  her  place  at  my  patient's  side. 
He  was  not  sensible  of  my  presence 
for  some  time,  but  lay  with  nis  eyes 
half  open,  and  in  a  state  of  low  mur- 
muring delirium.  An  unfortunate 
cough  of  mine,  close  to  his  ear,  awoke 
him,  and,  after  gazing  steadily  at  me 
for  nearly  a  minute,  he  recognised  me 
and  nodded.  He  seemed  going  to 
speak  to  me,  but  I  laid  my  nnger  on 
my  lips  to  warn  him  against  the  effort. 

"  One  word — one  only,  doctor,"  he 

whispered  hastily — "  Who  is  the 

Secretary  ?  "    "  Lord ,"  I  replied. 

On  hearing  the  name,  he  turned  his 
head  away  from  me  with  an  air  of  in- 
tense chagrin,  and  lay  silent  for  some 
time.  He  presently  uttered  something 
like  the  words — "  too  hot  to  hold  him 
— "  unseat  him  " — and  apparently  fell 
asleep.  I  found,  from  the  attendant, 
that  all  was  going  on  well,  and  that 
Mr  Stafford  bade  fair  for  a  rapid  reco- 
very, if  he  would  but  keep  his  mind 
calm  and  easy.  Fearful  lest  my  pre- 
sence, in  the  event  of  his  wamng 
^ain,  mi^ht  excite  him  into  a  talking 
wood,  I  sbpped  silently  from  the  room 
and  betook  myself  to  Lady  Emma, 
who  sat  awaiting  me  in  her  boudoir. 
I  found  her  in  a  flood  of  tears.  I  did 
all  in  my  power  to  soothe  her,  by  re- 
iterating my  solemn  assurances  that 
Mr  Stafford  was- beyond  all  danger, 
and  wanted  only  qmet  to  recover  ra- 
pidly. 

"  Oh,  Doctor !  how  could  you 

deceive  me  so  yesterday?  You  knew 
all  about  it  I    How  could  you  look  at 

my  little  children,  ^and  " Sobs 

choked  her  utterance.  "  Well — I  sup- 
pose you  cofdd  not  help  it !  I  don  t 
blame  you — ^but  my  heart  is  nearly 
broken  about  it!  Oh,  this  honour — 
this  Tumour!  I  always  thought  Mr 
Stafford  above  the  foolery  of  such 


things!"  She  paused— I  replied  not 
— ^for  I  had  not  a  word  to  say  against 
what  she  uttered.  I  thought  and  felt 
with  her. 

"  I  would  to  Heaven  that  Mr  Staf- 
ford would  forsake  Parliament  for 
ever!  These  hateful  politics!  He 
has  no  peace  or  rest  by  day  or 
night ! "  continued  Lady  Emma,  pas- 
sionately. "  His  nights  are  constantly 
turned  into  day,  and  his  day  is  ever 
full  of  hurry  and  trouble!  Heaven 
knows,  I  would  consent  to  be  banished 
from  society — ^to  work  for  my  daily 
bread — ^I  would  submit  to  anything,  if 
I  could  but  prevail  on  Mr  Stafford  to 
return  to  the  bosom  of  his  family! 
Doctor,  my  heart's  happiness  is  cank- 
ered and  gone !  Mr  Stafford  does  but 
tderate  me — ^his  heart  is  not  mine — ^it 
isn't." Again  she  burst  into  tears. 

"What  can  your  ladyship  mean?" 
I  inquired  with  surprise. 

"  What  I  say,  doctor,"  she  replied, 
sobbing.  "He  is  wedded  to  ambi- 
tion !  ambition  alone  I  Oh !  I  am 
often  tempted  to  wish  I  had  never 
seen  or  known  him !  For  the  future, 
I  shall  live  trembling  from  day  to 
day,  fearful  of  the  recurrence  of  such 
frightful  scenes  as  yesterday ;  his  rea- 
son will  be  failing  him — ^his  reason!'" 
she  repeated  with  a  shudder,  "and 
then!*^    Her  emotions  once  more  de- 

E rived  her  of  utterance.  I  felt  for  her 
•om  my  very  soul !  I  was  addressing 
some  consolatory  remark  to  her,  when 
a  gentle  tapping  was  heard  at  the  door. 
"Come  in,^  said  Lady  Emma;  and 
Mr  Stafford's  valet  made  his  appear- 
ance, saying,  with  hurried  gestures 
and  grimaces — "  Ah,  Docteur  1  Mons. 
d6raisonn6— il  est  fou!     H  veut  ab- 

solument  voir  Milord  !     Je  ne 

puis  lui  faire  passer  cette  id6e  Ik ! " 

"What  crni  b«  the  matter!"  ex- 
claimed Lady  Emma,  looking  at  me 
with  alarm. 

"  Oh,  only  some  little  wandering,  I 
dare  say ;  but  I'll  soon  return  and  re- 
port progress!"  said  I,  prevailing  on 
ner  to  wait  my  return,  and  hurrying 
to  the  sick-chamber.  To  my  surprise 
and  alarm,  I  found  Mr  Stafford  sitting 
nearly  bolt  upright  in  bed,  his  eyes 
directed  anxiously  to  the  door. 
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"Dr  ,"  said  he,  as  soon  as  I 

had  taken  my  seat  heside  him,  "  I  in- 
sist on  seeing  Lord ,"  naming  the 

prime  minister;  "I  positively  insist 
upon  it !  Let  his  lordship  be  shown 
up  instantly."  I  implored  him  to  lie 
down  at  the  peril  of  his  life,  and  be 
calm — ^but  he  insisted  on  seeing  Lord 

.    "  He  is  gone,  and  left  word  that 

he  would  caU  at  this  time  to-morrow," 
said  I,  hoping  to  quiet  him. 

"Indeed?  Good  of  him  I  What  can 
he  want?  The  office  is  disposed  of. 
There !  there !  he  has  stepped  back 
again !  Show  him  up—show  him  up! 
What !  insult  the  King's  Prime  Minis- 
ter ?  Show  him  up,  Louis,"  address- 
ing his  valet,  adding  drowsily,  in  a 
fainter  tone,  "  and  the  members — ^the 
members — ^the — ^the — ^who  paired  off — 
who  pair  " — ^he  sank  gpradually  down 
on  the  pillow,  the  perspiration  burst 
forth,  and  he  fell  asleep.  Finding  he 
slept  on  tranquilly  and  soundly,  I  once 
more  left  him,  and  having  explained  it 
to  Lady  Emma,  bade  her  g^xlevening, 
and  returned  to  town.  The  surgeon 
who  was  in  constant  attendance  on 
him,'  called  at  my  house  during  the 
afternoon  of  the  following  day,  and 
gave  me  so  good  an  account  of  him 
that  I  cUd  not  think  it  necessary  to  go 
down  till  the  day  after,  as  I  had  seri- 
ously broken  in  upon  my  own  prac- 
tice. When  I  next  saw  him  he  was 
mending  rapidly.  He  even  persuaded 
me  into  aUowmg  him  to  nave  the 
daily  papers  read  to  him — ^a  circum- 
stance I  much  regretted  after  I  left 
him,  and  suddenly  recollected  how 
often  the  public  prints  made  allusions 
to  him — some  of  them  not  very  kindly 
or  complimentary.  But  there  was  no 
resisting  his  importunity.  He  had  a 
wondernil  wheeoling  way  with  him. 

Two  days  after,  he  got  me  to  consent 
to  his  receiving  the  visits  of  his  poli- 
tical friends;  and  really  the  renewal 
of  his  accustomed  stimulus  conduced 
materially  to  hasten  his  recovery. 

Scarcely  six  weeks  from  the  day  of 
the  duel  was  this  indeMigable  and 
ardent  spirit,  Mr  Stafford,  on  his  legs 
in  the  House  of  Commons,  electrifying 
it  and  the  nation  at  large,  by  a  speech 
of  the  most  overwhelming  power  and 


splendour!  He  flung  his  scorching 
sarcasms  mercilessly  at  the  astounded 
Opposition,  especially  at  those  who 
haa  contrived  to  render  themselves  in 
any  way  prominent  in  their  opposition 
to  his  policy  during  hia  absence  I  By  an 
artful  manoeuvre  of  rhetoric — a  slolful 
allusion  to  "recent  unhappy  circum- 
stances"— ^he  carried  the  House  with 
him,  frx>m  the  very  commencement, 
enthusiastically,  to  the  end,  and  was 
at  last  obliged  to  pause  almost  every 
other  minute,  that  the  cheering  might 
subside.  The  unfortunate  nobleman 
who  had  stepped  into  the  shoes  which 
had  been  first  placed  at  Mr  Stafford's 
feet — so  to  speak — came  in  for  the^ 
cream  of  the  whole!  A  ridiculous* 
figure  he  cut!  Jokes,  sneers,  lam- 
poons, fell  upon  him  like  a  shower  of 
missiles  on  a  man  in  the  pillory.  He 
was  a  fat  man,  and  sat  perspiring 
under  it.  The  instant  Mr  Stafford 
sat  down,  this  unlucky  personage 
arose  to  reply.  His  odd  and  angry 
gesticulations,  as  he  vainly  attempted 
to  make  himself  heard  amidst  inces- 
sant shouts  of  laughter,  served  to 
clinch  the  nail  which  had  been  fixed 
by  Mr  Stafford;  and  the  indignant 
senator  presently  left  the  House. 
Another — ^and  another — and  another 
of  the  singed  ones,  arose  and  "fol- 
lowed on  the  same  side ; "  but  to  no 
purpose.  It  was  in  vain  to  buffet 
aranst  the  spring- tide  of  favour 
which  had  set  in  to  Mr  StaffonU 
That  night  will  not  be  forgotten  nf 
either  his  friends  or  foes.  He  gained 
his  point ! — ^within  a  fortnight  he  had 
ousted  his  •rival,   and  was  gazetted 

Secretary !    The  effort  he  made, 

however,  on  the  occasion  last  alluded 
to,  brought  him  again  under  my  hands 
for  several  days.  Indeed,  I  never 
had  such  an  intractable  patient !  He 
could  not  be  prevailed  on  to  show  any 
mercy  to  his  constitution — he  would 
not  give  nature  fair  play.  Night  and 
day — morning,  ngon,  evening — spring, 
summer,  autumn,  winter— found  him 
toiling  on  the  tempestuous  ocean  of 
politics,  his  mind  ever  laden  with 
the  most  harassing  and  exhausting 
cares.  The  eminent  situation  he  filled, 
brought  him,  of  course,  an  immense 
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accession  of  cares  and  anxieties.  He 
was  virtually  the  leader  of  the  House 
of  Commons ;  and,  though  his  exqui- 
site tact  and  talent  secured  to  himself 
personally  the  applause  and  admira- 
tion of  dl  parties,  the  government 
to  which  he  belonged  was  be^nning 
to  disclose  symptoms  of  disunion  and 
disorganisation,  at  a  time  when  public 
affairs  were  becoming  et^ry  hour  more 
and  more  involved — our  domestic  and 
foreign  policy  perplexed — the  latter 
almost  inextricably — every  day  as- 
suming a  new  and  different  aspect, 
through  the  operation  of  the  great 
events  incessantly  transpiring  on  the 
Continent.  The  national  confidence 
began  rapidly  to  ebb  away  from  the 
ministers,  and  symptoms  of  a  most 
startling  character  appeared  in  dif- 
ferent parts  of  the  country.  The 
House  of  Commons  —  the  pulse  of 
popular  feeling — ^began  to  beat  irre- 
gularly— ^now  intermitting — ^now  with 
feverish  strength  and  rapidity — clear- 
ly indicating  Siat  the  circulation  was 
disordered.  Nearly  the  whole  of  the 
newspapers  turned  against  the  minis- 
try, and  assailed  them  with  the  bitter- 
est and  foulest  obloquy.  Nieht  after 
night,  poor  Mr  Staffora  talked  himself 
hoarse,  feeling  that  he  was  the  ac- 
knowledged mouthpiece  of  the  minis- 
try ;  but  in  vain.  Ministers  were  per- 
petually left  in  miserable  minorities ; 
they  were  beaten  at  every  point.  Their 
ranks  presented  the  appearance  of  a 
straggling  disbanded  army ;  those  of 
the  Opposition  hung  together  like  a 
shipwrecked  crew  cUnging  to  the  last 
fragments  of  their  wreck.  Can  the 
consequences  be  wondered  at  ? 

At  length  came  the  Budget — ^word 
of  awful  omen  to  many  a  quaking 
ministry !  In  vain  were  the  splendid 
powers  of  Mr  Stafford  put  into  recjui- 
sition.  In  vain  did  his  masterly  mmd 
fling  light  and  order  over  his  sombrous 
chaotic  subject,  and  simplify  and  make 
clear  to  the  whole  country,  the,  till 
then,  dreary  iargon  and  oiysticism  of 
financial  technicalities.  In  vain,  in 
vain  did  he  display  the  sweetness  of 
Cicero,  the  thunder  of  Demosthenes. 
Hie  leader  of  the  Opposition  rose,  and 
coolly  turned  all  he  had  said  into  ridi- 


cule ;  one  of  his  squad  then  started  to 
his  feet,  and  made  out  poor  Mr  Staf- 
ford to  be  a  sort  of  ministerial  swin- 
dler ;  and  the  rest  cunningly  gave  the 
cue  to  the  country,  and  raised  up  in 
every  quarter  clamorous  dissatisfac- 
tion. Poor  Stafford  began  to  look  hag- 
gard and  wasted ;  and  the  papers  said 
he  stalked  into  the  House,  night  after 
nip^ht,  like  a  spectre.  The  hour  of  the 
ministry  was  come.  They  were  beaten 
on  the  first  item,  in  the  committee  of 
supply.  Mr  Stafford  resigned,  in  dis- 
gust and  indignation ;  and  that  broke 
up  the  government. 

I  saw  him  the  morning  after  he  had 
formally  tendered  his  resignation,  and 

S'ven  up^  the  papers,  &c.,  of  office, 
e  was  pitifully  emaciated.  The  fire 
of  his  eye  was  quenched,  his  sonorous 
voice  broken.  1  could  scarcely  repress 
a  tear,  as  I  gazed  at  his  sallow,  hag- 
gard features,  and  his  languid  limbs 
drawn  together  on  his  library  sofa. 

"  Doctor — my  friend !  This  fright- 
ful session  has  killed  me,  I'm  afraid ! " 
said  he.  "I  feel  equally  wasted  in  body 
and  mind.  I  loathe  life — everything! 

"I  don't  think  you've  been  fairly 
dealt  with!  You've  been  crippled — 
shackled  " 

"  Yes — cursed — cursed — cursed  in 
my  colleagues,**  he  interrupted  me, 
with  ea^er  bitterness ;  it  is  their  exe- 
crable little-mindedness  and  bigotry 
that  have  concentrated  on  us  the 
hatred  of  the  nation.  As  for  myself, 
I  am  sacrificed,  and  to  no  purpose.  I 
feel  I  cannot  lon^  survive  it ;  for  I  am 
withered,  root  anabranch — withered  !'* 

"  Be  persuaded,  Mr  Stafford,"  said  I 
gently,  "  to  withdraw  for  a  while  and 
recruit.'* 

"Oh,  ay,  ay — any  whither — any 
whither — as  far  off  as  possible  from 
London — that's  all.  God  pity  the 
man  that  holds  office  in  these  times ! 
The  talents  of  half  the  angels  in  heaven 
wouldn't  avail  him !  Doctor,  I  rave. 
Forgive  me~I'm  in  a  morbid,  nay,  al- 
most rabid  mood  of  mind.  Foiled  at 
every  point — others  robbing  me  of  tlie 
credit  of  my  labours — sneered  at  by 
fools — trampled  on  by  the  aristocracy 
—oh !  tut,  tut,  tut— fie  on  it  all ! " 
»  *  «  ♦ 
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"Have  you  seen  the  morning  papers, 
Mr  Stafford?" 

"  Not  I,  indeed.  Sick  of  their  cant — 
lies — ^tergiversation — scurrility.  I've 
laid  an  embargo  on  them  all.  I  won't 
let  one  come  to  my  house  for  a  fort- 
night. 'Tis  adding  fuel  to  the  fire 
that  is  consuming  me." 

"  Ah,  but  they  represent  the  nation 
as  calling  loudly  for  your  reinstate- 
ment in  office." 

**  Faugh—let  it  call !  Let  them  lie 
on!  I've  done  with  them — ^for  the 
present,  at  least." 

The  servant  brought  up  the  cards 
of  several  of  his  late  colleagues.  "  Not 
at  home,  sirrah! — Harkee — ill — ill," 
thundered  his  master.  I  sat  with  him 
nearly  an  hour  longer.  Oh,  what  gall 
and  bitterness  tinctured  every  word 
he  uttered!  How  this  chafed  and 
fretted  spirit  spumed  at  sympathy, 
and  despised  —  even  acquiescence ! 
He  complained  heavily  of  perfidy  and 
ingratitude  on  the  part  of  many  mem- 
bers of  the  House  of  Commons ;  and 
expressed  his  solemn  determination — 
should  he  ever  return  to  power — ^to 
visit  them  with  his  signal  vengeance. 
His  eyes  flashed  fire  as  he  recounted 
the  instance  of  one  well-known  indi- 
vidual, whom  he  had  paid  heavily  be- 
forehand for  his  vote,  by  a  sinecure, 
and  by  whom  he  was,  after  all,  un- 
blushingly  "jockeyed,"*  on  the  score 
of  the  salary  being  a  few  pounds  per 
annum  less  than  had  been  calculated 
on !  "  Oh,  believe  me,"  he  continued, 
"of  all  knavish  trafficking,  there  is 
none  like  your  political  trafficking; 
of  all  swindlers,  your  political  swin- 
dler is  the  vilest."  Before  I  next 
saw  him,  the  new  ministry  had  been 
named,  some  of  the  leading  members 
of  which  were  among  Mr  Stafford's 
bitterest  and  most  contemptuous  ene- 
mies, and  had  spontaneously  pledged 
themselves  to  act  diametrically  oppo- 
site to  the  policy  he  had  adopted.  This 
news  was  too  much  for  him ;  and,  full 
of  unutterable  fury  and  chag^n,  he 
hastily  left  town,  and,  with  all  his 

*  **  Jockeying — ^terme  politique  emprunt^ 
^  Target  special  dont  se  servent  les  habitu^ 
des  couraes  de  chevaux  et  les  maquignoiis." 
— Frtnch  TraiuLoAw, 


family,  betook  himself,  for  an  indefi- 
nite period,  to  a  distant  part  of  Eng- 
land. I  devoutly  hoped  that  he  had 
now  had  his  surfeit  of  politics,  and 
would  henceforth  seek  repose  in  the 
domestic  circle.  Lady  Emma  parti- 
cipated anxiously  in  that  wish;  she 
doated  on  her  husband  more  fondly 
than  ever;  and  her  faded  beauty 
touchingly  told  with  what  deep  devo- 
tion she  had  identified  herself  with 
her  husband's  interests. 

As  I  am  not  writing  a  Ufe  of  Mr 
Stafford,  I  must  leap  over  a  further 
interval  of  twelve  anxious  and  agitat- 
ing years.  He  returned  to  Parlia- 
ment, and,  for  several  sessions,  shone 
brilliantly  as  the  leader  of  the  Oppo- 
sition. Being  freed  fi^om  the  tram- 
mels of  office,  his  spirits  resumed  their 
wonted  elasticity,  and  his  health  be- 
came firmer  than  it  had  been  for  years ; 
so  that  there  was  little  necessity  for 
my  visiting  him  on  any  other  footing 
than  that  of  friendship. 

A  close  observer  could  not  fail  to 
detect  the  system  of  Mr  Stafford's  par- 
liamentary tactics.  He  subordinated 
everything  to  accomplish  the  great 
purpose  of  his  life.  He  took  every 
possible  opportunity,  in  e1o(]|uent  and 
brilliant  speeches,  of  familiarising  Par- 
liament, and  the  country  at  large,  with 
his  own  principles ;  dexterously  con- 
trasting with  them  the  narrow  and 
inconsistent  policy  of  his  opponents. 
He  felt  that  ne  was  daily  increasing 
the  number  of  his  partisans,  both  in 
and  out  of  the  House — and  securing 
a  prospect  of  his  speedy  return  to  per- 
manent power.  I  one  day  mentioned 
this  feature,  and  told  him  I  admired 
the  way  in  which  he  gradually  in- 
smuatea  himself  into  the  confidence 
of  the  country. 

"  Aha,  doctor!  " — he  replied  briskly 
— "  to  borrow  one  of  your  own  terms 
— ^I'm  vacdiwxting  the  nation ! " 

July  — ,  18— .—The  star  of  Stafford 
again  Lord  of  the  Ascendant !    This 

day  have  the  seals  of  the office 

been  intrusted  to  my  gifted  friend, 
Stafford,  amid  the  thunders  of  the 
Commons,  and  the  universal  gratula- 
tions  of  the  country.    He  is  virtually 
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the  leader  of  the  cabinet,  and  has  it 
"  all  his  own  way  "  with  the  House. 
Ever^  appearance  he  makes  there  is 
the  signal  for  the  perfect  tempest  of 
applause — with,  however,  a  few  light- 
mng  gleams  of  inveterate  hostility. 
His  course  is  full  of  dazzling  dangers. 
There  are  breakers  ahead — he^ust 
tack  about  incessantly  amid  shoals 
and  quicksands.  God  help  him,  and 
give  him  calmness  and  self-possession 
— or  he  is  lost ! 

I  suppose  there  will  be  no  ^ettin^^ 
near  hmi,  at  least  to  such  an  msigni- 
ficant  person  as  myself-— unless  he 
should  unhappily  require  my  profes- 
sional services.  How  my  heart  beats 
when  I  hear  it  said  in  society,  that  he 
seems  to  feel  most  acutely  the  attacks 
incessantly  made  on  hun — and   ap- 

rars  ill  every  day!    Poor  Stafford ! 
wonder  how  Lady  Emma  bears  all 
this! 

I  hear  everywhere,  that  a  tremen- 
dous opposition  is  organising,  counte- 
nanced in  very  high  quarters,  and  that 
he  will  have  hard  work  to  maintain 
his  ground.  He  is  paramount  at  pre- 
sent, and  laughs  his  enemies  to  scorn ! 
His  name,  coupled  with  almost  idola- 
trous expressions  of  homage,  is  in 
every  one's  mouth  of  the  varium  et 
nmtabUe  semper  !  His  pictures  are  in 
every  shop  window ;  dinners  are  given 
him  every  week;  addresses  forwarded 
from  all  parts  of  the  country ;  the  free- 
dom of  large  cities  and  corporations 
voted  him ;  in  short,  there  is  scarcely 
anything  said  or  done  in  public,  but 
Mr  Stafford's  name  is  coupled  with  it. 

March  — ,  18— .—Poor  Stafford, 
baited  incessantly  in  the  House,  night 
after  night.  Can  he  stand  ?  everybody 
is  asking.  He  has  commenced  the 
session  swimmingly — as  the  phrase 
is.  Lady  Emma,  whom  I  accidentally 
met  to-day  at  the  house  of  a  patient — 
herself  full  of  feverish  excitement — 
gives  me  a  sad  account  of  Mr  Staf- 
ford. Restless  nights — ^incessant  sleep- 
talking— continual  indisposition — ^loss 
of  appetite ! 

Oil,  the  pleasures  of  politics,  the 
sweets  of  ambition ! 

Saturday. — A  strange  hint  in  one  of 


the  papers  to-day  about  Mr  Stafford's 
unaccountable  freaks  in  the  House, 
and  treatment  of  various  members. 
What  can  it  mean?  A  fearful  suspi- 
cion glanced  across  my  mind — ^Heaven 
grant  that  it  may  be  groundless !— on 
coupling  with  this  dark  newspaper 
hint  an  occurrence  which  took  place 
some  short  time  ago.    It  was  this: 

Lady  Amelia was  suddenly  taken 

ill  at  a  ball  given  by  the  Duke  of ^ 

and  I  was  called  in  to  attend  her. 
She  had  swooned  in  the  midst  of  the 
dance,  and  continued  hysterical  for 
some  time  after  her  removal  home. 
I  asked  her  what  had  occasioned  it  all 
— and  she  told  me  that  she  happened 
to  be  passing,  in  the  dance,  a  part  of 
the  room  where  Mr  Sts^ord  stood, 
who  had  looked  in  for  a  few  minutes 

to  speak  to  the  Marquis  of ,   "  He 

was  standing  in  a  thoughtful  atti- 
tude," she  continued,  "  and,  somehow 
or  another,  I  attracted  his  attention 
in  passing,  and  he  gave  me  one  of  the 
most  fiendish  scowls,  accompanied 
with  a  frightful  glare  of  the  eye,  1  ever 
encountered.  It  passed  from  his  face 
in  an  instant,  and  was  succeeded  by 
a  smile,  as  he  nodded  repeatedly  to 

Eersons  who  saluted  him.  The  look 
e  gave  me  haunted  me,  and,  added 
to  the  exhaustion  I  felt  from  the  heat 
of  the  room,  occasioned  my  swooning." 
Hiongh  I  felt  faint  at  heart  while  lis- 
tening to  her,  I  laughed  it  off,  and  said 
it  must  have  been  fancy.  "No,  no, 
doctor,  it  was  not,"  she  replied^  "  for 

the  Marchioness  of saw  it  too, 

and  no  later  than  this  very  morning, 
when  she  called,  asked  me  if  I  had 
affronted  Mr  Stafford." 

Could  it  be  so?  Was  this  "look" 
really  a  transient  ghastly  out-flashing 
of  insanity  ?  Was  his  great  mind  be- 
ginning to  stagger  un&r  the  mighty 
burden  it  bore?  The  thought  agitated 
me  beyond  measure.  When  I  coupled 
the  incident  in  question  with  the  mys- 
terious hint  in  the  daily  paper,  my 
fears  were  awfully  corroTOrated.  I 
resolved  to  call  upon  Mr  Stafford  that 
very  evenins^.  I  was  at  his  house  about 
eieht  o'clock,  but  found  he  had  left 
a  little  while  before  for  Windsor.  The 
next  morning,  however — Sunday — his 
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servant  brought  me  word  that  Mr 
Stafibrd  would  be  glad  to  see  me  be- 
tween eight  and  ten  o'clock  in  the 
evening.  Thither,  therefore,  I  repaired 
about  half-past  eight.  On  sending  up 
my  name,  nis  private  secretary  came 
down  stairs,  and  conducted  me  to  the 
minister's  library — a  spacious  and 
richly  furnished  room.  Statues  stood 
in  the  window-places,  and  busts  of  Brit- 
ish statesmen  in  the  four  comers.  The 
sides  were  lined  with  book-shelves, 
filled  with  elegantly  bound  volumes ; 
and  a  large  table  in  the  middle  of  the 
room  was  covered  with  tape-tied  pack- 
ets, opened  and  unopened  letters,  &c. 
A  large  bronze  lamp  was  suspended 
from  the  ceiling,  and  threw  a  pecu- 
liarly rich  and  mellow  light  over  the 
whole — and  especially  the  figure  of 
Mr  Stafford,  who,  in  his  long  crimson 
silk  dressing-gown,  was  walking  ra- 
pidly to  and  fro,  with  his  arms  folded 
on  his  breast.  The  first  glance  showed 
me  that  he  was  labouring  under  high 
excitement.  His  face  was  pale,  and 
his  brilliant  eyes  glanced  restlessly 
from  beneath  his  intensely  knit  brows. 
'*  My  dear  doctor,  an  age  since  I  saw 
you!  Here  I  am,  overwhelmed,  you 
see,  as  usual ! "  said  he,  cordially  talung 
me  by  the  hand,  and  leading  me  to  a 
seat.    "My  dear  sir,  you  give  yourself 


getic,  and  pointed  language,  described 
a  train  of  symptoms  bordering  on  those 
of  brain-fever.  He  had,  unknown  to 
any  one,  latterly  taken  to  opium,  which 
he  swallowed  by  stealth,  in  large  quan- 
tities, oi  retiring  to  bed;  and  I  need 
hardly  say  how  that  of  itself  was  suffi- 
cient to  deran&^e  the  functions  both  of 
body  and  mind.  He  had  lost  his  appe- 
tite, and  felt  consciously  sinking  every 
day  into  a  state  of  the  utmost  languor 
and  exhaustion — so  much  so,  that  he 
was  reluctant  oflen  to  rise  and  dress, 
or  go  out.  His  temper,  he  said,  be^n 
to  fail  him,  and  he  grew  fretful  and  irri- 
table with  everybody,  and  on  every 
occasion.  "Doctor,  doctor!  I  dont 
know  whether  youll  understand  me 
or  not— but  everything  glares  at  me !  '* 
said  he.    "  Every  object  grows  sudden- 


ly invested  with  personality — anima- 
tion ;  I  can't  bear  to  look  at  them  !  I 
am  oppressed,  I  breathe  a  rarefied  at- 
mospnere!" — "Your  nervous  system 
is  disturbed,  Mr  Stafford."—-"  I  live  in 
a  dim  dream,  with  only  occasional  in- 
terval of  real  consciousness.  Every- 
thing is  false  and  exaggerated  about 
me.  I  see,  feel,  think,  through  a  mag- 
nifying medium ;  in  a  word,  I'm  in  a 
strange,  unaccountable,  terrible  state." 

"  Can  you  wonder  at  it,  even  if  it 
were  'viorse  ?"  said  I,  expostulating  ve- 
hemently with  him  on  his  incessant, 
unmitigatine  application  to  public  bus- 
iness. "Bdieve  me,"  I  concluded 
with  energy,  **  you  must  lie  by,  or  be 
laid  by." 

"  Ah — ^good,  that — ^terse !  But  what's 
to  be  done?  Must  I  resign?  Must 
public  business  stand  still  in  the  middle 
of  the  session !  I've  made  my  bed,  and 
must  lie  on  it." 

I  really  was  at  a  loss  what  to  say. 
He  could  not  bear  "preaching"  or 
"prosing,"  or  anything  approaching 
to  it.  I  suffered  him  to  go  on  as  he 
would— detailingmore and  more  symp- 
toms like  those  above  mentioned ;  clear- 
ly enough  disclosing  to  my  reluctant 
eyes,  reason  holding  her  reins  loosely, 
unsteadily. 

"  I  can  t  account  for  it,  doctor ;  but 
I  feel  sudden  fits  of  wildness  some- 
times— ^but  for  a  moment,  however — 
a  second ! — 0,  my  Creator !  I  hope  all 
is  yet  sound  Aire,  here  I "  said  he,  press- 
ing his  hand  against  his  forehead.  He 
rose,  and  walked  rapidly  to  and  fro. 
"  Excuse  me,  doctor,  I  camtot  sit  still ! " 
said  he.  •  •  "  Have  I  not  enough 
to  upset  me? — Only  listen  to  a  tithe 
of  my  troubles,  now !— After  paying 
almost  servile  court  to  a  parcel  of  Par- 
liamentary puppies,  ever  since  the  com- 
mencement of  the  session,  to  secure 

their  votes  on  the Bill ;  having 

the  boobies  here  to  dine  with  me,  and 
then  dining  with  them,  week  after 
week ;  sitting  down  gaily  with  fellows 
whom  I  utterly,  unutterably  despise 
— every  one  of  the  pack  suddenly 
turned  tail  on  me — stole,  stole,  stole 
away — every  one — and  left  me  in  a  ridi- 
culous minority  of  43 ! "  I  said  it  was 
asampleof  the  annoyances  inseparable 
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from  office.  "  Ay,  ay,  ay  ! "  he  replied 
with  impetuous  bitterness,  increasing 
the  pace  at  which  he  was  walking. 
*  'Why,  why  is  it,  that  public  men  have  no 
principle,  no  feeling,  no  gratitude,  no 
sympathy?"  He  paused.  I  said,  mildly, 
that  I  hoped  the  throng  of  the  session 
was  nearly  got  through,  that  his  em- 
barrassments would  diminish,  and  he 
would  have  some  leisure  on  his  hands. 
"Oh,  no,  no,  no! — my  difficulties 
and  perplexities  increase  and  thicken 
on  every  side  I  Great  heavens !  how 
are  we  to  get  on?  All  the  motions 
of  government  are  impeded;  we  are 
hemmed  in — blocked  up  on  every  side 
— the  state  vessel  is  surrounded  with 
closing,  crashing  icebergs !  I  think  I 
must  quit  the  helm !  Look  here,  for 
instance:  after  ransacking  all  the  arts 
and  resources  of  diplomacy,  I  had,  with 
infinite  difficulty,  succeeded  in  devising 

a  scheme  for  adjusting  our difier- 

ences.  Several  of  the  Continental 
powers  have  acquiesced ;  all  was  going 
on  well ;  when,  this  very  morning, 
comes  a  courier  to  Downing  Street, 
bearing  a  civil  hint  from  the  Austrian 
cabinet,  that,  if  I  persevered  with  my 
project,  such  a  procedure  would  be  con- 
sidered equivalent  to  a  declaration  of 
war !  So  there  we  are  at  a  dead  stand ! 
'Tis  all  that  execrable  Mettemich !  Sub- 
tle devil !  Jffe^e  at  the  bottom  of  all  the 
disturbances  in  Europe !  Again — ^here, 
at  home,  we  are  all  on  our  backs !    I 

stand  pledged  to  the Bill.    I  will, 

and  must  go  through  with  it.  My  con- 
sistency, popularity,  place — all  are  at 
stake !     I'm  hourid  to  carry  it !  and 

only  yesterday  the ,  and ,  and 

families — ^'gad  I  half  the  upper 

House — have  given  me  to  understand 

I  must  give  up  them  or  the Bill ! 

And  then  we  are  all  at  daggers-drawn 
among  ourselves  —  a  cabinet-council 

like  a  cockpit, and eternallj 

bickering !  And  again  :  last  night  his 
Majesty  behaved  with  marked  coolness 
and  hauteur:  and,  while  sippine  his 
claret,  told  me,  with  stem  san^froidf 

that  HIS  consent  to  the Bill  was 

*  utterly  out  of  the  question.*    I  must 

throw  overboard  the ,  a  measure 

that  I  have  more  at  heart  than  any 
other!    It  is  whispered  that is 


determined  to  draw  me  into  a  duel; 
and,  as  if  all  this  were  not  enough,  I 
am  perpetually  receiving  threats  of 
assassination ;  and,  in  fact,  a  bullet 
hissed  close  past  my  hat  the  other 
day,  while  on  horseback,  on  my  way 
to !  I  can't  make  the  thing  pub- 
lic— 'tis  impossible  ;  and  perhaps  the 
very  next  hour  I  move  oat,  I  may  be 
shot  through  the  heart !  0  God!  whai 
is  to  become  of  me  ?  Would  to  heaven 
I  had  refused  the  seals  of  the  — — 
office!  Doctor,  do  you  think — ^the 
nonsense  of  medicine  apart — do  you 
think  you  can  do  anything  for  me? 
Anythmg  to  quiet  the  system — ^to 
cool  the  brain?  Would  bleeding  do? 
— Bathinp?— What?  But  mind  I've 
not  much  time  for  physic ;  I'm  to 

open   the   question    to-morrow 

night ;  and  then  every  hour  to  dic- 
tate fifteen  or  twenty  letters  In  a 
word" 

"  Lord ,*  sir,"  said  the  servant, 

appearing  at  the  door. 

"  Ah,  execrable  coxcomb ! "  he  mut- 
tered to  me.  "I  know  what  he  is 
come  about — ^he  has  badgered  me  in- 
cessantly for  the  last  six  weeks!  I 
won't  see  him.  Not  at  home ! "  he 
called  out  to  the  servant.  He  paused. 
"  Stay,  sirrah  ! — beg  his  lordship  to 
walk  up-stairs."  Then  to  me — "  The 
man  can  command  his  two  brothers' 
votes — I  must  have  them  to-morrow 
night.  Doctor,  we  must  part  " — Shear- 
ing approaching  footsteps.  "  I've  been 
raving  like  a  madman,  1  fear — but  not 
a  word  to  any  one  breathing !  Ah,  my 
lord  !  good-evening — good-evening ! '' 
said  he  with  a  gaiety  and  briskness 
of  tone  and  manner  that  utterly  con- 
founded me — walking  and  meeting  his 
visitor  half-way,  and  shaking  him  by 
the  hands.  Poor  Stafford !  I  returned 
to  my  own  quiet  home,  and  devout- 
ly thanked  God,  who  had  shut  me 
out  from  such  splendid  misery  as  I 
witnessed  in  the  Eight  Honourable 
Charles  Stafford. 

Tuesday. — ^Poor  Stafford  spoke  splen- 
didly in  the  House,  last  night,  for  up- 

•  "  Le  Colonel  (yMorvm,**  aays  the  PrencU 
Translator. 
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wards  of  three  hours ;  and,  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  reported  speech,  a  note  was 
added,  informing  the  reader,  that  "  Mr 
Sta^ord  was  looking  better  than  they 
had  seen  him  for  some  months,  and 
seemed  to  enjoy  excellent  spirits.'* 
How  little  did  he  who  penned  that 
note  suspect  the  true  state  of  matters 
— ^that  Mr  Stafford  owed  his  "  better 
looks"  and  "excellent  spirits"  to  an 
intoxicating  draught  of  raw  brandy, 
which  alone  enabled  him  to  face  the 
House !  I  read  his  speech  with  agon- 
ising interest ;  it  was  full  of  flashing 
fancy,  and  powerful  ar^mentative 
eloquence,  and  breathed  mroughout  a 
buoyant,  elastic  spirit,  which  nothing 
seemed  capable  of  overpowering  or 
depressing.  But  Mr  Stafford  might 
have  saved  his  trouble  and  anxiety — 
for  he  was  worsted,  and  his  bill  lost 
by  an  overwhelming  majority !  Oh ! 
could  his  relentless  opponents  have 
seen  but  a  glimpse  of  what  I  had  seen, 
they  would  have  spared  their  noble 
victim  the  sneers  and  railleries  with 
which  they  pelted  him  throughout  the 
evening. 

FAday. — ^I  this  afternoon  had  an 
opportunity  of  conversing  confiden- 
tially with  Mr  Stafford's  private  sec- 
retary, who  corroborated  my  worst 
fears,  by  communicating  his  own,  and 
their  reasons,  amountinjg  to  infallible 
evidence,  t&at  Mr  Stafford  was  be- 
ginning to  give  forth  scintillations  of 
madness.  He  would  sometimes  totally 
lose  his  recollection  of  what  he  had 
done  during  the  day,  and  dictate  three 
answers  to  the  same  letter.  He  would, 
at  the  public  office,  sometimes  enter 
into  a  strain  of  conversation  with  his 
astounded  underlings,  so  absurd  and 
imprudent  —disclosing  the  profoundest 
secrets  of  state — as  must  have  inevit- 
ably and  instantly  ruined  him,  had 
he  not  been  surrounded  by  those  who 
were  personally  attached  to  him.    Mr 

communicated  various  other 

little  symptoms  of  the  same  kind.  Mr 
Stafford  was  once  on  his  way  down  td 
the  House  in  his  dressing-gown,  and 
could  be  persuaded  with  the  utmost 
difficulty  only  to  return  and  change 


it.  He  would  sometimes  go  down  to 
his  country  house,  and  receive  his 
lady  and  children  with  such  an  extra- 
vagant— such  a  frantic — display  of 
spirit  and  ^ety,  as  at  first  delighted, 
then  surprised,  and  finally  alarmed 
Lady  Emma  into  a  horrid  suspicion 
of  the  real  state  of  her  husband's 
mind. 

I  was  surprised  early  one  morning 
by  his  coachman's  calling  at  my  house, 
and  desiring  to  see  me  alone;  and, 
when  he  was  shown  into  my  pre- 
sence, with  a  flurried  manner,  many 
apologies  for  his  "  boldness,"  and  en- 
treaties— somewhat  Hibernian,  to  be 
sure,  in  the  wording — ^that  I  "  would 
take  no  notice  whatever  of  what  he 
said,"  he  told  me  that  his  master's 
conduct  had  latterly  been  "  very  odd 
and  queer-like."  That,  on  getting 
into  his  carriage,  on  his  return  from 
the  House,  Mr  Stafford  would  direct 
him  to  drive  five  or  six  miles  into  the 
country,  at  the  top  of  his  speed — ^then 
back  again — ^then  to  some  aistant  part 
of  London — without  once  alighting, 
and  with  no  apparent  object ;  so  that 
it  was  sometimes  five  or  six,  or  even 
seven  o'clock  in  the  morning  before 
they  got  home!  "Last  night,  sir," 
he  added,  "master  did  som'mut  un- 
common 'stroardinary :  he  told  me  to 
drive  to  Greenwich ;  and,  when  I  gets 

there,  he  bids  me  pull  up  at  the , 

and  get  him  a  draught  of  ale — and 
then  he  drinks  a  sup,  and  tells  me 
and  John  to  finish  it,  and  then  turn  the 
horses'  heads  back  again  for  town ! " 
I  g^ve  the  man  hsuf-a-guinea,  and 
solemnly  enjoined  him  to  keep  what 
he  had  told  me  a  profound  secret. 

What  was  to  be  done  ? — ^what  steps 
could  we  take  ? — ^how  deal  with  such 
a  public  man  as  Mr  Stafford  ?  I  felt 
myself  in  a  fearful  dilemma.  Should 
I  communicate  candidly  with  Lady 
Emma?  I  thought  it  better,  on  the 
whole,  to  wait  a  little  longer;  and 
was  delighted  to  find  that,  as  public 
business  slackened  a  little,  and  Mr 
Stafford  carried  several  favourite  mea- 
sures very  successfully,  and  with  com- 
parativel^r  little  effort,  he  intermitted 
Lis  attention  to  business,  and  was  per- 
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snaded  into  spending  the  recess  at  the 
house  of  one  of  his  relatives,  a  score  or 
two  miles  from  town,  whose  encdiant- 
ing  house  and  grounds,  and  magnifi- 
cent hospitalities,  served  to  occupy  Mr 
Stafford  s  mind  with  bustling  ana  plea- 
surable thoughts.  Such  a  fortnight's 
interval  did  wonders  for  him.  Lady 
Emma,  whom  I  had  requested  to  write 
frequently  to  me  about  him,  represent- 
ed things  more  and  more  cheerfully  in 
every  succeeding  letter— saving,  that 
the  "  distressing  fighiineMy  *  which 
Mr  Stafford  had  occasionally  evinced 
in  town,  had  totally  disappeared;  that 
every  body  at House  was  aston- 
ished at  the  elasticity  and  joyousness 
of  his  spirits,  and  the  energy,  almost 
amounting  to  enthusiasm,  with  which 
he  entered  into  the  glittering  gaieties 
and  festivities  that  were  gomg  on 
around  him.  "  He  was  the  life  and  soul 
of  the  party."  He  seemed  determined 
to  banish  business  from  his  thoughts, 
at  least  for  a  while ;  and  when  a  chance 
allusion  was  made  to  it,  would  put  it 
off  gaily  with — "  Sufficient  for  the  day 
is  the  evil  thereof."  All  this  filled  me 
with  consolation.  I  dismissed  the  ap- 
prehensions which  had  latterly  har- 
assed my  mind  concerning  him,  and 
heartily  thanked  God  that  Mr  Staf- 
ford's splendid  powers  seemed  likely  to 
be  yet  long  spared  to  the  country — 
that  the  hovering  fiend  was  beaten  off 
from  his  victim — ^might  it  be  for  ever ! 
The  House  at  length  resumed ;  Mr 
Stafford  returned  to  town,  and  all  his 
weighty  cares  again  gathered  around 
him.  Hardly  a  few  days  had  elapsed 
before  he  delivered  one  of  the  longest, 
calmest,  most  argumentative  speeches 
which  had  ever  fallen  from  him.  In- 
deed, it  began  to  be  commonly  re- 
marked, that  all  he  said  in  the  House 
wore  a  matter-of-fetct,  business-like  air, 
'which  nobody  could  have  expected 
from  him.  AH  this  was  encourag- 
ing. The  measure  which  he  brought 
forward  in  the  speech  last  alluded  to, 
was  hotly  contested,  inch  by  inch,  in 
the  House,  and  at  last,  contrary  even 

•  "  Les  Anglais  ont  le  mot  *fiigUviuu, '  ftiite, 
l^retd  de  I'esprlt :  expressiou  tr^  remarqu- 
abie  dans  sa  justease,  et  sans  ^uivalent  en 
IVan5alB."--/'r«icA  TramUUor. 


tohis  own  expectations,  carried,  though 
by  an  inconsiderable  majority.  All 
his  friends  congratulated  him  on  his 
triumph. 

"  Yes,  I  HAVE  triumphed  at  last,"  he 
said  emphatically,  as  he  left  the  House. 
He  went  home  late  at  night,  and 
alarmed,  confounded  his  domestics,  by 
calling  them  all  up,  and — it  is  lament- 
able to  have  to  record  such  things  of 
such  a  man — ^insisting  on  their  nomi- 
nating the  house — candles  in  every 
window — in  front  and  behind !  It  was 
fortunate  that  Lady  Emma  and  her 

family  had  not  yet  returned  from 

House,  to  witness  this  unequivocal 
indication  of  returning  insanity.  He 
himself  personally  assisted  at  the 
ridiculous  task  of  hghting  the  candles, 
and  putting  them  in  the  windows; 
and,  when  it  was  completed,  actually 
harangued  the  assembled  servants  on 
the  signal  triumph  he  and  the  country 
had  obtained  that  night  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  and  concluded  by  order- 
ing them  to  extinguish  the  lights,  and 
adjourn  to  the  kitchen  to  supper,  when 
he  would  presently  join  them,  and 
give  them  a  dozen  of  wine !  He  was 
as  good  as  his  word :  yes,  Mr  Stafford 
sat  at  the  head  of  his  confounded  ser- 
vants— ^few  in  number  on  account  of 
the  family's  absence — and  engaged  in 
the  most  uproarious  hilarity  1  Fortu- 
nately, most  fortunately,  his  conduct 
was  unhesitatingly  attributed  to  in- 
toxication— ^in  which  condition  he  was 
really  carried  to  bed  at  an  advanced 
hour  in  the  morning,  by  those  whom 
nothing  but  their  bashful  fears  had 
saved  from  being  similarly  overcome 
by  the  wine  they  had  been  drinking. 
All  this  was  told  me  by  the  coachman, 
who  had  communicated  with  me  for- 
merly— and  with  tears,  for  he  was  an 
old  and  faithful  servant.  He  assidu- 
ously kept  up  among  his  fellow-ser> 
vants  the  notion  that  their  master's 
drunkenness  was  the  cause  of  his  ex- 
traordinary behaviour. 

I  called  on  him  the  day  after,  and 
found  him  sitting  in  his  library,  dic- 
tating to  his  secretary,  whom  he 
directed  to  withdraw  as  soon  as  I  en- 
tered. He  then  drew  his  chair  close 
to  mine,  and  burst  into  tears. 
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"Doctor,  would  you  l)eKeve  it," 
said  he,  "  I  was  horridly  drui&  last 
night-o^I  can't  imagiae  how^-rand  am 
sure  I  did  soxaething  or  other  Tery  ab- 
surd among  the  servants.  I  dare  not, 
of  course,  oak  any  of  them — and  am 
f>ositiyely  ashamed  to  look  even  my 
valet  in  the  face  ! " 

'^P^,  ^h'^JSand  inaammnme  ofit- 
neSf**  I  stammered,  attempting  to 
smile,  scarcely  knowing  what  to  say. 

"Don't— don*t  desert  me,  doctor!" 
he  sobbed,  clasping  my  hand,  and 
looking  sorrowmlly  in  my  face  — 
**  Don't  you  desert  me,  my  tried  friend. 
Everybody  is  forsaking  me!  The 
King  hates  me — the  Commons  de- 
spise me— the  people  would  have  my 
blood,  if  they  dared !  And  yet  why  ? 
— ^What  have  I  done?  God  knows,  I 
have  done  evenrthing  for  the  best^ 
indeed,  indeed  I  have! "  he  oontinued, 
grasping  my  hand  in  silence. 

"There's  a  terrible  plot  hatching 
against  me  I — ^Hush!"  He  rose  and 
bolted  the  door.  "  Did  you  see  that 
fellow  whom  I  ordered  out  on  your 
entrance?" — ^naming  his  private  secre* 
taiy — "  Well,  that  infamous  fellow 
thinks  he  is  to  succeed  me  in  my  office, 
and  has  actually  gained  over  the  King 
and  several  of  the  aristocracy  to  his 
interest ! " 

"Nonsense — nonsense — stuff! — You 
have  wine  in  your  head,  Mr  Stafiford," 
said  I  ang^y,  trying  to  choke  down 
my  emotions. 

"  No,  no — sober  enough  now.  Doc- 
tor   .    I'll  tell  you  what  (albeit 

unused  to  the  melting  mood)  has  thus 
overcome  me:  Lady  Emma  fieivours 
the  scoundrel!  They  correspond! 
My  children,  even,  are  gained  over ! — 
But  Emma,  my  wife,  my  love,  who 
could  have  thought  it ! "  *  *  I 
succeeded  in  calming  him,  and  he  be- 
gan to  converse  on  different  subjects, 
although  the  fiend  was  manifest  a^ain. 

"  Doctor ,  I'll  intrust  you  with  a 

secret — a  state  secret!  lou  must 
know  that  I  have  long  entertained  the 
idea  of  uniting  all  the  European  states 
into  one  vast  republic,  and  have  at 
last  arranged  a  scheme  which  will,  I 
think,  be  unhesitatingly  adopted.  I 
have  written  to  Prince, on  the 


^, 


suhiBct,  and  expect  his  answer  soon ! 
Isn  t  it  a  grand  thou^t !  '*  I  assented, 
of  .oonrse.  "  It  will  emblazon  my 
name  in  the  annals  of  eternity,  be- 
yond all  Eoman  and  all  Grecian  uane," 
he  continued,  waving  his  hacd  ora- 
toricaUy ;  "  but  I've  been— gtea^  yes — 
premature! — My  secret  is  safe  with 
you.  Doctor ?** 

"  Oh,  certainly !  "  I  replied,  with  a 
melancholy  air,  uttering  a  deep  sigh« 

"  But  now  to  business.  I'll  tell  you 
why  I've  sent  for  you."  I  had  called 
unasked,  as  the  reader  will  recollect. 
"  I'll  tell  you,"  he  continued,  taking 
my  hand  alTectionately : —  "  Dr  — — ,1 
have  known  you  now  for  man^  years, 
ever  since  we  were  at  Cambridge  to- 
gether "  (my  heart  ached  at  the  re- 
collection), "  and  we  have  been. good 
friends  ever  since.  I  have  noticed 
that  you  have  never  asked  a  favour 
from  me  since  I  knew  you.  Every 
one  else  has  teased  me — ^but  I  have 
never  had  a  request  preferred  me  from 
ywi,  my  dear  mend. '  He  burst  into 
tears,  mine  very  nearly  overflowing. 
There  was  no  longer  any  doubt  that 
Mr  Stafford— the  ^eat,  the  gifted  Mr 
Stafford — ^was  sitting  before  me  in  a 
state  of  idiocy !— of  madness  !  I  felt 
faint  and  sick  as  he  proceeded.  "  Well, 
I  tlumk  God  I  have  it  now  in  my 
power  to  reward  ^ou — ^to  offer  you 
something  that  will  fully  show  the 
love  I  bear  you,  and  my  unlimited 
confidence  in  your  talents  and  in- 
tegrity.   I  have  determined  to  recall 

our  ambassador  at  the  Court  of , 

and  shall  supply  his  place  " — ^he  looked 
at  me  with  a  good-natured  smile — 

"  by  my  friend,  Dr ! "    He  leaned 

back  in  his  chair,  and  eyed  me  with  a 
triumphant,  a  gratified  air,  evidently 
preparing  himself  to  be  overwhelmed 
with  my  thanks.  In  one  instant,  how- 
ever, "  a  change  came  o'er  the  aspect 
of  his  dream."  His  features  grew 
suddenly  disturbed,  now  flushed,  now 
pale;  his  manner  grew  restless  and 
embarrassed;  and  I  felt  convinced 
that  a  lucid  interval  had  occurred — 
that  a  consciousness  of  his  having 
been  either  saying  or  doing  something 
very  absurd,  had  that  instant  flashed 
across  his  mind!     "Ah,  I  see,  Dr 
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,"    he   resomed,   in   an    altered 

tone,  speaking  hesitatingly,  while  a 
vivid  glance  shot  from  his  eye  into 
my  very  soul,  as  though  he  would, 
see  whether  I  had  detected  the  pro- 
cess of  thought  which  had  passed 
through  his  mind — "  you  look  sur- 
prisef— ha,  ha ! — and  well  you  may ! 
6ut  now  I'll  explain  the  riddle.  You 
muil  know  that  Lord is  expect- 
ing to  be  our  new  ambassador,  and,  in 
fact,  I  must  offer  it  him ;  but---but— I 
wish  to  pique  him  into  declininc^  it, 
when  rn  take  offence— by — telling 
him — hinting  carelessly,  that  one  of 
my  friends  had  the  prior  refusal  of 

it!" 

Did  not  the  promptitude  and  plausi- 
bility of  this  pretext  savour  of  mad- 
ness? He  hinted,  soon  after,  that  he 
had  much  business  in  hand,  and  I 
withdrew.  I  fell  back  in  my  carriage, 
and  resigned  myself  to  bitter  and  ago- 
nising reflections  on  the  scene  I  had 
just  quitted.  What  was  to  be  done  ? 
Mr  Stafford,  by  some  extravagant  act, 
might  commit  himself  frightfully  with 
public  affairs. 

Lady  Emma,  painful  as  the  task 
was,  must  be  written  to.  Measures 
MUST  now  be  had  recourse  to.  The 
case  admitted  ofno  further  doubt.  Yes, 
this  great,  this  unfortunate  man,  must 
be  put  into  constraint,  and  that  im- 
meoiately.  In  the  tumult  of  my 
thoughts,  I  scarcely  knew  what  to 


decide  on ;  but,  at  last,  I  ordered  the 
man  to  drive  to  the  houses  of  Sir 

,  and  Dr ,  and  consult  with 

them  on  the  proper  course  to  be  pur- 
sued. 

•  «  «  « 

Oh,  Gk)d ! — Oh,  horror ! — Oh,  my  un- 
happy soul ! — Despair  I  Hark ! — ^what 

do  I  hear  ? — ^Do  I  hear  aright 

«  «  •  « 

Have  I  seen  aright — or  is  it  all  a 
dream? — Shall  I  awake  to-morrow, 
and  find  it  false?* 

*  The  following  is  the  ooneluding  note  of 
the  French  TraoBlator,  which  is  here  copied 
ver^xUim  : — 

*'  Note  du  Trad. — La  premiere  partie  de 
cette  esquisse  si  touchante  semble  se  rap- 
porter  ll  M.  Canning:  la  derni^re  2k  Lora 
Castlereagh.  Quel  que  soit  au  surplus 
'llioinme  politique,'  dont  I'auteur  de  ces 
souvenirs  a  voulu  parler,  nous  ne  doubtons 
pas  de  la  v4xit6  de  son  rfcit.  Ces  articlest 
dont  nous  publierons  la  suite,  ont  ezcit^ 
de  nombreuses  rtelamations  en  Angleterre. 
Plus  d'une  &mille  s'est  plainte  de  I'indis- 
cr^on  de  I'auteur.  On  a  pn^endu  qu'en 
trahissant  les  myst^res  de  la  vie  priv^  ^ue 
sa  pratique  lui  a  fait  connattre,  il  avait  viol^ 
les  lois  impoB^es  par  la  morale,  la  rdiffion 
du  medicin.  Les  oouleurs  employ^  par 
I'dcrivain  sont  d'ailleurs  d'une  r^lit^  frap- 
pante.  Chatham  est  mort  6xt6im6  par  ses 
travaux  parliamentaires ;  il  est  tombd  sans 
oonnaissance  en  pronon«ant  son  dernier  dis- 
oours  &  la  Chambre  des  Lords.  Shebidan  et 
BUHKB  avaient  I'intelligenoe  aflhiblie  quand 
ils  ont  expire.  Castlebkaoh  et  Sakttel 
BoMiLLT  se  sont  donn^  la  mort.  Caniono 
a  p€ri  ddvord  par  les  anxidt^  d'homme 
d'«tat" 
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CHAPTER    XX. 


A  SLIGHT  COLD. 


Consider  "  a  slight  cold  "  to  be  in  the 
nature  of  a  chill,  caught  by  a  sudden 
contact  with  your  grave ;  or  as  occa- 
sioned by  the  damp  finger  of  death  laid 
upon  you,  as  it  were,  to  mark  you  for 
ms,  in  passing  to  the  more  immediate 
obiect  of  his  commission.  Let  this  be 
called  croaking,  and  laughed  at  as 
such,  by  those  who  are  "  awearied  of 
the  painful  round  of  life,"  and  are  on 
the  look-out  for  their  dismissal  from 
it ;  but  be  learnt  off  by  heart,  and  re- 
membered as  haying  the  force  and 
truth  of  gospel,  by  all  those  who 
would  *'  measure  out  their  span  upon 
the  earth,"  and  are  conscious  of  any 
constitutional  flaw  or  feebleness ; 
who  are  disting^shed  by  any  such 
tendency  death-ward,  as  long  necks — 
narrow  chicken  chests — ^very  fair  com- 
plexions—  exquisite  sympathy  with 
atmospheric  variations;  or,  in  short, 
exhibit  any  symptoms  of  an  asthma- 
tic or  consumptive  character — ip  they 
choose  to  nsGLECT  a  slight  cold. 

Let  not  those  complain  of  beingbitten 
by  a  reptile,  which  they  have  cherished 
to  maturity  in  their  very  bosoms,  when 
they  might  have  crushed  it  in  the  egg ! 
Now,  if  we  call  "  a  slight  cold  '*  the 
egg*  and  pleurisy — ^inflammation  of 
the  lungs — asthma — consumption,  the 
venomous  reptile — the  matter  will  be 
no  more  than  correctly  figured.  There 
are  many  ways  in  which  this  "  egg  " 
may  be  aeposited  and  hatched.  Going 
suddenly,  slightly  clad,  from  a  heated 
into  a  cold  atmosphere,  especially  if 
you  can  contrive  to  be  in  a  state  of 
perspiration — sitting  or  standing  in 
a  draughtj  however  slight — it  is  the 

•  Omnium  prope  quilnts  affligimur  morborum 
crigo  et  quasi  semen,  says  au  iatelligent  medi- 
cal writer  of  the  last  century. 


breath  of  death,  reader,  and  laden 
with  the  vapours  of  the  grave !  Ly- 
ing in  damp  beds,  for  there  his  cold 
arms  shall  embrace  you — continuing 
in  wet  clothing,  and  neglecting  wet 
feet — these,  and  a  hundred  others, 
are  some  of  the  ways  in  which  you 
may  slowly,  imperceptibly,  but  surely, 
cherish  the  creature  that  shall  at  last 
creep  inextricably  inwards,  and  lie 
coiled  about  your  very  vitals.  Once 
more,  again — again — ^again — I  would 
say,  ATTEND  to  wis,  all  ye  who  think 
it  a  small  matter  to— neglect  a  slight 
cold! 

So  many  painful — ^I  may  say  dread- 
ful illustrations  of  the  truth  of  the 
above  remarks,  are  strewn  over  the 
pages  of  my  Diary,  that  I  scarcely 
know  which  of  them  to  select.  The 
following  melancholy  "instance"  will, 
I  hope,  prove  as  impressive,  as  I  think 
it  interesting. 

Captain  C had  served  in  the 

Peninsular  campaigns  with  distin- 
guished merit ;  and,  on  the  return  of 
the  British  army,  sold  out,  and  deter- 
mined to  enjoy  in  private  life  an  ample 
fortune  bequeathed  him  by  a  distant 
relative.  At  the  period  I  am  speaking 
of,  he  was  in  his  twenty-ninth  or  thir- 
tieth year ;  and,  in  person,  one  of  the 
very  finest  men  I  ever  saw  in  my  life. 
There  was  an  air  of  ease  and  frank- 
ness about  his  demeanour,  dashed  with 
a  little  pensiveness,  which  captivate4 
everybody  with  whom  he  conversed 
— but  the  ladies  especially.  It  seemed 
the  natural  effect  produced  on  a  bold 
but  feeling  heart,  by  frequent  scenes 
of  sorrow.  Is  not  such  a  one  formed 
to  win  over  the  heart  of  woman  ?  In- 
deed, it  seemed  so :  for,  at  the  period 
I  am  speaking  of,  our  English  ladies 


Digitized  by 


Google 


$14 


DIARY  Of  A  LATH  PHYSICIAN. 


were  absolutely  infatuated  about  the 
military ;  and  a  man  who  bad  other- 
wise but  little  chance,  had  only  to 
appear  in  regimentals,  to  turn  the 
scale  in  his  farour.  One  would  haye 
thought  the  race  of  soldiery  was  about 
to  become  suddenly  extinct;  for  in 
almost  every  third  marriage  that  took 
place  within  two  years  of  the  magnifi- 
cent event  at  "Waterloo — ^whethidr  rich 
or  poor,  hiffh  or  low — a  red-coat  was 
sure  to  be  the  "  principal  performer." 
Let  the  reader  then,  being  apprised  of 
this  influenza — for  what  else  was  it  ? 
— set  before  his  imagpination  the  tall, 
commanding  figure  of  Captain  C— — , 
his  frank  and  noble  bearmg— his  ex- 
cellent &mily — his  fortune,  upwards 
of  four  thousand  a-year — and  calcu- 
late the  chances  in  his  favour! 

I  met  him  several  times  in  private 
society,  during  his  stay  in  town,  and 
have  nis  image  vividly  in  my  eye,  as 
he  i^peared  on  the  last  evening  we 
met.  He  wore  a  blue  coat^  white 
waistcoat,  and  an  ample  black  necker- 
chief. His  hair  was  very  light,  and 
disposed  with  natural  grace  over  a  re- 
markably fine  forehead,  the  left  comer 
of  which  bore  the  mark  of  a  siieht 
sabre-cut.  His  eye,  bright  hazel — 
clear  and  full^—whioh  you  would,  in 
your  own  mind,  instantly  compare  to 
that  of 

Mars-'to  threoidn  axuUcommftiidi 
was  capable  of  an  expression  of  the 
most  winning  and  soul-subduing  ten- 
derness. Mueh  more  might  I  say  in 
his  praise,  and  trul^-^but  that  I  havse 
a  melancholy  end  m  view.  Suffice  it 
to  add,  that,  wherever  he  moved,  he 
seemed  the  sun  of  the  sociid  circle, 
gazed  on  by  many  a  soft  starlike  e^e, 
with  trembling  rapture-^ the  enyied 
object  of 

Nbds,  becks,  aad  wreathed  tmiles* 
from  all  that  was  fair  and  beautiful. 
*  He  could  not  remain  long  disen- 
gaged. Intelligence  soon  fotmd  its 
way  to  town,  of  his  having  formed 
an  attachment  to  Miss  Ellen  -^*, 
a  wealthy  and  beautiful  northern 
heiress,  whose  heart  soon  surrendered 
to  its  skilful  assailant.  Everybody 
w$U3  pleased  with  the  match,  and  pro- 


nounced it  suitable  in  all  respects.  I 
had  an  opportunity  of  seeing^  Captain 

C and  Miss together  at  an 

evening  party  in  London ;  for  the 
young  lady's  family  spent  the  season 
m  town,  and  were,  of  course,  attended 
l^y  the  Captain,  who  took  up  his  quar- 
ters in  Street.     A  handsome 

couple  they  looked. 

This  was  nearly  twelve  months 
after  their  engagement ;  and  most  of 
the  preliminaries  had  been  settled  on 
both  sides,  and  the  event  was  fixed  to 
take  place  within  a  fortnight  of  Miss 

and  family's  return  to  —— shire. 

The  last  day  of  their  stay  in  town, 
they  formed  a  large  and  gay  water 
party,  and  prdceeded  up  the  river  a 
tittle  beyond  Bichmond,  in  a  beauti- 
ful open  boat,  belonging  to  Lotd  — — , 
a  cousin  of  the  Captain's.  It  was 
rather  late  before  their  return;  and, 
lonf('  ere  their  arrival  at  Westminster 
Stairs,  the  wind  and  rain  combined 
aeainst  the  partj,  and  assailed  them 
with  a  ftuy,  against  which  their  awn- 
ing formed  but  an  insufficient  protec- 
tion. Captain  C — ^  had  taken  an 
oar  fbr  the  last  fbw  miles ;  and,  as 
they  had  to  pull  i^gainst  a  strong  tide, 
his  task  was  not  a  trifling  oile.  When 
he  resigned  his  oar,  he  was  in  a  per- 
fect bath  of  perspiration ;  but  he  drew 
on  his  coat,  and  resumed  the  seat  he 
had  fonnerly  occupied  beside   Miss 

,  at  the  back  of  the  boat.    The 

awning  unfortunately  got  rent  imme- 
diately behind  where  they  sat;  and, 
what  with  the  snlashing  of  the  water 
on  his  back,  ana  the  saually  gusts  of 
wind  which  incessantly  burst  upon 

them,  Captain  C got  thoroughly 

wet  And  chilled.  Miss  — *  grew  un- 
easy about  him;  but  he  laughed  ofT 
her  apprehensions,  assuring^  her  that 
they  were  flroundless,  and  that  he 
was  "too  old  a  soldier"  to  sufl'i^r 
ftom  such  a  trifling  thincr  as  a  little 
"  wind  and  wet."  On  leaving  the 
boat,  he  insisted  on  accompanying 

them  home  to  Square,  and 

starred  there  upwards  of  an  hour, 
busily  conversing  with  them  about 
their  departure  on  the  morrow.  While 
there,  he  took  a  glass  or  two  of  wine, 
bat  did  not  change  his  clothes.    Ou 
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returning  to  his  lodgings,  he  was  too 
busily  and  pleasantly  occupied  with 
thoughts  about  his  apprOacnin^  nup- 
tiids,  to  advert  to  tne  necessity  of 
using  more  precautions  against  cold, 
before  retiring  to  bed.  He  sat  down 
in  his  dressing-room,  without  order- 
ing a  fire  to  be  lit,  and  wrote  two  or 
three  letters ;  after  which  he  got  into 
bed.    Now,  how  easy  it  would  have 

been  for  Captain  C to  obviate  any 

possible  ill  consequences,  by  simply 
ringing  for  warm  water  to  put  his  feet 
in,  and  a  basin  of  gruel,  or  posset? 
He  did  not  do  either  of  these,  however, 
thinking  it  would  be  time  enough  to 
"  cry  out  when  he  was  hurt."  m  the 
morning  he  rose,  and,  though  a  little 
indisposed,  immediately  after  break- 
fast drove  to  —  Square,  to  see 

off  Miss and  the  family ;  for  it 

had  been  arranged  that  he  snould  re- 
main behind  a  day  or  two,  in  order  to 
complete  a  few  purchases  of  jewellery, 

&c.,  and  then  follow  the  party  to 

shire.  He  rode  on  horseback  beside 
their  travelling  carriage  a  few  miles 
out  of  town ;  and  then  took  his  leave 
and  returned.  On  his  way  home  he 
called  at  my  house;  but,  nnding  me 
out,  left  his  card,  with  a  re-quest  that 
I  would  come  and  see  him  in  the 
evening.  About  seven  o'clock  I  was 
with  him.  I  found  him  in  his  dress- 
ing-gown, in  any  easy-chair,  drinking 
coffee.  He  looked  rather  dejected,  and 
spoke  in  a  desponding  tone.  He  com- 
plained of  the  common  symptoms  of 
catarrh;  and  detailed  to  me  the  ac- 
count which  I  have  just  laid  before 
the  reader.  I  remonstrated  with  him 
on  his  last  night's  imprudence. 

"  Ah,  Doctor -,  I  wish  to  Heaven 

I  had  rowed  on  to  Westminster,  tired 
as  I  was  1"  said  he.  "  Good  God,  what 
if  I  havO  caught  my  death  of  cold? 
You  cannot  conceive  how  singular  my 
sensations  are." 

"  That's  generalljr  the  way  with 
patients  after  the  mischief's  done,"  I 
replied,  with  a  smile.  "  But  come ! 
come !  only  take  care  of  yourself,  and 
matters  are  not  at  all  deimeriate ! " 

"Heigh  ho!" 

**  Sighing  like  a  fiimace,"  I  con- 
tinued  gaily,  on  hearing  him  utter  se- 


veral sighs  in  succession — "  You  sons 
of  Mars  make  hot  work  of  it,  both  in 
love  and  war!" — Again  he  sighed. 
"  Why,  what's  the  matter,  captain  ?" 

"  Oh,  nothing— nothing,"  he  replied 
languidly;  "I  suppose  a  cold  gene- 
rally depresses  one  s  spirits — ^is  it  so? 
Is  it  a  sign  of  a  severe  "— 

''It  is  a  sign  that  a  certain  per- 
son"  

"Poh,  doctor,  poh!"  said  he,  with 
an  air  of  lassitude,  don't  think  me  so 
childish! — ^I'U  tell  you  candidly  what 
has  contributed  to  aepress  my  spirits. 
For  this  last  week  or  so,  I've  nad  a 
stranffe  sort  of  conviction  that " 

"  Nottsensfr— none  of  your  nervous 
fancies  " 

"  Ah,  but  I  have  doctor,"  he  con- 
tinued, scarcely  noticing  the  interrup- 
tion ;  "  I  have  felt  a  sort  of  presenti- 
ment— a  foreboding  that — that— «om6- 
thing  or  other  would  occur  to  prevent 
my  marriage ! " 

"  Oh,  tush,  tush !— every  one  has 
those  low  nervous  fancies  that  is  not 
accustomed  to  sickness." 

"  Well — ^it  may  be  so— I  hope  it  may 
be  nothing  more ;  but  I  seem  to  hear 
a  voice  whispering— or,  at  least,  to  be 
under  ah  influence  to  that  effect,  that 
the  cup  will  be  dashed  brimful  from 
my  lips — a  fearful  slip  f  It  seems  as 
if  my  Ellen  were  too  great  a  happiness 
for  the  Fates  to  allow  me." 

"  Too  great  a  fiddlestick,  captain ! 
— so  your  schoolboy  has  a  fearml  ap- 

Sr^hension  that  he  cannot  outlive  the 
ay  of  his  finally  leaving  school — ^too 
glorious  and  happy  an  era ! " 

"  I  know  well  what  you  allude  to — 
but  mine  is  a  calm  and  rational  appre- 
hension " 

"  Come,  come,  Captain  C ,  this 

is  going  too  far.  Raillery  apart,  how- 
ever, I  can  fully  enter  into  your  feel- 
ings," I  continued,  perceiving  his  mor- 
bid excitement.  "  'Tis  but  human 
nature  to  feel  trepidation  and  appre- 
hension when  approaching  some  great 
csisis  of  one's  existence.  One  is  apt 
to  give  unfavourable  poestbiUties  an 
undue  preponderance  oyer  probdbiH- 
ties;  and  h  is  easily  to  be  accounted 
fbr,  on  the  known  tendency  we  find 
within  ourselves,  <m^rdinary  occa- 
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sions,  to  shape  eyents  according  to 
our  wiahu — and  in  our  over^anxiety 

to  guard  against  such  " 

"  Very  metaphysical— -yeiy  true,  I 

dare  say  " 

"  WeU— to  be  matter-of-fact— /had 
all  your  feelings  —  perhaps  greatly 
aggravated-^at  the  time  of  my  own 

marriage  " 

"  Eh  ?— indeed  ?— Had  you  really?  " 
he  in(j^uired  ea^rly,  laying  his  hand 
on  mine — continuing,  with  an  air  of 
anxious  curiosity — "  Did  you  ever  feel 
a  sort  of  conviction  that  some  myste- 
rious agency  was  awaiting  your  ap- 
proach towajxls  the  critical  point,  and, 
when  just  within  reach  of  your  object, 
would  suddenly  smite  you.  down  ?  " 

"Ay,  to  be  sure,"  said  I,  smiling; 
"  a  mere  flutter  of  feeling — ^which  you 
see  others  have  besides  yourself;  but 
that  you — trained  to  confront  danger 
—change — casualties  of  all  sorts — ^that 
you — you,  with  your  frame  of  Hercu- 
lean build  "— 

"  Well — a  truce  to  your  banter ! " 
he  interrupted  me,  somewhat  impa- 
tiently ;  "  I  shouldn't  mind  taking 
you  ten  to  one  that  I  don't  live  to  be 
married  after  all ! " 

"  Come,  this  amounts  to  a  symptom 
of  your  indisposition.  You  have  got 
more  fever  on  you  than  I  thought — 
and  you  grow  light-headed! — you 
must  really  get  to  bed,  and,  in  the 
morning,  all  these  fantasies  will  be 
gone." 

"  Well— I  hope  in  God  they  may  ! 
But  they  horridly  oppress  me !  I  own 
that,  latterly,  I've  given  in  a  little  to 
fatalism." 

This  won't  do  at  all,  thought  I,  tak- 
ing my  pen  in  hand,  and  beginning  to 
write  a  prescription. 

"  Are  you  thirsty  at  all  ?  any  catch- 
ing in  the  side  when  you  breathe? 
any  cough  ?  "  &c.  &c.,  said  I,  asking 
him  the  usual  routine  of  questions.  I 
feared,  from  the  symptoms  he  de- 
scribed, that  he  had  caught  a  very 
severe,  and,  possibly,  obstinate  cold 
— so  I  prescribed  active  medicines. 
Amongst  others,  I  recollect  ordering 
him  one-fourth  of  a  grain  of  tartarised 
antimony  every  four  hours,  for  the 
purpose  of  encouraging  the  insensible  I 


perspiration,  and  thereby  determining 
the  fever  outwards.    I  then  left  him, 

S remising  to  call  about  noon  the  next 
ay,^  expressing  my  expectations  of 
finding  nim  pjerfectly  recovered  from 
his  indisposition.  I  found  him  the 
following  morning  in  bed,  thoroughly 
under  tl^  influence  of  the  medicines! 
had  prescribed,  and,  in  fact,  much  bet- 
ter in  every  respect.  The  whole  sur- 
face of  his  body  was  damp  and  clammy 
to  the  touch,  and  he  had  exactly  the 
proper  sensation  of  nausea — ^both  oc- 
casioned by  the  antimony.  I  content- 
ed myself  with  prescribing  a  repeti- 
tion of  the  medicmes. 

"  Well,  Captain,  and  what  has  be- 
come of  your  gloomy  forebodings  of 
last  night?"  I  inquired  with  a  smile. 
"Why  —  heml  I'm  certainly  not 
quite  so  desponding  as  I  was  last 
night ;  but  still,  the  goal — the  goal's 
not  reached  yet  I  I'm  not  loeU  yet — 
and,  even  if  I  were,  there's  a  good 
fortnight's  space  for  contingencies ! " 
*  *  I  enjoined  him  to  keep  house 
for  a  day  or  two  longer,  and  persevere 
with  the  medicines  during  that  time, 
in  order  to  his  complete  recov^,  and 
he  reluctantly  acquiesced.     He  had 

written   to   inform  Miss  ^   that 

owinff  to  "  a  slight  cold,"  and  his 
jeweller's  disappointing  him  about  the 
trinkets  he  had  promised,  his  stay  in 
town  would  be  prolonged  two  or  three 
days.  This  circumstance  had  fretted 
and  worried  him  a  good  deal. 

One  of  the  few  enjoyments  which 
my  professional  engagements  permit- 
ted me,  was  the  opera,  where Imight, 
for  a  while,  forget  the  plodding  reali- 
ties of  life,  and  wander  amid  the  mag- 
nificent regions  of  music  and  imagina- 
tion. Few  people,  indeed,  are  so  dis- 
posed to  "make  the  most"  of  their 
time  at  the  opera  as  medical  men,  to 
whom  it  is  a  sort  of  stolen  pleasure; 
they  sit  on  thorns,  liable  to  be  sum- 
moned out  immediately — ^to  exchange 
the  bright  scenes  of  fairyland  for  the 
dreary  oedside  of  sickness  and  death. 
I  may  not,  perhaps,  speak  the  feelings 
of  my  more  phlegmatic  brethren ;  but 
the  considerations  above  named  al- 
ways occasion  me  to  sit  listening  to 
what  is  going  on  in  a  state  of  painful 
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suspense  and  nervousness,  which  is 
aggravated  hy  the  slightest  noise  at 
the  box-door — ^by  the  mere  trying  of 
the  handle.  On  the  evening  of  the 
day  in  question,  a  friend  of  my  wife's 
had  kindly  allowed  us  the  use  of  her 
box ;  and  we  were  both  sitting  in  our 
places  at  a  musical  banquet  of  unusual 
splendour ;  for  it  was  Catalani's  bene- 
fit. In  looking  round  the  house,  dur- 
ing the  interval  between  the  opera 
and  the  ballet,  I  happened  to  cast  my 
eye  towards  the  opposite  box,  at  the 
moment  it  was  entered  by  two  gentle- 
men of  very  fashionable  appearance. 
Fancying  tnat  the  person  of  one  of 
them  was  familiar  to  me,  I  raised  my 
glass,  my  sight  being  rather  short.  I 
almost  let  it  fall  out  of  my  hand  with 
astonishment — for  one  of  the  gentle- 
men was — Captain  C ! — ^he  whom 

I  had  that  morning  left  in  bed!  Scarce- 
ly believing  that  I  had  seen  aright,  I 
redirected  my  glass  to  the  same  spot 
— but  there  was  no  mistaking  the 
stately  and  handsome  person  of  my 
patient.  There  he  stood,  with  the 
gay,  and  even  rather  flustered  air  of 
one  who  has  but  recently  adjourned 
thither  from  the  wine  -  table  1  He 
seemed  in  ver^  hi^h  spirits — ^his  face 
flushed^hatting  incessantly  with  his 
companion,  and  smiling  ana  nodding 
frequently  towards  persons  in  various 
parts  of  the  house.  Concern  and  win- 
der at  his  rashness — ^his  madness — ^in 
venturing  out  under  such  circum- 
stances, kept  me  for  some  time  breath- 
less. Could  I  really  be  looking  at  my 
ritient,  Captain  C ?— him  whom 
had  left  in  bed,  under  the  influence 
of  strong  sudorifics  ? — who  had  faith- 
fully promised  that  he  would  keep 
within  doors  for  two  or  three  days 
longer?  What  had  induced  him  to 
transgress  the  order  of  his  medical  at- 
tendant— thus  to  put  matters  in  a  fair 
train  for  verifying  his  own  gloomy  ap- 
prehensions expressed  but  the  even- 
ing before  ?  —  Thoughts  like  these 
made  me  so  uneasy,  that,  after  failing 
to  attract  his  eye,  I  resolved  to  go 
round  to  his  box  and  remonstrate  with 
him.  After  tapping  at  the  door  seve- 
ral times  without  being  heard,  on  ac- 
count of  the  loud  tones  in  which  they 


were  laughing  and  talking,  the  door 
was  opened. 

"Good  God!  Doctor  !"  ex- 
claimed Captain  C in  amazement, 

rising  and  giving  me  his  hand.  "  Why, 
what  on  earth  is  the  matter.  What 
has  brought  you  here?  Is  anything 
wrong?  Heavens!  have  you  heard 
anything  about  Miss ?"  he  con- 
tinued, all  in  a  breath,  turning  pale. 

"Not  a  breath — ^not  a  word— But 
what  has  brought  tou  here.  Captain  ? 
Are  you  stark  staring  mad?'^  I  re- 

C^'  d,  as  I  continued  grasping  his 
d,  which  was  even  then  aamp  and 
clamxo^. 

"  Why — ^why — ^nothing  particular,'* 
he  stammered,  startled  by  my  agitated 
manner.  "  What  is  there  so  very 
wonderful  in  my  coming  to  the  opera? 
Have  i done  wrong,  eh?'*  he  inquired 
after  a  pause. 

"Sou.  have  acted  like  a  madman, 

Captain  C ,  in  venturing  even  out 

of  your  bedroom,  while  under  influ- 
ence of  the  medicines  you  were  tak- 
ing!" 

"  Oh,  nonsense,  my  dear  doctor, 
nonsense!  What  harm  can  there  be? 
I  felt  infinitely  better  after  you  left 
me  this  morning ; "  and  he  proceeded 
to  explain,  that  his  companion,  to 
whom  he  introduced  me,  was  Lieu- 
tenant   ,  the  brother  of  his  intend- 
ed bride;  that  he  had  that  morning 
arrived  in  town  from  Portsmouth,  had 
called  on  the  captain,  and,  after  drink- 
ing a  glass  or  two  of  champagne,  and 
forcing  the  captain  to  join  him,  had 
prevailed  on  him  to  accom])any  him 
to  dinner  at  his  hotel.  Lieutenant 
overcame  all  his  scruples — ^laugh- 
ed at  the  idea  of  his  "  slight  cold," 
and  said  it  would  be  "  unkind  to  re- 
fuse the  brother  of  Ellen ! " — so,  after 
dinner  they  both  adjourned  to  the 
opera.  I  nodded  towards  the  door, 
and  we  both  left  the  box  for  a  moment 
or  two. 

"  Why,  Doctor ,  you  don't  mean 

to  say  that  I'm  running  any  real  risk? " 
he  inquired,  with  some  trepidation. 
"  What  could  1  do,  you  know,  when 
the  lieutenant  there — only  just  re- 
turned from  his  cruise — ^Ellen's  bro- 
ther, you  know  " 
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"Excuse  me,  Captain  '•-.     Did 

you  take  the  medicines  I  ordered,  re- 
gularly, up  to  the  time  of  your  g^ing 
out?"  I  inquired  anxiously. 
.  *'To  bo  sure  I  did;  punctual  as 
clockwork ;  and,  eguA. !  now,  I  think 
of  it,"  he  added  eagerly,  "I  took  a 
double  dose  of  the  i>owd6r8,  just  before 
learing  my  room,  by  way  of  making 
*  assurance  doubly  sure,*  you  know — 
ha,  ha!    Bight,  eh!" 

"Harve  you  perspin^d  during  the 
day,  as  usual?" 

"  Oh,  profiisely— profusely  I  Egad, 
I  must  hard  sweated  all  the  ferer  out 
long  ago,  I  think !  I  hadn't  been  in 
the  open  air  half  an  hour,  when  my 
skin  was  as  dry  as  yours — im  dry  as 
ever  it  was  in  my  life.  Nay,  in  fact, 
I  felt  rather  chilled  than  otherwise." 

"  Allow  me,  captain — did  you  drink 
much  at  dinner? 

"Why— I  own— I  tWnk  Td  my 
share;  these  tars,  you  know — svlA. 
cursed  soakers  " — ■ — 

"  Let  me  feel  your  pulse,"  said  I. 
It  was  full  and  thrilling,  beating  up- 
wards of  one  hundred  a  minute.  Hy 
looks,  I  suppose,  alarmed  him;  for, 
while  I  wsus  feeling  his  pulse,  he  gprew* 
rery  pale,  and  leaned  against  the  box*- 
door,  saying,  in  a  fainter  tone  than 
before,  "  I'm  afraid  IVe  done  wrong 
in  coming  out.  Your  looks  alarm  me. 

"  You  have  oert'ainly  acted  very- 
very  imprudently;  but  I  hope  the 
mischief  is  not^irtdmediable,"  said  I, 
in  as  cheerfid  a  tone  as  I  could,  for  I 
saw  that  he  was  growing  excessively 
agitated.  "At  all  events,  if  you'll 
take  my  advice  "-J — • 

"  ijT— there's  no  need  of  taunting 
me  "-: 

"Well,  then,  you'fl  return  home  in 
stantly,  and  muffle  yourself  up  in  your 
cloak  as  cloB>ely  as  possible.'* 

"  I  will !  rfy  thtf  way,  do  j&a  re- 
member the  bet  I  offered  you?"  said 
he,  with  a  sickly  smile,  wiping  the 
perspiration  from  hiir  forehead.  "I — 
I— -fear  you  may  tak6  it,  and  wiii! 
Good  God !  what  evil  star  in  over  me? 

Would  to  HcJaven  thiB  Lieutenant 

hadnevercrossedmypath  f— Fll  return 
home  this  instant,  and  do  all  you  re- 
commend ;  andj  for  (jrod*8  rake,  call 


early  in  the  morning,  whether  I  send 

for  you  or  not !    By !  your  looks 

and  manner  have  nearly  given  me  the 
brain  fever ! "  I  took  my  leave,  pro- 
mising to  be  with  him  early ;  and  ad- 
vising him  to  take  a  warm  bath  the 
moment  it  could  be  procured — ^to  per- 
severe with  the  powders — and  lie  in  bed 
till  I  called.  But  alas !  alas !  alas !  the 
mischief  had  been  done  ! 

"  Dear  me,  what  a  remarkably  fin^ 

looking  man  that  Captain  C is,** 

said  my  wife,  as  soon  as  I  had  reseated 
myself  beside  her. 

"He  is  a  dead  man,  my  love,  if  you 
like!"  I  replied,  with  a  melancholy 
air.  The  little  incident  just  recorded 
made  me  too  sad  to  sit  out  the  ballet, 
so  we  left  very  early,  and  I  do  not  think 
we  interchanged  more  than  a  word  oi" 
two  in  going  home ;  and  those  tbere^ 

"Poor  Miss ?"— "Poor  Captain 

C— —  1 "  I  do  not  pretend  to  ss^  that 
even  the  rash  conduct  of  Captain  C^ — , 
and  its  probable  consequences,  could, 
in  every  instance,  warrant  such  gloomy 
fears ;  but  in  his  case  I  felt,  with  him- 
self, a  sort  of  stmersiitious  apprehension, 
I  knew  not  why. 

I  found  him,  on  calling  in  the  morn- 
ing, exhibiting  the  incipient  symp- 
toms of  inflammation  of  the  lungs.  He 
complained  of  increasing  difficulty  of 
breathing — a  sense  of  painful  oppres- 
sidliand  constriction  all  over  his  chest, 
and  a  hard  harassing  cough,  attended 
with  excruciating  pain.  His  pulse 
(quivered  and  thrilled  under  the  finder, 
like  a  tense  harpstring  after  it  nas 
been  twanged;  the  wnole  surface  of 
his  body  was  dry  and  heated ;  his  face 
was  flushed,  and  full  of  anxiety.  A 
man  of  his  robust  constitution  and  ple- 
thoric habit  was  one  of  the  very  worst 
subjects  of  inflammation !  I  took  from 
the  arm,  myself,  a  very  large  quantity 
of  blood,  which  presented  the  usual 
appearance  in  such  cases,  and  pre- 
scribed active  lowering  remedies.  jBut 
neither  these  measures,  nor  the  appli- 
cation of  a  large  blister  in  the  evening, 
when  I  again  saw  him,  seemed  to  make 
any  impression  on  the  complaint,  so  I 
ordered  him  to  be  bled  again.    Poor 

Captain  C !  From  that  morning  he 

prepared  himiself  for  afatal  termination 
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of  his  illneflS,  and  lamented,  in  the 
most  passionate  terms,  that  he  had 
Rot  acted  np  to  my  advice  in  tiiitie ! 

On  returning  home  firom  my  evening 
visit,  I  found  an  express,  tequiring 
my  instant  attendance  on  a  lady  of 
distinction  in  the  countiV,  an  old  pa- 
tient of  mine  ;  and  was  obliged  tohurry 
off,  without  having  tkne  to  do  more 
than  commit  theoureof  CaptadnC-> — ^, 
and  another  case  equally  urgent,  to  Dr 
D  ■■  ■  ',  a  friend  of  mine  close  by,  im- 
ploring hini  to  keep  up  die  most  active 
treatment  with  the  captlain,  and  pro- 
misinghimfhat  I  (Should  return  during 
the  next  day.  I  was  detained  in  the 
country  for  two  days,-  dtkring  which  I 
scarcely  left  Lady  — w^'s  bedroom  an 
instant;  and  before  I  left  for  town, 
she  expired  under  heart-rending  c^- 
cimistances.  On  returning  to  town»  I 
found  several  Urgent  oases  requiring 
ny  instant  attention ;  and,  first  and 
foremost,  that  of  poor  Captain  C"  "". 

Dr  D was  out,  so  I  hurried  to  my 

patient's  bedside  at  once.  It  cannot 
mjure  any  one,  at  this  distance  of  time, 
to  state  plainly  that  the  poor  captain's 
case  had  been  most  deplorably  mis- 
managed during  my  absence.  It  was 
owing  to  no  fault  of  my  friend  Dr 
D-'-^,  who  had  done  his  Utmost,  and 
had  his  own  large  practice  to  attend 
to.  He  was  therefore  under  the  ne- 
cessity of  committing  the  case  to  the 
more  immediate  superintendence  of  a 
young  and  inexperienced  membet  of 
the  profession,  wno,  in  his  ignorance 
and  timidity,  threv^  aside  the  only 
chances  for  Captain  C-— 's  Hfe — re- 
peated blood-letting.    Only  once  did 

Mr bleed  him,  and  then  tookawajr 

about  four  ounces !  Under  the  judi- 
cious management  of  Df  D  '  ,  the 
inroads  of  the  inflammation  had  been 
tensibly  checked ;  but  it  rallied  again, 
and  made  head  n^inst  the  languid  re- 
sistance continued  by  the  voung  apo- 
thecary ;  so  that  I  arrived  but  in  time* 
to  witness  the  closing  scene. 

He  was  absolutely  withering  under 
the  fever:  the  difficulty  with  which 
he  drew  his  breath  amounted  almost  to 
suffocation.  He  had  a  dry^  hacking 
cough — the  oppression  of  his  chest  was 
greater  than  ever;  and  what  he  expec- 


torated was  of  a  hlads  colour !  He  was 
delirious,  and  did  not  know  me.  He 
fancied  himself  on  the  river  rowing-—^ 
then  endeafvouring  to  protect  Mis^ 
— ^  from  the  inclemency  of  the  wea* 
thet ;  and  the  expressions  of  moving 
tenderness  which  he  coupled  with 
her  name  were  heart-breaking.    Then, 

again,  he  thought  ^mself  in shire, 

siiperintending  the  alterations  of  his 
hoiise,  which  was  getting  ready  for 
their  reception  on  their  marriage.  He 
mentioned  my  name,  and  said,  "  What 
a  gloomy  man  that  Dr  •^—  is,  Ellen ! 
— ie  keejis  one  steWing  in  bed  for  a 
week,  if  one  has  but  a  common  cold ! " 

Letters  were  despatched  into 

shire  to  acquaint  his  family,  and  that 
of  Mids  — ^,  with  the  melancholy  tid- 
ings of  his  dangerous  illness.  Several 
of  his  relations  soon  made  their  appear- 
ance ;  but  as  Miss  -" — 's  party  did  not 
go  direct  home,  but  stayed  a  day  or 
tw'o  on  the  way,  I  preiduhie  the  letters 

reached House  long  before  their 

arrival,  and  were  not  seen  by  the  fa- 
mily before  poor  Captain  C ■■  had  ex- 
pired. 

I  called  again  on  him  in  the  evening. 
The  first  glance  at  his  countenance  siS- 
ficed  to  show  me  that  he  could  not  sur- 
vive the  night.  I  found  that  the  cough 
and  spitting  had  ceased  suddenly;  he 
felt  no  pain :  his  feeble,  varying  pulse 
indicated  that  the  powers  of  nature 
were  rapidly  sinking.  His  lips  had 
assumed  a  fearfully  livid  hue,  and  were 
occasionally  retracted  so  as  to  show  all 
his  teeth :  and  his  whole  countenance 
was  fallen.  He  was  quite  sensible,  and 
aware  that  he  was  dying.  He  bore 
the  intelligence  with  noble  fortitude, 
sajring  it  was  but  the  fruit  of  his  own 
imprudience  and  folly.  He  several 
times  ejaculated,  "  Oh  Ellen— Ellen- 
Ellen  ! "  and  shook  his  head  feebly, 
with  a  woeful  despairing  look  upwards, 
but  without  shedding  a  tear.  He  was 
past  all  display  of  active  emotion ! 

"  Shouldn't  you  call  me  a  suicide^  Dr 

?"  said  he  mournfully,  on  seeing 

me  sitting  beside  him. 

"  Oh,  assuredly  not !  Dismiss  such 
thoughts,  dear  captain,  I  beg!  We  are 
aU  in  the  hands  of  the  Almighty,  cap- 
tain.   It  is  He  who  orders  our  ends," 
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said  I,  gently  grasping  his  hand,  which 
lay passiveon  the connteriMine.  "  Well, 
I  suppose  it  is  so.  His  will  be  done ! " 
he  exclaimed,  looking  reverently  up- 
wards, and  closing  his  eyes.  I  rose,  and 
walked  to  the  table,  on  which  stood 
his  medicine,  to  see  how  much  of  it 
he  had  taken.    There  lay  an  unopened 

letter  from  Miss 1  It  had  arrived 

by  that  moming*8  post,  and  bore  the 
post-mark  of  the  town  at  which  they 
were  making  their  halt  by  the  way. 

Captain *s  fnends  considered  it 

better  not  to  agitate  him,  by  informing 

him  of  its  arrival;  for  as  Miss 

could  not  be  apprised  of  his  illness,  it 
mi^ht  be  of  a  tenor  to  agitate  and  tan- 
tahse  him.  My  heart  ached  to  see  it. 
I  returned  presently  to  my  seat  beside 
him. 

"Doctor,"  he  whispered,  "will  vou 
be  good  enough  to  look  for  my  white 
waistcoat — it  is  hanging  in  the  dress- 
ing-room, and  feel  in  the  pocket  for 
a  little  paper-parcel  ?  "  I  rose,  did  as 
he  directed,  and  brought  him  what  he 
asked  for. 

"  Open  it,  and  you'll  see  poor  Ellen's 
wedding-ring  ana  guard,  which  I  pur- 
chased only  a  day  or  two  ago.  I  wish 
to  see  them,"  said  he,  in  a  low  but  firm 
tone  of  voice.  I  removed  the  wool, 
and  gazed  at  the  glistening  trinkets 
in  silence,  as  did  Captain  C- — . 

"They  will  do  to  wed  me  to  the 
toorm!"  said  he,  extending  towards 
me  the  little  finger  of  his  left  hand. 
The  tears  nearly  blinding  me,  I  did 
as  he  wished,  but  could  not  get  them 
past  the  first  joint. 

"Ah,  Ellen  has  a  small  finger!" 
said  he.  A  tear  fell  from  my  eye  upon 
his  hand.  He  looked  at  me  for  an  in- 
stant with  apparent  surprise.  "  Never 
mind,  doctor — that  will  do — ^I  see  they 
won't  go  further.  Now,  let  me  die 
with  them  on;  and,  when  I  am  no 
more,  let  them  be  given  to  Ellen.  I 
have  wedded  her  in  my  heart — she  is 


my  wife ! "  He  continued  gazing  fixed- 
ly  at  the  finger  on  which  the  rings  were. 

"  Of  course,  she  cannot  know  of  my 
illness?  "  he  inquired  faintly,  looking 
at  me.    I  shook  my  head. 

"  Good.  'Twillbreakherlittleheart, 
I'm  afraid! "  Those  were  the  last  words 
I  ever  heard  him  utter;  for,  finding 
that  my  feelings  were  growing  too  ex- 
cited, and  that  the  captain  seemed  dis- 
posed to  sleep,  I  rose  and  left  the  room, 

followed  by  Lieutenant ,  who  had 

been  sitting  at  his  friend's  bedside  all 
day  long,  and  looked  dreadfully  pale 
and  exhausted.  "  Doctor,"  said  he,  in 
a  broken  voice,  as  we  stood  together 
in  the  hall,  "I  have  mur<2ere<2  my  friend, 
and  he  thinks  I  have.  He  won  t  speak 
to  me,  nor  look  at  me !  He  hasn't  open- 
ed his  lips  to  me  once,  though  I've 
been  at  his  bedside  night  and  day. 
Yes,"  he  continued,  almost  choking, 
"  I've  murdered  him ;  and  what  is  to 
become  of  my  sisterf  "  I  made  him  no 
reply,  for  my  heart  was  full. 

In  the  morning  I  found  Captain 

C laid  Old;  for  he  had  died  about 

midnight. 

Few  scenes  are  fraught  with  more 
solemnity  and  awe,  none  more  chilling 
to  the  heart,  than  the  chamber  of  the 
recent  dead.  It  is  like  the  cold  porch 
of  eternity !  The  sepulchral  silence^ 
the  dim  light,  the  fearful  order  and- 
repose  of  all  around — ^a  sick-room,  as  it 
were,  suddenly  changed  into  a  char- 
nel-house— the  central  object  in  the 
gloomy  picture,  the  bed — ^the  yellow 
effigy  of  lum  that  wcu^  looking  coldly, 
out  from  the  white  unruffled  sheets — 
the  lips  that  must  speak  no  more — ^the 
eyes  that  are  shut  for  ever ! 

The  features  of  Captain  C- were 

calm  and  composed;  but  was  it  not 
woeful  to  see  that  fine  countenance 
surrounded  with  the  close  crimped 
cap,  injuring* its  outline  and  proper-. 
tions! — ^Here,  reader,  lay  the  victim 
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A  RFMABKABLF.  and  affecting  juxtapo- 
sition of  the  two  poles,  so  to  speak, 
of  human  condition — affluence  and 
poverty  —  rank  and  degradation  — 
came  under  my  notice  during  the 
early  part  of  tne  year  181-.  The 
dispensations  of  Providence  are  fear- 
ful levellers  of  the  factitious  distinc- 
tions among  men !  Little  boots  it  to 
our  common  foe,  whether  he  pluck  his 
prey  from  the  downy  satin-curtained, 
couch,  or  the  wretched  pallet  of  a 
prison  or  a  workhouse !  The  oppres- 
sive splendour  of  rank  and  riches, 
indeed! — what  has  it  of  solace  or 
mitigation  to  him  bidden  "  to  turn  his 
pale  face  to  the  wall" — to  look  his 
last  on  life,  its  toys  and  tinselries? 

The  Earl  of *8  *  old  tormentor, 

the  gout,  had  laid  close  siege  to  him 
during  the  early  part  of  the  winter  of 
181-,  and  inflicted  on  him  agpnies  of 
unusual  intensity  and  duration.  It 
left  him  in  a  very  low  and  poor  state 
of  health — ^his  spirits  utterljr  broken 
— and  his  temper  soured  and  irritable, 
to  an  extent  that  was  intolerable  to 
those  around  him.  The  discussion  of 
a  political  question,  in  the  issue  of 
wMch  his  interests  were  deeply  in- 
volved, seduced  him  into  an  attend- 
ance at  the  House  of  Lords,  long  before 
he  was  in  a  fit  state  for  removal,  even 
from  his  bedchamber ;  and  the  conse- 
quences of  such  a  shattered  invalid's 
premature  exposure  to  a  bleak  winter's 
wind  may  be  easily  anticipated.  He 
was  laid  again  on  a  bed  of  suffering ; 
and  having^,  through  some  sudden 
pique,  dismissed  his  old  family  nhy- 
sician,  his  lordship  was  pleasea  to 
summon  me  to  supply  his  place. 
*  Le  Due  de l^Frcnch  TramUUor. 


The  Earl  of  was  celebrated 

for  his  enormous  riches,  and  the  more 
than  Oriental  scale  of  luxury  and 
magnificence  on  which  his  establish- 
ment was  conducted.  The  slanderous 
world  farther  gave  him  credit  for  a  dis- 
position of  the  most  exauisite  selfish- 
ness, which,  added  to  nis  capricious 
and  choleric  humour,  made  him  a  very 
unenviable  companion,  even  in  health. 
What,  then,  must  such  a  man  be  in 
sickness?  I  trembled  at  the  task 
that  was  before  me^  It  was  a  bitter 
December  evening  on  whiph  I  paid 
him  my  first  visit.  Nearly  the  whole 
of  the  gloomy,  secluded  street  in  which 
his  mansion  was  situated,  was  covered 
with  straw ;  and  men  were  stationed 
about  it  to  prevent  noise  in  any  shape. 
The  ample  knocker  was  muffled  and 
the  bell  unhung,  lest  the  noise  of  either 
should  startle  the  aristocratical  invalid. 
The  instant  my  carriage,  with  its  muf- 
fled roll,  drew  up,  the  hall-door  sprang 
open,  as  if  by  magic ;  for  the  watch- 
ful porter  had  oroers  to  anticipate  all 
comers,  on  pain  of  instant  dismissal. 
Thick  matting  was  laid  over  the  hall 
floor  —  double  carpeting  covered  the 
staircases  and  landings,  firom  the  top 
to  the  bottom  of  the  house — ^and  all 
the  door  edges  were  lined  with  list. 
How  could  sickness  or  death  presume 
to  enter,  in  spite  of  such  precautions ! 

A  servant,  in  large  list-slippers, 
asked  me,  in  a  whisper,  my  name; 
and,  on  learning  it,  said  the  countess 
wished  to  have  a  few  moments*  inter- 
view with  me,  before  I  was  shown 
up  to  his  lordship.  I  was,  therefore, 
led  into  a  magnificent  apartment, 
where  her  ladysmp,  with  two  grown- 
up daughters,  and  a  young^  man  in 
the  Guards*  uniform,  sat  sipping  coffee 
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— for  they  had  but  just  left  the  dining- 
room.    The  countess  looked  pale  and 

dispirited.    "  Doctor "  said  she, 

after  a  few  words  of  course  had  been 
interchanged,  **I'm  afraid  you'll  hare 
a  trying  task  to  manage  his  lordship. 
We  are  all  worn  out  with  attending 
on  him,  and  yet  he  says  we  neglect 
him !  Nothing  can  please  or  satisfy 
him ! — What  do  you  miagine  was  ^e 

reason  of   his  dismissing  Dr  ? 

Because  he  persisted  in  attributing 
the  present  seizure  to  his  lordship's 
imprudent  visit  to  the  House ! " 

"  Well,  your  ladyship  knows  I  can 
but  attempt  to  do  my  duty,"  I  was  an- 
swering, when,  at  that  instant,  the  door 
was  opened,  and  a  sleek  servant,  all 
pampered  and  powdered,  in  a  sotto  voce 
tone  informed  the  countess  that  his 
lordship  had  been  inquiring  for  me. 
**  Oh,  for  God's  sake,  go — ^go  immedi- 
ately," said  her  ladyship  eagerly,  **or 
we  shall  have  no  peace  for  a  week  to 
come ! — ^I  shall,  perhaps,  follow  you  in 
a  few  minutes !   But  mind,  please,  not 

a  breath  about  Dr 's  leaving ! "    I 

bowed,  and  left  the  room.  I  fcolowed 
the  servant  up  the  noble  staircase — 
vases  and  statues,  with  graceful  lamps, 
at  evenr  landing-rand  was  presently 
ushered  into  the  "  Bluebeard ' '  chamber. 
Oh,  the  sumptuous — the  splendid  air 
of  everything  within  it !  Flowered, 
festooned  satin  window-draperies  — 
flowered  satin  bed-curtains,  gathered 
together  at  the  top  by  a  golden  eagle 
— ^flowered  satin  counterpane!  Beau- 
tiful Brussels  muffled  the  tread  of  your 
feet,  and  delicately-carved  chairs  and 
couches  solicited  to  repose !  The  very 
chamber-lamps,  glistening  in  soft  radi- 
ance from  snowy  marble  stands  in  the 
further  comers  of  the  room,  were  taste- 
fulandelegantintheextreme.  In  short, 
grandeur  and  elegance  seemed  to  outvie 
one  another,  both  in  the  materials  and 
disposition  of  everything  around  me.  I 
never  saw  anything  like  it  before,  nor 
have  I  since.  I  never  in  my  life  sat  in 
such  a  yielding  luxurious  chair  as  the 
one  I  was  beckoned  to,  beside  the  Sari. 
There  was,  in  a  word,  everjrthing  cal- 
culated to  cheat  a  man  into  a  belief, 
that  he  belonged  to  a  "  higher  order  " 
than  that  of  "  poor  humanity." 


But  for  the  lord — the  owner  of  all 
this — my  patient.  Ay,  there  he  lay, 
imbedded  m  down,  amid  snowy  linen 
and  figured  satin— -all  that  was  visible 
of  him  being  his  little,  sallow,  wrinkled 
visage,  worn  with  illness,  age,  and  fret- 
fulness,  peering  curiously  at  me  from 
the  deptns  of  his  pillow — and  his  left 
hand,  lying  outside  the  bed-clothes, 
holding  a  white  embroidered  hand- 
kerchief, with  which  he  occasionally 
wiped  his  clammy  features. 

«  U— u— gh!  U— u— gh! "  he  groan- 
ed,  or  rather  gasped,  as  a  sudden  twinge 
^)f  pain  twisted  and  corrugated  his  fea- 
tures almost  out  of  all  resemblance  to 
humanity — ^till  they  looked  more  like 
those  of  a  strangled  ape  than  the  Bight 

Honourable  the  Earl  of .     The 

paroxysm  presently  abated.  "  YouVe 
teen — down  stairs — ^more  than — ^five 

minutes — I  believe— Dr  ?"  he 

commenced,  in  a  petulant  tone,  paus- 
ing for  breath  between  every  two 
words — ^his  features  not  yet  recovered 
from  their  contortions.    I  bowed. 

"I  flatter  myself— it  was  J— who 

sent — for  you — Dr  ,  and — not 

her  ladyship,"  he  continued.  I  bowed 
agun,  and  was  going  to  explain,  when 
he  resumed. 

"Ah!   I  see!    Heard — the  whole 

story  of  Dr 's  dismissal — ^ugh — 

ugh — eh ! — May  I — he^  thp  favour — 
of  hearing  her  ladyship's  version — of 
the  affair?" 

"  My  lord,  I  heard  nothing  but  the 

simple  fact  of  Dr 's  having  ceased 

to  attend  your  lordship  " 

"  Ah  \-~ceased  to  attend  !  Good ! " 
he  repeated  with  a  sneer. 

"  Will  your  lordship  permit  me  to 
ask  if  you  have  much  pain  just  now?" 
I  inquired,  anxious  to  terminate  his 
splenetic  display.  I  soon  discovered 
that  he  was  in  the  utmost  peril ;  for 
there  was  every  symptom  of  the  gout's 
having  been  driven  from  its  old  quarter 
— ^the  extremities — ^to  the  vital  organs, 
the  stomach  and  bowels.  One  of  the 
most  startling  symptoms  was  the  sen- 
sation he  described  as  resembling  that 
of  a  platter  of  ice  laid  upon  the  pit  of 
his  stomach ;  and  he  complained  also 
of  increasing  nausea.  Though  not 
choosing  to  apprize  him  of  the  exact 
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extent  of  his  danger,  I  strove  so  to 
shape  my  questions  and  comments 
that  he  might  infer  his  bein^  in  dan- 
gerous circumstances.  He  either  did 
not,  however,  or  would  not  compre- 
hend me.  I  told  him  that  the  reme- 
dies I  should  recommend 

"  Ah,  by  the  way,"  said  he,  turning 
a|>ruptly  towards  me,  "  it  mustn't  be 

the  execrable  stuff  that  Dr half 

poisoned  me  with  I  'Gad,  sir,  it  had 
a  most  diabolical  stench — garlic  was 
a  pine-apple  to  it;  and  here  vas  I 
obuged  to  lie  soaked  in  eau  de  Co- 
lore, and  half-stifled  with  musk.  He 
did  it  on  purpose  —  he  had  a  spite 
ag^nst  me."  I  begged  to  be  shown 
the  medicines  he  complained  of,  and 
his  valet  brought  me  tne  half-emptied 
vial.  I  found  my  predecessor  had 
been  exhibiting  OMofoeiida  and  musk ; 
and  could  no  longer  doubt  the  coinci. 
dei^ce  of  his  view  of  the  case  and  mine. 

"  I'm  afraid,  my  lord,"  said  I,  hesi- 
^^atingly,  "  that  I  shall  find  myself 
compelled  to  continue  the  use  of  the 
medicines  which  Dr prescribed." 

"I'll  be  if  you  doj  though, 

that's  all,"  replied  the  Earl,  continuing 
to  mutter  indistinctly  some  insulting 
words  about  my  "  small  acq[uaintaiice 
with  the  pharmacopcsia.*'*  I  took  no 
notice  of  it. 

"  Would  your  lordship,"  said  I,  af- 
ter a  pause,  "  object  to  the  use  of 
camphor  or  ammonia  ?  "  * 

"  I  object  to  the  use  of  every  medi- 
cine but  one,  and  that  is  a  taste  of 
some  potted  boar's  flesh,  which  my 
nephew,  I  understand,  has  this  morn- 
ing sent  from  abroad." 

"  My  lord,  it  is  utterly  out  of  the 
Question.  Your  lordship,  it  is  my 
auty  to  inform  you,  is  in  extremely 
dangerous  circumstances  " 

"The  devil  I  am!"  he  exclaimed, 
with  an  incredulous  smile.      "Poh, 

poh !     So  Dr said.     According 

to  him,  I  ought  to  have  resigned  about 

•  Hifl  lordship,  with  whom — as  i>oB8ibly 
I  shptild  have  earlier  informed  the  reader — 
I  had  some  little  personal  acquaintance  be- 
fore being  called  in  professionally,  had  a  to- 
lerable knowledge  of  medicine ;  which  will 
account  for  my  mentioning  what  remedies  I 
intended  to  exhibit.  In  fiact^  he  iwUted  on 
knowing. 


a  week  ago !  Egad — ^but — but — what 
symptom  of  danger  is  there  now?" 
he  inquired  abruptly. 

"Why,  one — ^m  fact,  my  lord,  the 
tporst  is — ^the  sensation  of  nmnbness 
at  the  pit  of  the  stomach,  which  your 
lordship  mentioned  just  now." 

"  Poh !  —  gone  —  g^ne — gone  !  A 
mere  nervous  sensatioii,  I  apprehend. 
I  am  freer  from  pain  just  now  than  I 
have  been  all  along,"  His  face  chang- 
ed a  little.  **  Doctor — rather  faint 
with  talking^ — can  I  have  a  cordial? 
Pierre,  get  me  some  brandy  1 "  he 
added,  in  a  feeble  voice.  Tne  valet 
looked  at  me — ^I  nodded  acquiescence, 
and  he  instantly  brought  the  Earl  a 
wine-glassful. 

"  Another  Tt  another  —  another," 
gasped  the  Earl,  his  face  suddenly  be- 
dewed with  a  cold  perspiration.  A 
strange  expression  flitted  for  an  in- 
stant over  the  features;  his  eyelids 
drooped ;  there  was  a  little  twitching 
about  the  mouth— -^ 

"Pierre!  Pierre!  Pierre!  call  the 
countess ! "  said  I  hurriedly,  loosening 
the  earl's  shirt-neck,  for  I  saw  he  was 
dying.  Before  the  valet  returned, 
however,  while  the  muffled  tramp  of 
footsteps  was  heard  on  the  stairs,  ap- 
proaching nearer — ^nearer — ^nearer — ^it 
was  all  over!    The  haughty  Earl  of 

had  gone  where  rank  and  riches 

availed  him  nothing — ^to  be  alone  with 
Godi 

«  «  «  « 

On  arriving  home  that  evening,  my 
mind  saddened  with  the  scene  I  had 
left,  I  found  my  wife,  Enuly,  sitting 
by  the  drawing-room  fire,  alone,  and 
in  tears.  On  inquirin|:  the  reason  of 
it,  she  told  me  that  a  charwoman, 
who  had  been  that  day  engaged  at 
our  house,  had  been  telling  Jane,  my 
wife's  maid,  who,  of  course,  communi- 
cated it  to  her  mistress,  one  of  the 
most  heart-rending  tales  of  distress 
that  she  had  ever  listeped  to — that 
poverty  and  disease  united  could  in- 
flict on  humanity.  My  sweet  wife's 
voice,  ever  eloquent  in  the  cause  of 
benevolence,  did  not  require  much  ex- 
ertion to  persuade  me  to  resume  my 
walking  trim,  and  go  that  very  even- 
ing to  the  scene  of  wretchedness  ^e 
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described.  The  charwoman  had  gone 
half  an  hour  ago,  but  left  the  name 
and  address  of  the  family  she  spoke 
of,  and,  after  learning  them,  I  set  off. 
The  cold  was  so  fearftdly  intense,  that 
I  was  obliged  to  return  and  get  a 
"  comfortable  "  *  for  my  neck ;  and 
Emily  took  the  opportunity  to  empty 
all  the  loose  silver  in  her  purse  into 
my  hand,  saying,  "You  know  what 
to  do  with  it,  love!"  Blessing  her 
benevolent  heart,  I  once  more  set  out 
on  my  errand  of  mercy.  With  some 
difficulty,  I  found  out  the  neighbour- 
hood, tnreading  my  doubtful  way 
through  a  labyrinth  of  obscure  back- 
streets,  lanes,  and  alleys,  till  I  came 
to  "  Peter's  Place,"  where  the  objects 
of  my  visit  resided.  I  began  to  be  ap- 
prehensive for  the  safety  of  my  person 
and  property,  when  I  discovered  the 
sort  of  neighbourhood  I  had  got  into. 

"  Do  you  know  where  some  people 
of  the  name  of  O'Hurdle  live?  I  in- 
quired of  the  watchman,  who  was 
passing  bawling  the  hour.f 

"  Yis,  I  knows  two  of  that  *ere  name 
hereabouts — ^which  Hurdle  is  it,  sir  ?  " 
inquired  the  gruff  guardian  of  the 
night. 

"  I  really  don't  exactly  know — ^the 
people  I  want  are  very,  very  poor." 

"Oh  I  oh!  oh!  I'm  thinking  they're 
all  much  of  a  muchness  for  the  matter 
of  that,  about  here,"  he  replied,  setting 
down  his  lantern,  and  slapping  his 
hands  against  his  sides  to  Keep  him- 
self warm. 

"  But  the  people  I  want  are  very  iK 
— ^I'm  a  doctor. 

"  Oh,  oh !  you  must  be  meaning  'em 
'oose  son  was  transported  yesterday ! 
His  name  was  Tim  O'Hurdle,  sir — 
though  some  called  him  Jimmy — and 
I  was  the  man  that  catch'd  him,  sir— 
I  did !  It  was  for  a  robbery  in  this 
here" 

"  Ay,  ay — ^I  dare  sajr  thej  are  the 
people  I  want.  Where  is  their  house  ?  " 
I  inquired  hastily,  somewhat  disturbed 
at  the  latter  portion  of  his  intelligence 

*  "Gettesecondecravated'hiversenoTnme, 
eii  Angleterre,  un  cowvAwtofete."— ,^re»cA  inm»' 
lator. 

t  "  Criant»  on  plut6t  hiirlant :  Minuit  et 
tkmi-^faU/roid'-nuU  offscure,"  itc—Jbid. 


— ^a  new  and  forbidding  feature  of  the 
case. 

"  I'll  show'ee  the  way,  sir,"  said 
the  watchman,  walking  before  me,  aud 
holding  his  lantern  close  to  the  ground 
to  Kght  my  path.  He  led  me  to  the 
last  house  of  the  place,  and  through  a 
miserable  dilapidated  doorway;  then 
up  two  pair  of  narrow,  dirty,  broken 
stairs,  till  we  found  ourselves  at  the 
top  of  the  house.  He  knocked  at  the 
door  with  the  end  of  his  stick,  and 
called  out,  "  Holloa,  missus  !  Hey  I 
Within  there !  You're  wanted  here !  '* 
adding  suddenly,  in  a  lower  tone, 
touching  his  hat,  "  It's  a  bitter  night, 
sir — a  trifle,  sir,  to  keep  one's  self 
warm — drink  your  health,  sir."  I 
gave  him  a  trifle,  motioned  him  away, 
and  took  his  place  at  the  door. 

"  Thank  your  honour ! — ^mind  your 
watch  and  pockets,  sir,  that's  all,"  he 
muttered,  and  left  me.  I  felt  very 
nervous  as  the  sound  of  his  retreating 
footsteps  died  away  down  stairs.  I 
had  half  a  mind  to  follow  him. 

'*  Who's  there  ?  "  inquired  a  female 
voice  through  the  door,  opened  only 
an  inch  or  two. 

"It's  I — a  doctor.  Is  vour  name 
O'Hurdle  ?  Is  any  one  ill  here  ?  I'm 
come  to  see  you.  Betsy  Jones,  a 
charwoman,  told  me  of  you." 

"  You're  right,  sir,"  replied  the  same 
voice,  sorrowfully.  Walk  in,  sir;" 
and  the  door  was  opened  enough  for 
me  to  enter. 

.Now,  reader,  who,  while  glancing 
over  these  sketches,  are  pemaps  re- 
posing in  the  lap  of  luxury,  believe 
me  when  I  tell  you,  that  the  scene 
which  I  shsdl  attempt  to  set  before 
you,  as  I  encountered  it,  I  feel  to  beg- 
gar all  my  powers  of  description ;  and 
that  what  you  may  conceive  to  be 
exaggerations,  are  infinitely  short  of 
the  mghtful  realities  of  that  evening. 
Had  I  not  seen  and  known  for  mysefi*, 
I  should  scarcely  have  believed  that 
such  misery  existed. 

"  Wait  a  moment,  sir,  an'  111  fetch 
you  a  li^ht,"  said  the  woman,  in  a 
strong  Irish  accent ;  and  I  stood  still 
outsiae  the  door  till  she  returned  with 
a  rushlight,  stuck  in  a  blue  bottle.  I 
had  time  for  no  more  than  one  glimpse 
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at  the  haggard  features  aiid  filthy 
ragged  appearance  of  the  bearer,  with 
an  infant  at  the  breast,  before  a  gust 
of  wind,  blowing  through  an  unstopped 
broken  pane  in  the  window,  suddenly 
extinguished  the  candle,  and  we  were 
left  in  a  sort  of  darkness  visible,  the 
only  oWect  I  could  see  being  the  faint 
glow  of  expiring  embers  on  the  hearth. 
"  Would  your  honour  be  after  standing 
still  a  while,  or  you'll  be  thredding  on 
the  chilther?"  said  the  woman;  and, 
bending  down,  she  endeavoured  to  re- 
light the  candle  by  the  embers.  The 
rr  creatm-e  tried  in  vain,  however ; 
it  seemed  there  was  but  an  inch  or 
two  of  candle  left,  and  the  heat  of  the 
embers  melted  it  away,  and  the  wick 
fell  out. 

"  Oh,  murther — there  !  What  wiU 
we  do?  "  exclaimed  the  woman ;  "that's 
the  last  bit  of  candle  we've  in  the  house, 
an'  it's  not  a  farthing  I  have  to  buy 
another ! " 

"  Come — send  and  buy  another," 
said  I,  giving  her  a  shilling,  though  I 
was  obliged  to  feel  for  her  hand. 

"  Oh,  thank  your  honour ! "  said  she, 
"  an'  we'll  soon  be  seeing  one  another. 
Here,  Sal!  Sal!  Sally  — Here,  ye 
cratur ! " 

"  Well,  and  what  d'ye  want  with  wie  ?  " 
asked  a  sullen  voice  from  another  part 
of  the  room,  while  there  was  a  rustling 
of  straw. 

"  Fait,  an*  ye  must  get  up  wid  ye, 
and  go  to  buy  a  candle.  Here's  a  shil- 
ling^'  

"  Heigh — and  isn't  it  a  loaf  o'  bread 
ye  should  rather  be  after  buying, 
mother?  "  growled  the  same  voice. 

"  Perhaps  the  doctor  won't  mind," 
stammerea  the  mother;  "he  won't 
mind  our  getting  a  loaf  too." 

"Oh,  no,  no!  For  God's  sake  go 
directly,  and  get  what  you  like  ! " 
said  I,  touched  by  the  woman's  tone 
and  manner. 

"Ho,  Sal !  Get  up — ye  may  buy  some 
bread  too  " 

"  Bread !  bread !  bread  ! — ^Where's 
the  shilling?"  said  the  same  voice, 
in  quick  and  eager  tones ;  and  the 
ember-light  enabled  me  barely  to  dis- 
tinguish the  dim  outline  of  a  figure 


rising  from  the  straw  on  which  it  had 
been  stretched,  and  which  nearly  over- 
turned me  by  stumbling  against  me, 
on  its  way  towards  where  the  mother 
stood.  It  was  a  grown-up  girl,  who, 
after  receiving  the  shilling,  promised 
to  bring  the  candle  lighted,  lest  her 
own  fire  should  not  be  sufficient,  and 
withdrew,  slamming  the  door  violently 
after  her,  and  rattling  down  stairs  witn 
a  rapidity  which  showed  the  interest 
she  felt  in  her  errand. 

"  I'm  sorry  it's  not  a  seat  we  have 
that's  fit  for  you,  sir,"  said  the  woman, 
approaching  towards  where  Iwas  stand- 
ing; "  but  ifl  may  make  so  bold  as  to  take 
your  honour's  hand.  111  guide  you  to 
the  only  one  we  have — barring  the 
floor — a  box  by  the  fire,  and  there  ye'U 
sit  perhaps  till  she  comes  with  the 
light." 

"  Anywhere — anywhere,  my  good 
woman,"  said  I;  "but  I  hope  your 
daughter  will  return  soon,  for  I  have 
not  long  to  be  here ;  "  and,  giving  her 
my  gloved  hand,  she  led  me  to  a  deal 
box,  on  which  I  sat  down,  and  she  on 
the  floor  beside  me.  I  was  beginning 
to  ask  her  some  questions,  when  the 
moaning  of  a  little  child  interrupted 
me. 

"Hush!  hush!  ye  little  divel— hush! 
— ye'U  be  waking  your  poor  daddy  !— 
hush ! — ^^o  to  sleep  wid  ye  ! "  said  the 
woman,  m  an  earnest  under  tone. 

"  Och — och — mammy ! — mammy ! 
an'  isn't  it  so  cowldf — ^I  can't  sleep, 
mammy,'*  replied  the  tremulous  voice 
of  a  very  young  child ;  and,  directing 
my  eyes  to  the  quarter  from  which  the 
sound  came,  I  fancied  I  saw  a  poor 
shivering  half-naked  creature,  cower- 
ing under  the  window. 

"  Hish — ^lie  still  wid  ye,  ye  unfortu- 
nat'  little  divel — an' ye'll  presently  get 
something  to  eat.  We  ha'n't  none  of 
us  tasted  a  morsel  sin'  the  morning, 
doctor !  "  The  child  she  spoke  to 
ceased  its  meanings  instantly ;  but  I 
heard  the  sound  of  its  little  teeth  chat- 
tering, and  of  its  hands  rubbing  and 
striking  together.  Well  it  might,  poor 
wretch — ^for  I  protest  the  room  was 
nearly  as  cold  as  the  open  air — for, 
besides  the  want  of  fire,  the  bleak  wind 
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\AeWf  in  chilling  gusts,  throi^gh.  the 
broken  panes  of  the  window. 

"  Why,  how  majiy  of  you  are  there 
in  this  place,  my  good  woman?"  said  I. 

"  Och,  murther !  murther  I  murtheil 
and  isn't  there— barring  Sal,  that's 
gone  for  the  candle,  and  Bobby,  that's 
out  begging,  and  Tim,  that  the  ould 
divels  at  Newgate  have  sent  away  to 
Bottomless  *  yesterday,*'  she  continued, 
bursting  into  tears ; — "  Och,  an'  won't 
that  same  be  the  death  o'  me,  and  the 
poor  father  o'  the  boy — an'  it  wasn't 
sich  a  sentence  he  deserved — ^but,  hush ! 
hush !  "  she  continued,  lowering  her 
tones,  "  an'  it's  waking  the  father  o' 
him,  I'll  be,  that  doesn't " 

"  I  understand  your  husband  is  ill," 
said  I. 

"Fait,  sir,  as  iU  as  the  smatticksf 
(asthmatics^  can  make  him — ^the  Lord 
pity  him !  But  he's  had  a  blessed  hour's 
sleep,  the  poor  fellow ;  though  the  little 
brat  he  has  in  his  arms  has  been  mak- 
ing a  noise,  a  little  divel  that  it  is — ^it's 
the  youngest  barring  this  one  I'm  suck- 
ling—an  it's  pot  a  fortnight  it  is  sin' 
it  m'st  looked  on  its  mother! "  she  cour 
tinned,  sobbing,  and  kissine  her  baby's 
hand.  "  Och,  och !  that  the  little  era- 
tur  had  never  been  bom  I " 

I  heard  footsteps  slowly  approach- 
ing the  room,  and  presently  a  few  rays 
oflight  flickered  through  the  chinKS 
and  fissures  of  the  door,  whigh  was  in 
a  moment  or  two  pushed  open,  and 
Sal  made  her  appearance,  shading  the 
lighted  candle  in  her  hand,  and  hold- 
ing a  quartern  loaf  under  her  arm. 
She  had  brous^ht  but  a  wretched  rush- 
light, which  she  hastily  stuck  into  the 
neck  of  the  bottle,  and  placed  it  on  a 
shelf  over  the  fireplace;  and  then — 
what  a  scene  was  visible ! 

The  room  was  a  garret,  and  the 
sloping  ceiling — if  such  it  might  be 
called — made  it  /next  to  impossible  to 
move  anywhere  in  an  upright  posi- 
tion. The  mockery  of  a  window  had 
not  one  entire  pane  of  glass  in  it ;  but 
some  of  the  holes  were  stopped  with 
straw,  rags,  and  brown  paper,  while 
one  or  two  were  not  stopped  at  all  J 
There  was  not  an  article  of  furniture 

*  Botany  Bay.  \Atm^tigttg.    Fr.  Tr. 


in  the  plaoe-*-nOj  not  a  bed,  chair,  or 
table  of  any  kind ;  the  last  remains  of 
it  had  been  seized  for  arrears  of  rent— 
eighteenpence  arweek — ^by  the  horrid 
hiurpy,  their  landlady,  who  lived  on  the 
ground-floor !  The  floor  was  littered 
with  dirty  straw,  such  as  swine  mig^t 
SGom — but  which  formed  the  only 
couch  of  this  devoted  family !  The 
rushlight  eclipsed  the  dying  glow  of 
the  few  embers,  so  that  there  was  not 
even  the  oj^iiearanee  of  afire!  And^ig 
in  a  garret  facing  the  north,  on  one 
of  the  bitterest  and  bleakest  nights  I 
ever  knew!  My  heart  sank  yrithin  me 
at  witnessing  such  frightful  misery  and 
destitution,  and  contrasting  it,  for  an 
instant,  with  the  aristocratical  splen- 
dour, the  exquisite  luxuries,  of  my  laat- 
patient! — Lassartta  and  Dwea/ 

The  woman,  with  whom  I  had  been 
conversing,  was  a  mere  bundle  of  filthy 
rags — a  squalid,  Sfiivering,  starved 
creature,  holding  to  her  breast  a  half- 
naked  iz^ant — her  matted  hair  hanging 
long  and  loosely  down  her  back,  and 
over  her  shoulders ;  her  daughter  Sal 
was  in  like  plight — a  sullen,  Ul'-fa- 
voured  slut,  of  about  eighteen,  who 
seemed  ashamed  of  being  seen,  and 
hung  her  head  like  a  guilty  one.  She 
had  resumed  her  former  station  on 
some  straw — her  bed! — in  the  ex- 
treme comer  of  the  room,  where  she. 
was  squatting,  with  a  little  crea- 
ture cowering  close  beside  her,  both 
munching  ravenously  the  bread  which 
had  been  piurchased.  The  miserable 
father  of  the  family  was  seated  on  the 
floor,  with  his  back  propped  against 
the  opposite  side  of  the  fireplace  to 
that  wnich  I  occupied,  and  held  a 
child  clasped  loosely  in  his  arms, 
though  he  had  plaLuly  fallen  asleep. 
Oh,  what  a  wretched  object  I— -a  foul, 
shapeless,  brown-paper  cap  on  his 
head,  and  a  ragged  fustian  jacket  on 
his  back,  which  a  beggar  might  have 
spurned  with  loathing ! 

The  sum  of  what  the  woman  com* 
municated  to  me  was,  that  her  hus- 
band, a  bricklayeir  by  trade,  had  been 
lonff  unable  to  work  on  account  of  his 
asthma;  and  that  their  only  means 
of  subsistence  were  a  paltry  pittance 
from  the  parish,  her  own  scanty  eam- 
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ifigs  M  a  wftsberwoman,'  which  had 
been  interrupted  hj  her  recent  con- 
finement, and  charities  collected  by 
Sal  and  Bobby,  who  was  then  out 
begging.  Their  oldest  son,  Tim,  a 
lad  of  sixteen,  had  been  transported 
for  seven  years,  the  day  before,  for  a 
robbery,  of  which  his  mother  vehe- 
mently declared  him  innocent;  and 
this  last  circumstance  had,  more  than 
all  the  rest,  completely  broken  the 
hearts  of  both  his  father  and  mother, 
who  had  absolutely  starved  them- 
selves and  their  children,  in  order  to 
hoard  up  enough  to  fee  an  Old  Bailey 
counsel  to  plead  for  their  son !  The 
husband  had  been  for  some  time,  I 
found,  an  out-patient  of  one  of  the  in- 
firmaries :  "  and  this  poor  little  dor- 
IhU"  said  she,  sobbing  bitterly,  and 
hugging  her  infant  closer  to  her,  "  has 
got  the  measles,  I'm  fearin' ;  and  little 
Bobby,  too,  is  catching  them.  Och, 
murther,  murther !  Oh,  Christ,  pity 
us,  poor  sinners  that  we  are  I  Oh! 
what  will  we  do  ?— what  will  we  do  ?  " 
— and  she  almost  choked  herself  with 
stifling  her  sobs,  for  fear  of  waking 
her  husband. 

"And  what  is  the  matter  with  the 
child  that  your  husband  is  holding  in 
his  arms?**^  I  inquired,  pointing  to  it, 
as  it  sat  in  its  father's  arms,  munch- 
ing a  little  crust  of  bread,  and  ever 
and  anon  patting  its  father's  face, 
exclaiming,  "Da-a-a!— Ab-bab-ba! — 
Ab-bab-ba!" 

"  Och !  what  ails  the  cratur  ?  No- 
thing, but  that  it's  half-starved  and 
naked— an*  isn't  that  enough?— an 
isn't  it  hUt  I  wish  we  all  were— every 
mother's  son  of  usl"  groaned  the 
miserable  woman,  sobbing  as  if  her 
heart  would  break.  At  that  moment 
a  lamentable  noise  was  heard  on  the 
stairs,  as  of  a  lad  crying,  accompanied 
by  the  pattering  of  naked  feet.  "  Och ! 
murther  1 "  exclaimed  the  woman,  with 
an  agitated  air—"  What's  ailing  with 
Bobby?  Is  it  crying  he  is?"  and, 
startmg  to  the  door,  she  threw  it  open 
time  enough  to  admit  a  ragged  shiver- 
ing urchin,  about  ten  years  old,  with- 
out shoes  or  stockings,  and  having  no 
cap,  and  rags  pinned  about  him,  which 
he  was  obbged  to  hold  up  with  his 


right  hand,  while  the  other  covered 
his  left  cheek.  The  little  wretch,  after 
a  moment's  pause,  occasioned  by  see- 
ing a  strange  gentleman  in  the  room, 
proceeded  to  put  three  or  four  coppers 
into  his  mother's  lap,  telling  her  with 
painful  gestures,  tnat  a  gentleman, 
whom  he  had  followed  a  few  steps  in 
the  street,  importuning  for  charity, 
had  turned  round  unexpecteffly,  ana 
struck  him  a  severe  blow  with  a  cane, 
over  his  face  and  shoulders. 

"  Let  me  look  at  your  face,  my  poor 
little  fellow,"  said  I,  drawing  him  to 
me ;  and,  on  removing  his  hand,  I 
saw  a  long  weal  all  down  the  left 
cheek.  I  wish  I  cOuId  forget  the 
look  of  tearless  agony  with  which 
his  mother  put  her  arms  round  his 
neck,  and,  drawing  him  to  her  breast, 
exclaimed  faintly  —  "  Bobby  !  —  my 
Bobby ! "  After  a  few  moments,  she 
released  the^boy,  pointing  to  the  spot 
where  his  sisters  sat,  still  munching 
their  bread. 

The  instant  he  saw  what  they  were 
doing,  he  sprang  towaitis  them,  and 
plucked  a  large  firagment  from  the 
loaf,  fastening  on  it  like  a  young  wolf! 

"  Why,  they'll  finish  the  loaf  before 
you've  tasted  it,  my  good  woman," 
said  I. 

"  Och,  the  poor  things ! — ^Let  them 
—  let  them!  *  she  replied,  wipinjj 
away  a  tear.  "I  can  do  without  it 
longer  than  they — the  craturs ! " 

"Well,  my  poor  woman,"  said  I, 
"  I  have  not  much  time  to  spare,  as 
it  is  showing  late.  I  came  nere  to 
see  what  I  could  do  for  you  as  a  doo 
tor.    How  many  of  you  are  ill  ?" 

"  Fait,  an'  isn  t  it  ailing  we  all  of  us 
are !  .Aii,  your  honour ! — ^A  'firmary, 
without  pl^sic  or  victuals  ! " 

"Well,  we  must  see  what  can  be 
done  for  you.  What  is  the  matter 
with  your  husband  there?'*  said  I, 
turning  towards  him.  He  was  still 
asleep,  in  spite  of  the  tickline  and 
strokmg  of  nis  child's  hands,  who,  at 
the  moment  I  looked,  was  trying  to 
push  the  comer  of  its  crust  mto  its 
father's  mouth,  chuckling  and  crow* 
ing  the  while,  as  is  the  wont  of  chilr 
dren  who  find  a  passive  subject  for 
their  drolleries. 
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"  Och !  och !  the  little  villain !— the 
thing !  "  said  she  impatiently,  seeing 
the  child's  employment ;  "  isn't  it  wak- 
ing him  it'll  be  ?— st— st  I " 

*'  Let  me  see  him  nearer,"  said  I : 
"  I  must  wake  him,  and  ask  him  a  few 
questions." 

I  moved  from  my  seat  towards  him. 
His  head  hung  down  drowsily.  His 
wife  took  down  the  candjie  from  the 
shelf,  and  held  it  a  little  above  her 
husband's  head,  while  I  came  in  front 
of  him,  and  stooped  on  one  knee  to  in- 
terrogate him. 

"  Phelim !  —  love  !  —  honey !  —  dar- 
lint ! — ^Wake  wid  ye  !  Ana  isn't  it 
the  doctor  that  comes  to  see  ye ! "  said 
she,  nudging  him  with  her  uiee.  He 
did  not  stir,  however.  The  child,  re- 
gardless of  us,  was  still  playing  with 
his  passive  features.  A  glimpse  of 
the  awful  truth  flashed  across  my 
•mind. 

"  Let  me  have  the  candle  a  moment, 
my  good  woman,"  said  I,  rather  seri- 
ously. 

The  man  was  dead ! 

He  must  have  expired  nearly  an 
hour  before,  for  his  face  and  hands 
were  quite  cold ;  but  the  position  in 
which  he  sat,  together  with  the  scan- 
tiness of  the  light,  concealed  the  event. 
It  was  fearful  to  see  the  ghastly  pallor 


of  the  features,  the  fixed  pupils,  the 
glassy  glare  downwards,  the  fallen 
jaw!  —  Was  it  not  a  subject  for  a- 
painter?  —  the  living  child  in  the 
arms  of  its  dead  father,  unconscious- 
ly sporting  with  a  corpse ! 

«  «  «  « 

To  attempt  a  description  of  what 
ensued,  would  be  idle,  and  even  ridi- 
culous. It  is  hardly  possible  even  to 
imagine  it !  In  one  word,  the  neigh- 
bours who  lived  on  the  floor  beneath 
were  called  in,  and  did  their  utmost 
to  console  the  wretched  widow  and 
quiet  the  children.  They  laid  out  the 
corpse  decently ;  and  I  left  them  all 
the  silver  I  had  about  me,  to  enable 
them  to  purchase  a  few  of  the  more 
pressing  necessaries.  I  succeeded 
afterwards  in  gaining  two  of  the 
children  admittance  into  a  charity 
school ;  and  through  my  wife's  inter- 
ference, the  poor  widow  received  the 
efficient  assistance  of  an  unobtrusive, 
but  most  incomparable  institution, 
"  The  Stranqers'  Friend  Society:'  I 
was  more  than  once  present  when 
those  angels  of  mercy-ythose  "  true 
Samaritans  " — the  "  Visiters  "  of  the 
Society,  as  they  are  called — ^were  en- 
gaged on  their  noble  errand,  and  wished 
that  their  numbers  were  countless,  and 
their  means  inexhaustible  1 
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It  is  a  common  saying,  that  sorrows 
never  come  alone — tnat  "it  never 
rains,  but  it  pours ; "  ^  and  it  has  been 
verified  by  experience,  even  from  the 
days  of  that  prince  of  the  wretched — 
the  man  "whose  name  was  Job." 
Nowadays,  directlv  a  sudden  accumu- 
lation of  ills  befalls  a  man,  he  utters 
some  rash  exclamation,  like  the  one 
in  question,  and  too  often  submits  to 
the  inflictions  of  Providence  with  sul- 
len indifference — like  a  brute  to  a 
blow — or  resorts,  possibly,  to  suicide. 
Your  poor,  stupid,  unobserving  man, 
in  sucn  a  case,  cannot  conceive  how 
it  comes  to  pass  that  all  the  evils 
under  the  sun  are  showered  down 
upon  hia  head— at  once !  There  is  no 
attempt  to  account  for  it  on  reason- 
able grounds — no  reference  to  prob- 
able, nay,  obvious  causes — his  own 
misconduct,  possibly,  or  imprudence. 
In  a  word,  he  fancies  that  the  only 
thing  they  resemble  is  Epicurus*  for- 
tuitous concourse  of  atoms.  It  is  un- 
doubtedly true  that  people  are  occa- 
sionally assailed  by  misfortunes  so 
numerous,  sudden,  and  simultaneous, 
as  is  really  unaccountable.  In  the 
majority,  however,  of  what  are  reputed 
such  cases,  a  ready  solution  majr  be 
found,  by  any  one  of  observation. 
Take  a  simple  illustration: — ^A passen- 
ger suddenly  falls  down  in  a  crowded 
thoroughfare;  and  when  down,  and 
unable  to  rise,  the  one  following 
stumbles  over  him — the  next  over 
him — and  so  on — ^all  unable  to  resist 
the  on-pressing  crowd  behind ;  and  so 

* And  now  behold,  O  Gertrude,  Ger- 
trude— 

When  sorrows  come,  they  come  not  single 
spies, 

But  in  battalions.— Shakspbabs. 


the  first  fallen  lies  nearly  crushed  and 
smothered.  Now,  is  not  this  frequent- 
ly the  case  with  a  man  amid  the  cares 
and  troubles  of  life?  One  solitar}' 
disaster — one  unexpected  calamity — 
befalls  him ;  the  sudden  shock  stuns 
him  out  of  his  self-possession ;  he  is 
dispirited,  confounded,  paralysed — and 
down  he  falls,  in  the  very  throng  of  all 
the  pressing  cares  and  troubles  of  life, 
one  implicating  and  dragging  after  it 
another — till  all  is  uproar  and  con- 
sternation. Then  it  is  that  we  hear 
passionate  lamentations  and  ciies  of 
sorrows  "  never  coming  alone  " — of  all 
this  "bein^  against  him;"  and  he 
either  stupidly  lies  still,  till  he  is 
crushed  and  trampled  on,  or,  it  may 
be,  succeeds  in  scrambling  to  the  first 
temporary  resting-place  he  can  espy, 
where  he  resigns  himself  to  stupefied 
inaction,  staring  vacantly  at  the  throng 
of  mishaps  foUowingin  the  wake  of  that 
one  which  bore  him  down.  Whereas, 
the  first  thought  of  one  in  such  a  situa- 
tion should  surely  be,  "  Let  me  be  '  up 
and  doing,'  and  I  may  yet  recover 
myself."  "  Directly  a  man  determines 
to  thiriky^^  says  an  eminent  writer,  "he 
is  well-nigh  sure  of  bettering  his  con- 
dition." 

It  is  to  the  operation  of  such  causes 
as  these  that  is  to  be  traced,  in  a 
great  majority  of  cases,  the  neces- 
sity for  medical  interference.  Within 
the  sphere  of  my  own  practice  I  have 
witnessed,  in  such  circumstances,  the 
display  of  heroism  and  fortitude  en- 
nobling to  human  nature;  and  I 
have  also  seen  instances  of  the  most 
contemptible  pusillanimity.  I  have 
markea  a  brave  spirit  succeed  in  buf- 
feting its  way  out  of  its  adversities; 
and  I  have  seen  as  brave  a  one  over- 
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come  by  them,  and  falling  vanquished, 
even  with  the  sword  of  resolution 
gkaming  in  its  grasp ;  for  there  are 
combinations  of  evU,  against  which  no 
human  energies  can  make  a  stand. 
Of  this,  I  think,  the  ensuing  melan- 
choly narrative  will  afford  an  illustra- 
tion. What  its  effect  on  the  mind  of 
the  reader  may  be,  I  cannot  presume 
to  speculate.  W.n&  it  has  oppressed 
to  recall  the  painful  scenes  with  which 
it  abounds,  and  convinced  of  the  pecu- 
liar perils  incident  to  rapidly  acquired 
fortune,  which  too  often  lifts  its  pos- 
sessor into  an  element  for  which  he  is 
totally  unfitted,  and  from  which  he 
falls  exhausted,  lower  iax  than  the 
sphere  he  had  left ! 

Mr  Dudleigh's  career  afforded  a  strik- 
ing illustration  of  the  splendid  but 
fluctuating  fortunes  of  a  great  English 
merchant — of  the  magnificent  results 
insured  by  persevering  industry^  eco- 
nomy, prudence,  and  enterprise.  Early 
in  life  he  was  cast  upon  the  world,  to 
do  as  he  would,  or  rather  cottZtf,  with 
himself;  for  his  ^ardian  proved  a 
swindler,  and  robbed  his  deceased 
friend's  child  of  every  penny  that  was 
left  him.  On  hearing  of  the  disas- 
trous event,  young  Dudleigh  instantly 
ran  away  from  school,  in  ms  sixteenth 
year,  and  entered  himself  on  board  a 
vessel  trading  to  the  West  Indies,  as 
cabin-boy.  As  soon  as  his  relatives, 
few  in  number,  distant  in  degree,  and 
colder  in  affection,  heard  of  this  step, 
they  told  him,  afler  a  little  languid 
expostulation,  that  as  he  had  made  his 
bed,  so  he  must  lie  upon  it ;  and  never 
came  near  him  again,  till  he  had  be- 
come ten  times  richer  than  all  of  them 
put  together. 

The  first  three  or  four  years  of 
young  Dudleigh's  noviciate  at  sea, 
were  vears  of  fearful,  but  not  unusual 
hardship.  I  have  heard  him  state 
that  he  was  frequently  flogged  bv  the 
captain  and  mate,  till  the  blood  ran 
down  his  back  like  water ;  and  kicked 
and  cufiEed  about  by  the  common  sail- 
ors with  infamous  impunity.  One 
cause  of  all  this  was  obvious :  his 
evident  superiority  over  every  one  on 
board  in  learning  and  acquirements. 
To  such  an  extent  did  his  tormentors 


carry  their  tyranny,  that  poor  Dud- 
leigh's  life  became  intolerable;  and 
one  evening,  on  leaving  the  vessel 
after  its  arrival  in  port  from  the  West 
Indies,  he  ran  to  a  public-house  in 
Wapping,  called  for  pen  and  ink,  and 
wrote  a  letter  to  the  chief  owner  of 
the  vessel,  acquainting  him  of  the 
cruel  usage  he  nad  suffered,  and  im- 
ploring his  interference ;  adding  that, 
if  that  application  failed,  he  was  de- 
termined to  drown  himself  when  they 
next  went  to  sea.  This  letter,  which 
was  signed  *^Sienry  DudUigh,  cabin- 
boy"  astonished  and  interested  the 
person  to  whom  it  was  addressed:  for 
it  was  accurately,  and  even  eloquently 
worded.  Young  Dudleigh  was  sent 
for,  and,  after  a  thorough  examination 
into  the  nature  of  his  pretensions,  en- 
gaged as  a  clerk  in  the  counting-house 
of  the  shipowners,  at  a  small  salary. 
He  conducted  himself  with  so  much 
ability  and  inte^ty,  and  displayed 
such  a  zealous  interest  in  his  em- 
ployers' concerns,  that  in  a  few  years' 
time  he  was  raised  to  the  head  of 
their  large  establishment,  and  re- 
ceived a  salary  of  £600  Sryear,  as 
their  senior  and  confidential  clerk. 
The  experience  he  gained  in  this  situ- 
ation, enabled  him,  on  the  unexpect- 
ed bankruptcy  of  his  employers,  to 
dispose  most  successfuUv  of  the  great- 
er portion  of  what  he  had  saved  in 
their  service.  He  purchased  shares 
in  two  vessels,  whicn  made  fortunate 
voyages;  and  the  result  determined 
him  henceforth  to  conduct  business  on 
his  own  account,  notwithstanding  the 
offer  of  a  most  lucrative  situation 
similar  to  his  last.  In  a  word,  he 
went  on  conducting  his  speculations 
with  as  much  prudence,  as  he  under- 
took them  with  energy  and  enterprise. 
The  period  I  am  alluding  to  may 
be  considered  as  the  golden  a^e  of  the 
shipping  interest;  and  it  will  occa- 
sion surprise  to  no  one  acquainted 
with  the  commercial  history  of  those 
days,  to  hear  that,  in  little  more  than 
five  years'  time,  Mr  Dudleigh  could 
"write  himself"  worth  £20,000.  He 
practised  a  parsimony  of  the  most  ex- 
cruciating tind.  Though  every  one 
on  'Change  was    familiar  with   his 
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name,  and  cited  him  as  one  of  tlie 
most  '*  rising  youne  men  there,**  he 
never  associated  with  any  of  them  but 
on  occasions  of  strict  bnsiness.  He 
was  content  with  the  hmnblest  fare ; 
and  tradged  cheerfully  to  and  firom 
the  city  to  his  quiet  quarters  near 
Hackney,  as  if  he  had  been  but  ft 
common  clerk,  luxuriating  on  an  in- 
come of  £50  per  annum.  Matters 
went  on  thus  prospering  with  him  till 
his  thirty-second  year,  when  he  mar- 
ried the  wealthy  widow  of  a  ship- 
builder. The  influence  which  she  had 
in  his  future  fortunes,  warrants  me  in 
pausing  to  describe  her.  She*  was 
about  twenty-seven  or  twenty-eight 
years  old ;  of  passable  person  as  far 
as  figure  went,  for  her  face  was  rather 
bloated  and  vulgar;  somewhat  of  a 
dowdy  in  dress ;  insufferably  vain,  and 
fond  of  extravagant  display;  a  terma- 
gant ;  with  little  or  no  intellect.  In 
fact,  she  was  in  disposition  the  per< 
feet  antipodes  of  her  husband.  Mr 
Dudleigh  was  a  humble,  unobtrusive, 
kind-hearted  mcui,  always  intent  on 
business,  beyond  which  he  did  notpre- 
tend  to  know  or  care  for  much.  How 
could  such  a  man,  it  will  be  asked, 
marry  such  a  woman  ? — ^Was  he  the 
pnt  who  had  been  dazzled  and  blinded 
by  the  blaze  of  a  large  fortune  ?  Such 
was  his  case.  Besides,  a  young  widow 
IS  somewhat  careful  of  undue  expo- 
sures, which  might  fright  away  pro- 
mising suitors.  So  tney  made  a 
match  of  it ;  and  he  resuscitated  the 
expiring  business  and  connexion  of 
his  predecessor,  and  conducted  it  with 
a  skill  and  energy  which,  in  a  short 
time,  opened  npon  him  the  flood-gates 
of  fortune.  Affluence  poured  in  from 
all  quarters ;  and  he  was  everywhere 
called,  by  his  panting  but  distanced 
competitors  in  the  city,  the  "/ortw- 
nofe  Mr  Dudleigh." 

One  memorable  day  four  of  his  ves- 
sels, richly  freighted,  came,  almost 
together,  into  port ;  and,  on  the  same 
day,  he  made  one  of  the  most  fortu- 
nate speculations  in  the  funds  which 
had  been  heard  of  for  years ;  so  that 
he  was  able  to  say  to  his  assembled 

*  "  Mistretg  Buxom  (!)  flotait  entre  trente 
•t  quarante  ans,**  Ac—Freneh  ThmsUOor. 
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family,  as  he  drank  their  healths  after 
dinner,  that  he  would  not  take  a  quar- 
ter of  n  milUon  for  what  he  was  worth  I 
And  there,  surely,  he  might  have 
paused,  nay,  made  his  final  stand,  as 
the  possessor  of  such  a  princely  for- 
tune, acquired  with  unsullied  honour 
to  himself,  and,  latterly,  spent  in  war- 
rantable splendour  and  hospitality. 
But  no:  as  is,  and  ever  will  be  the 
case,  the  more  he  had  the  more  he 
would  have.  Not  to  n^ention  the  in- 
cessant baiting  of  his  ambitious  wife, 
the  dazzling  capabilities  of  indefinite 
increase  to  nis  wealth  proved  irresist- 
ible. WTuxt  might  not  be  done  by  a 
man  of  MrDudleigh*8  celebrity,  with 
tkJUxamg  capital  of  some  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  pounds,  and  as  much 
credit  as  he  chose  to  accept  of?  The 
regular  course  of  his  shipping  busi- 
ness brought  him  in  constantly  mag- 
nificent returns,  and  he  began  to  si^ 
after  other  collateral  sources  of  money- 
making  ;  for  why  should  nearly  one- 
half  of  his  vast  means  lie  unproduc- 
tive ?  He  had  not  long  to  look  about, 
after  it  once  became  knpwn  that  he 
was  ready  to  employ  his  floating  capi- 
tal in  profitable  speculations.  The 
brokers,  for  instance,  came  about  him, 
and  he  leagued  with  them.  By  and 
by,  the  world  heard  of  a  monopoly  of 
nutmegs.  There  was  not  a  score  to 
be  had  anywhere  in  London,  but  at  a 
most  exorbitant  price — ^for  the  fact 
was,  that  Mr  Dudleigh  had  laid  his 
hands  on  them  all,  and,  by  so  doing, 
cleared  a  very  large  sum.  Presently 
he  would  play  similar  pranks  with 
otto  of  rosea ;  and,  as  soon  as  he  had 
quadrupled  the  cost  of  that  fashion- 
able article,  he  would  let  loose  his 
stores  on  the  eaping  market ;  by  which 
he  gained  as  large  a  profit  as  he  had 
made  with  the  nutmegs.  Commer- 
cial people  will  easily  see  how  he  did 
this.    The  brokers,  who  wished  to 

to 
and 


effect  the  monopoly,  would  apply 
him  for  the  use  of  his  capital,  a 
give  him  an  ample  indemnity  against 
whatever  loss  might  be  the  fate  of  the 
speculation  ;  and,  on  its  proving  suc- 
cessful, rewarded  him  with  a  very 
large  proportion  of  the  profits.  This 
is  tne  scheme  by  which  many  splen- 
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did  fortunes  have  been  raised,  with  a 
rapidity  which  has  astonished  their 
gainers  as  much  as  any  one  else! 
Then,  again,  he  negotiated  bills  on  a 
large  scale,  and  at  tremendous  dis- 
counts ;  and,  in  a  word,  by  these  and 
similar  means,  amassed,  in  a  few 
years,  the  enormous  sum  of  half  a 
million  of  money ! 

It  is  easy  to  guess  at  the  concomi- 
tants of  such  a  fortune  as  this.  At 
the  instigation  of  his  wife — for  he 
himself  retained  all  his  old  unobtru- 
.sive  and  personally  economical  habits 
— ^he  supported  two  splendid  establish- 
ments— ^the  one  at  tne  "  West  End " 
of  the  town,  and  the  other  near  Rich- 
mond. His  wife — ^for  Mr  Dudleigh 
himself  seemed  more  like  the  hired 
steward  of  his  fortune  than  its  posses- 
sor— was  soon  surrounded  by  swarms 
of  those  titled  blood-suckers,  that  bat- 
ten on  bloated  opulence,  which  has 
been  floated  into  the  sea  of  fashion. 
Mrs  Dudleigh's  dinners,  suppers,  routs, 
soiries,  fetes-champetreSf  flashed  asto- 
nishment on  the  town,  through  the 
columns  of  the  obsequious  prints. 
Miss  Dudleigh,  an  elegant  and  really 
amiable  girl  about  seventeen,  was  be- 
ginning to  get  talked  of  as  a  fashion- 
able beauty,  and,  report  said,  had  re- 
fused her  coronets  by  dozens ! — ^while 
"young  Harry  Dudleigh"  far  out- 
topped  the  astonished  Oxonians,  by 
spending  half  as  much  again  as  his 
noble  allowance.  Poor  Mr  Dudleigh 
frequently  looked  on  all  this  with  fear 
and  astonishment,  and,  when  in  the 
city,  would  shrug  his  shoulders,  and 
speak  of  the  "  dreadful  doings  at  the 
West ! "  I  say,  when  in  the  city — for 
as  soon  as  he  travelled  westwards, 
when  he  entered  the  sphere  of  his 
wife's  influence,  his  energies  were 
benumbed  and  paralysed.  He  had 
too  long  quietly  succumbed  to  her 
authority,  to  call  it  in  c^uestion  now, 
and  therefore  he  submitted  to  the 
splendid  appearance  he  was  compelled 
to  support.  He  often  said,  however, 
that  "  ne  could  not  understand  what 
Mrs  Dudleigh  v>a8  at;"  but  beyond  such 
a  hint  he  never  presumed.  He  was 
seldom  or  never  to  be  seen  amid  the 
throng  and  crush  of  company  that 


crowded  his  house  evening  after  even- 
ing. The  first  arrival  of  his  wife's 
fuests  was  his  usual  signal  for  seizing 
is  hat  and  stick,  dropping  quietly 
from  home,  and  betaking  nimself  either 
to  some  sedate  city  friend,  or  to  his 
counting-house,  where  he  now  took  a 
kind  of  morbid  pleasure  in  ascertain- 
ing that  his  gains  were  safe,  and 
planning  greater,  to  make  up,  if  pos- 
sible, he  would  say,  "for  Mrs  Dud- 
leigh's awful  extravagance."  He  did 
this  so  constantly,  that  Mrs  Dudleigh 
began  at  last  to  eagpect  and  calculate 
on  his  absence  as  a  matter  of  course, 
whenever  she  gave  a  party ;  and  her 
good-natured,  accommodating  hus- 
band, too  easily  acquiesced,  on  the 
ground,  as  his  wife  took  care  to  give 
out,  of  his  heaUKs  not  bearing  late 
hours  and  company.  Though  an  eco- 
nomical, and  even  parsimonious  man 
in  his  habits,  Mr  Dudleigh  had  as 
warm  and  kind  a  heart  as  ever  glowed 
in  the  breast  of  man.  I  have  heard 
many  accounts  of  his  systematic  bene- 
volence, which  he  chiefly  carried  into 
effect  at  the  periods  of  temporary  re- 
legation  to  the  city  above  spoken  of. 
Every  Saturday  evening,  for  instance, 
he  had  a  sort  of  levee,  numerously 
attended  by  merchants'  clerks  and 
commencing  tradesmen,  all  of  whom  he 
assisted  most  liberally  with  both  "cash 
and  counsel,"  as  he  good-humouredly 
called  it.  Many  a  one  of  them  owes 
his  establishment  in  life  to  Mr  Dud- 
leigh, who  never  lost  sight  of  any  de- 
serving object  he  had  once  served. 

A  far  different  creature  Mrs  Dud- 
leigh !  The  longer  she  lived,  the  more 
she  had  her  way — ^the  more  frivolous 
and  heartless  did  she  become — the  more 
despotic  was  the  sway  she  exercised 
over  her  husband.  "Whenever  he  pre- 
sumed to  "  lecture  her,"  as  she  called 
it,  she  would  stop  his  mouth,  with  re- 
ferring to  the  fortune  she  had  brought 
him,  and  ask  him  triumphantly,  "  what 
he  could  have  done  without  her  cash 
and  connexions  ?  "  Such  being  the  fact, 
it  was  past  all  controversy  that  she 
ought  to  be  allowed  "to  have  her^/wnf/, 
now  they  could  so  easily  afford  it!" 
The  sums  she  spent  on  ner  own  and 
her  daughter's  dresses  were  absolutely  ' 
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incredible,  and  almost  petrified  her  poor 
husband  when  the  bills  were  brought 
to  him.    Both  in  the  articles  of  dress 
and  party-giving,  Mrs  Dndleigh  was 
actuated  by  a  spirit  of  frantic  rivalry 
with  her  competitors;  and  what  she 
wanted  in  elegance  and  refinement, 
she  sought  to  compensate  for  in  extra- 
vagance and  ostentation.    It  was  to  no 
purpose  that  her  trembling  husband, 
with  tears  in  his  eyes,  suggested  to 
her  recollection  the  old  saymg,  "that 
fools  make  feasts,  and  wise  men  eat 
them ; "  and  that,  if  she  gave  magnifi- 
cent dinners  and  suppers,  of  course 
great  people  would  come  and  eat  them 
for  her;   out  would  they  thank  her? 
Her  constant  answer  was,  that  they 
"ought  to  support  their  station  in  so- 
ciety"— that  "the  world  would  not  be- 
lieve them  rich,  unless  they  showed  it 
that  they  were,"  &c.  &c.    Then,  again, 
she  had  a  strong  plea  for  her  enormous 
expenditure  in  tne  "bringing  out  of 
Miss  Dudlei^h,"  in  the  aiTayment  of 
whom,  pantinff  milliners  "toiled  in 
vain."    In  order  to  bring  about  this 
latter  object,  she  induced,  but  with 
great  difficulty,  Mr  Dudleigh  to  give 
his  bankers  orders  to  accredit  her  se- 
parate cheques ;  and  so  prudently  did 
she  avail  herself  of  this  privilege  for 
months,  that  she  completely  threw  Mr 
Dudleigh  off  his  guara,  and  he  allowed 
a  very  large  balance  to  lie  in  his  bank- 
ers' hands,  subject  to  the  unrestricted 
drafts  of  his  wife.    Did  the  reader 
never  happen  to  see  in  society  that 
horrid  harpy,  an  old  dowager,  whose 
niggard  jointure  drives  her  to  cards  ? 
Evening  after  evening  did  several  of 
these  Old  creatures  squat,  toad-like, 
round  Mrs  Dudleigh's  card-table,  and 
succeeded  at  last  in  inspiring  her  with 
such  a  frenzy  for  "play,"  as  the  most 
ample  fortune  must  melt  away  under, 
more  rapidly  than  snow  beneath  sun- 
beams. The  infatuated  woman  became 
notoriously  the  first  to  seek,  and  last 
to   leave,  the   fatal  card-table;    and 
the  reputed  readiness  with  which  she 
"bled,    at  last  brought  her  the  honour 
of  an  old  countess,  who  condescended 
to  win  from  her,  at  two  sittings,  verv 
nearly  £6000.    It  is  not  now  diflScult 
to  account  for  the  anxiety  Mrs  Dud- 


leigh manifested  to  banish  her  hus- 
band from  her  parties.  She  had  many 
ways  of  satisfactorily  accounting  for 
her  frequent  drafts  on  his  bankers. 
Miss  Dudleigh  had  made  a  conquest  of 
a  young  peer,  who,  as  soon  as  he  had 
accurately  ascertained  the  reality  of 
her  vast  expectations,  fell  deeply  in 
love  with  her  !  The  young  lady  her- 
self had  too  much  good  sense  to  give 
him  spontaneous  credit  for  disinterest- 
ed affection,  but  she  was  so  dunned  on 
the  subject  by  her  foolish  mother — so 
petted  and  flattered  by  the  noble,  but 
impoverished  family  that  sought  her 
connexion — and  the  young  nobleman, 
himself  a  handsome  man,  so  ardent 
and  persevering  in  his  courtship — that 
at  last  her  heart  yielded,  and  she  pass- 
ed in  society  as  the  "envied  object  of 
his  affections !  "  The  notion  of  inter-  . 
mingling  their  blood  with  nobility,  so 
dazzled  the  vain  imagination  of  Mrs 
Dudleigh,  that  it  gave  her  eloquence 
enough  to  succeed,  at  last,  in  stirring 
the  phlegmatic  temperament  of  her 
husband.  "Have  a  nobleman  for  my 
son-in-law!"  thought  the  merchant, 
mominff,  noon,  and  night — at  the 
East  and  at  the  West  End — ^in  town  and 
country!  What  would  the  city  people 
say  to  that  ?  He  had  a  spice  of  ambi- 
tion in  his  composition,  beyond  what 
could  be  contented  with  the  achieval 
of  mere  city  eminence.  He  was  tir- 
ing of  it— he  had  long  been  a  kind  of 
king  on  'Change,  and,  as  it  were,  car- 
ried the  stocks  in  his  pockets.  He 
had  long  thought  that  it  was  "  possible 
to  choke  a  dog  with  pudding,''  and  he 
was  growing  heartily  wearied  of  the 
turtle  *  and  venison  eastward  of  Temple 
Bar,  which  he  was  compelled  to  eat  at 
the  public  dinners  of  tne  great  com- 
panies, and  elsewhere,  when  his  own 
tastes  would  have  led  him,  in  every 
case,  to  pitch  upon  "  port,  beef-steaks, 
and  the  papers,  as  fare  fit  for  a  king ! 
The  dazzling  topic,  therefore,  on  which 
his  wife  hela  forth  with  unwearied  elo- 
quence,  was  beginning  to  produce  con- 
viction in  his  mind;  and  though  he 
himself  eschewed  his  wife's  kind  of  life, 

I  *  "Dons  tons  les  repas  soleimels  de  la  cit^ 
de  Londres,  une  g<yupe  d  la  torUu  est  do 
I  rigueur  1'*— ^rencA  2Van«Iator» 
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and  refused  to  share  in  it,  be  did  not 
lend  a  very  unwilling  ear  to  her  repre- 
sentations of  the  necessity  for  an  eren 
increased  rate  of  expenditure,  to  en- 
able Miss  Dudleigh  to  eclipse  her  gpay 
competitors,  and  appear  a  worthy  prize 
in  the  eyes  of  her  noble  suitor.  Aware 
of  the  magnitude  of  the  proposed  ob- 
ject, he  could  not  but  assent  to  Mrs 
Pudleigh's  opinion,  that  extraordinary 
means  must  oe  made  use  of;  and  was 
at  last  persuaded  into  placing  neiarly 
£20,000  in  his  new  banker's  hands, 
subject,  as  before,  to  Mrs  Dudleigh*s 
drafts,  which  she  promised  him  should 
be  as  seldom  and  as  moderate  as  she 
could  possibly  contrive  to  meet  neces- 
sary expenses  with.  His  many  and 
heavy  expenses,  together  with  the 
^reat  sacrifice  in  prospect,  when  the 
time  of  his  daughter's  marriage  should 
arrive,  supplied  him  with  new  incen- 
tives to  enter  into  commercial  specular 
tions.  He  tried  several  new  scnemes, 
threw  all  the  capital  he-could  command 
into  new  and  even  more  productive 
quarters,  and  calculated  on  making 
vast  accessions  of  fortune  at  the  end 
of  the  year. 

About  a  fortnight  after  Mr  Dudleigh 
had  informed  Mrs  Dudleigh  of  the  new 
lodgment  he  had  made  at  his  banker's, 
she  gave  a  very  large  evening  party  at 

her  nouse  in Square.    She  bad 

been  ver^  successful  in  her  guests  on 
the  occasion,  having  engaged  the  at- 
tendance of  my  Lords  TkiSf  and  my 
Ladies  That,  innumerable.  Even  the 
high  and  hauphty  Duke  of  -'-—  bad 
deigned  to  look  in  for  a  few  moments, 
on  his  way  to  a  party  at  Carlton 
House^  for  the  purpose  of  sneering  at 
the  "splendid  cit,"  and  extracting 
topics  of  laughter  for  his  royal  host. 

The  whole  of Square,  and  one  or 

two  of  the  adjoining  streets,  were  ab- 
solutely choked  with  carriages — the 
carriages  of  hbb  guests  I  When  you 
enter^  her  magnificent  apartments, 
and  had  made  your  way  through  the 
soft  crush  and  flutter  of  aristocracy, 
you  might  see  the  lady  of  the  house 
throbbing  and  panting  with  excite- 
ment— a  perfect  blaze  of  jewellery — 
flanked  by  her  very  kind  friends,  old 
Lady ,  and  the  well-known  Miss 


,  engaged,  as  usual,  at  unlimited 

loo.  The  good  humour  with  which 
Mrs  Dudleigh  lost,  was  declared  to 
be  "  quite  cbarming  "-^"  deserving  of 
better  fortune ; "  and,  inflamed  by  the 
cayenned  compliments  the^  forced 
upon  her,  she  was  just  uttering  smne 
sneering  and  insolent  allusion  to 
"that  odious  edjf,"  while  old  Lady 
— 'a  withered  talons  were  extended 
to  clutch  her  winnings,  when  there 
was  perceived  a  sudden  stir  about  the 
chief  door — ^then  a  general  bush-^and, 
in  a  moment  or  two,  a  gentleman,  in 
dusty  and  disordered  dress,  with  his 
bat  on,  rushed  through  the  astonished 
crowd,  and  made  his  way  towards  the 
card-table  at  which  Mrs  Dudleigh  was 
seated,  and  stood  confronting  her,  ex- 
tending towards  her  his  right  hand,  in 
which  was  a  thin  slip  of  paper.  It 
was  Mr  Dudleigh!  "There — there, 
madam !"  he  gasped  in  a  hoarse  voice 
-^"  there,  woman  !-^  what  have  you 
done  ?-^Buined — ruined  me,  madam 
'^you've  ruined  me !  My  credit  is 
destroyed  for  ever  !  —  my  name  is 
tainted.  Here's  the  first  cushonoured 
bill  that  ever  bore  Henir  Dudleigfa's 
name  upon  it  !*— Yes,  madam,  it  is  tou 
who  have  done  it !  *'  he  continued,  with 
vehement  tone  and  vesture,  utterly  re- 
gardless of  the  breathless  throngaround 
him,  and  continuing  to  extend  towards 
her  the  protested  bill  of  exchange. 

"  My  dear ! — ^my  dear — my— -my — 
mj  dear  Mr  Dudleigh,"  stammered  his 
wife,  without  rising  from  her  chair, 
"  what  is  the  matter,  love  ?  " 

"  Matter,  madam  ?— why,  by  ~  t 
—that  you've  ruined  me — ^that's  all  I 
Where's  the  £20,000 1  placed  in  Messrs 

's  hands  a  few  days  ago  ?  Where 

— WHEKE  is  it,  Mrs  Dudleigh?  "  he  conr 
tinned,  almost  shouting,  and  advancing 
nearer  to  her  with  his  fist  clenched. 

"  Henry !  —dear  Henry ! —mercy, 
meroy  I " — murmured  his  wife  faintly. 

"  Henry,  indeed !  Merct/  f — Silence, 
madam !  How  dare  yon  deny  me  an 
answer  ?  How  dare  you  swindle  me 
out  of  my  fortune  in  this  way?"  he 
continued,  fiercely  wiping  the  perspi- 
ration firom  his  forehead :  "  Here's  my 
bill  for  £4000,  made  payable  at  Messrs 
,  my  new  bankers;  and  when  it 
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.was  presented  this  morning,  madam, 
by  -.— —  I  the  reply  was,  *  ko  effects  !  * 
and  my  bill  has  been  dishonoured! 
Wretch !  what  have  ^ou  done  with  my 
money  ?  Where  is  it  all  gone  ?— I'm 
the  town's  talk  about  this  -— •  bill ! 
There'll  be  a  run  upon  me  I — ^I  know 
there  will— ay — this  is  the  way  my 
hard-earned  wealth  is  squandered,  you 
vile,  you  unprincipled  spendthrift!" 
he  continued,  turning  round  and  point- 
ing to  the  astounded  guests,  none  of 
whom  had  uttered  a  syllable.  Tlie 
music  had  ceased — the  dancers  left 
their  places — ^the  card-tables  were  de- 
serteo^in  a  word,  all  was  blank  con- 
sternation. The  fact  was,  that  old 
Jjady  — — ,  who  was  that  moment 
seated,  trembling  like  an  aspen  leaf, 
at  Mrs  Dudleigh's  right-^hand  side,  had 
won  from  her,  during  the  last  month, 
a  series  of  sums  amounting  to  little 
short  of  £9000,  which  Mrs  Dudleigh 
had  paid  the  day  belore,  by  a  cheque 
on  her  banker ;  and,  that  very  morn- 
ing, she  had  drawn  out  £4000  odd,  to 
pay  her  coachmaker's,  confectioner's, 
and  milliner's  bills,  and  supply  herself 
with  cash  for  the  evening's  spoliation. 
The  remaining  £7000  had  been  drawn 
out  during  the  preceding  fortnight,  to 
pay  her  viuious  clamorous  creditors, 
and  keep  her  in  readiness  for  the  gam- 
ing table.  Mr  Dudleigh,  on  hearing 
of  the  dishonour  of  his  bill — the  news 
of  which  was  brought  him  by  a  clerk, 
for  he  was  staying  at  a  friend's  house 
in  the  country^-^came  up  instantly  to 
town,  paid  the  bill,  and  then  hurried, 
half  beside  himself,  to  his  house  in 
—  Square.  It  is  not  at  all  wonder- 
ful, that,  though  Mr  Dudleigh's  name 
was  well  known  as  an  eminent  and  re- 
sponsible mercantile  man,  his  bankers, 
with  whom  he  had  but  recently  opened 
an  account,  should  decline  paying  his 
bill,  after  so  large  a  sum  as  £20,000 
had  been  drawn  out  of  their  hands  by 
Mrs  Dudleigh,  It  looked  suspicious 
enough,  truly ! 

"  Mrs  Dudleiffh !  where — ^whbbb  is 
my  £20,000?"  he  shouted  almost  at 
the  top  of  his  voice ;  but  Mrs  Dudleigh 
heard  liim  not,  for  she  had  fallen  faint- 
ing into  the  arms  of  Lady  — — .  Num- 
bers rushed  forward  to  her  assistance. 


The  confosion  and  agitation  that  en- 
sued it  would  be  impossible  to  describe ; 
and  in  the  midst  of  it,  Mr  Dudleigh 
strode,  at  a  furious  pace,  out  of  the 
room,  and  left  the  house.  For  the 
next' three  or  four  days  he  behaved 
like  a  madman.  His  apprehensions 
magnified  the  temporary  and  very 
trining  injury  his  credit  had  sustained, 
till  he  fancied  himself  on  the  eve  of 
becoming  bankrupt.  And,  indeed, 
where  is  the  merchant  of  any  emi- 
nence, whom  such  a  circumstance  as 
the  dishonour  of  a  bill  for  £4000  (how- 
ever afterwards  accounted  for)  would 
not  exasperate?     For   several  days 

Mr  Dudleigh  would  not  go  near 

Square,  and  did  not  once  inquire  after 
Mrs  Dudleigh.  My  professional  ser- 
vices were  put  into  requisition  on  her 
behalf.  Bage,  shame,  and  agony,  at 
the  thought  of  the  disgraceful  exposure 
she  had  met  with,  in  the  eyes  of  all 
her  assembled  guests — of  those  reispect- 
in^  whose  opinions  she  was  most  ex- 
qmsitely  sensitive — ^had  nearly  driven 
her  distracted.  She  continued  so  ill 
for  about  a  week,  and  exhibited  such 
frequent  glimpses  of  delirium,  that  I 
was  compelled  to  resort  to  very  active 
treatment  to  avert  a  brain  fever.  More 
than  once,  I  heard  her  utter  the  words, 
or  something  like  them—"  be  revenged 
on  him  yet  I "  but  whether  or  not  she 
was  at  the  time  sensible  of  the  import 
of  what  she  said,  I  did  not  know. 

The  incident  above  recorded — ^which 
I  had  from  the  lips  of  Mr  Dudleigh 
himself,  as  well  as  from  others — mme 
a  good  deal  of  noise  in  what  are  called 
"  tne  fashionable  circles,"  and  was  ob- 
scurely hinted  at  in  one  of  the  daily 
papers.  I  was  much  amused  at  hear- 
ing, in  the  various  circles  I  visited, 
the  conflicting  and  exaggerated  ac- 
counts of  it.  One  old  lady  told  me 
she  "  had  it  on  the  best  authority  that 
Mr  Dudleigh  actually  gtmek  his  wife, 
and  wrenched  her  purse  out  of  her 
hand!''  I  recommended  Mrs  Dud- 
leigh to  withdraw  for  a  few  weeks  to 
a  watering  place,  and  she  followed  my 
advice^  taking  with  her  Miss  Dud- 
leigh, whose  health  and  spirits  had 
suffered  materially  through  the  event 
which   has  been  mentioned.      Poor 
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girl !  she  was  of  a  very  different  mould 
from  her  mother,  and  suffered  acutely, 
though  silently,  at  witnessing  the  utter 
contempt  in  which  her  mother  was 
held  by  the  very  people  she  made  snch 

{)rodigious  efforts  to  court  and  conci- 
iate.  Can  any  situation  be  conceived 
more  painful?  Her  few  and  gentle 
remonstrances,  however,  met  invari- 
ably with  a  harsh  and  cruel  reception ; 
and,  at  last,  she  was  compelled  to  hold 
her  peace,  and  bewail,  in  mortified  si- 
lence, her  mother's  obtuseness. 

They  continued  at about  a 

month ;  and,  on  their  return  to  town, 
found  the  affair  quite  "  blown  over ; " 
and  soon  afterwards,  through  the  me- 
diation of  mutual  friends,  the  angry 
couple  were  reconciled  to  each  other. 
For  twelve  long  months,  Mrs  Dudleigh 
led  a  coraparativeljr  quiet  and  secluded 
life,  abstaining — with  but  a  poor  grace, 
it  is  true — from  company  and  cards — 
from  the  latter  compulsorily ;  for  no 
one  chose  to  sit  down  at  play  with 
her,  who  had  witnessed  or  heard  of 
the  event  which  had  taken  place  last 
season.  In  short,  everything  seemed 
going  on  well  with  our  merchant  and 
his  family.      It  was  fixed  that  his 

daughter  was  to  become  Lady as 

soon  as  young  Lord should  have 

returned  from  the  Continent;  and  a 
dazzling  dowry  was  spoke  of  as  hers 
on  the  day  of  her  marriage.  Pleased 
with  his  wife's  good  behaviour,  Mr 
Dudleigh's  confidence  and  good-nature 
revived,  and  he  held  the  reins  with  a 
rapidly  slackening  grasp.  In  propor- 
tion as  he  allowed  her  funds,  her  scared 
"friends"  flocked  again  around  her; 
and,  by  and  by,  she  was  seen  flouncing 
about  in  fashion  as  heretofore,  with 
small  "let  or  hindrance"  from  her 
husband.  The  world — ^the  sagacious 
world — called  Mr  Dudleigh  a  happy 
man  ;  and  the  city  swelled  at  tne 
mention  of  his  name  and  doings.  The 
mercantile  world  laid  its  highest  hon- 
ours at  his  feet.  The  Mayoralty — a 
Bank,  an  East  Indian  Directorship — 
a  seat  for  the  city  in  Parliament — all 
glittered  within  his  grasp  —  but  he 
would  not  stretch  forth  his  hand.  He 
was  content,  he  would  say,  to  be 
"  plain  Henry  Dudleigh,  whow  word 


was  as  good  as  his  bond" — ^a  leading 
man  on  'Change  —  and,    above   all, 
"  who  could  look  every  one  full  in  the 
face  with  whom  he  had  ever  had  to 
do."    He  was,  indeed,  a  worthy  man. 
— a  rich  and  racy  specimen  of  one  of 
those  glories  of  our  nation  —  a  true 
English  merchant.    The  proudest  mo- 
ments of  his  life  were  those,  when  an. 
accompanying  friend  could  estimate 
his  consequence,   by  witnessing  the 
mandarin  movements  that  everywhere 
met  him — ^the  obsequious  obeisances 
of  even  his  closest  rivals — as  he  hur- 
ried to    and  fro  about   the   central 
regions  of  'Change,  his  hands  stuck 
into  the  worn  pockets  of  his  plain 
snuff-coloured  coat.  The  merest  glance 
at  Mr  Dudleigh — ^his  hurried,  fidgety, 
anxious  gestures — ^the  keen,  cautious 
expression  of  his  glittering  grey  eyes 
— ^his  mouth,  screwed  up  like  a  shut 
purse — all,  all  told  of  the  "  man  of  a 
million."    There  was,  in  a  manner,  a 
"plum"  in  every  tread  of  his  foot,  in 
every  twinkle  of  his  eye.     He  could 
never  be  said  to  breathe  freely — ^really 
to  live — ^but  in  his  congenial  atmos- 
phere— ^his  native  element — the  city ! 
Once  every  year  he  gave  a  capital 
dinner,  at  a  tavern,  to  all  his  agents, 
clerks,  and  people  in  any  way  con- 
nected with  him  in  business  ;   and 
none   but   himself  knew   the   quiet 
ecstasy  with  which  he  took  his  seat 
at  the  head  of  them  all,  joined  in  their 
timid  jokes,  echoed  their  modest  laugh- 
ter, made  speeches,  and  was  be-speechi- 
fied  in  turn !    How  he  sat  while  great 
things  were  saying  of  him,  on  the  oc- 
casion of  his  health's  being  drunk! 
On  one  of  these  occasions,  lus  health 
had  been  proposed  by  his  sleek  head- 
clerk,  in  a  most  neat  and  appropriate 
speech,   and  drunk  with   uproarious 
enthusiasm;  and  good  Mr  Dudleigh 
was  on  his  legs,  energetically  making 
his  annual  avowal,  that  "  that  was  the 
proudest  moment  of  his  life,"  when 
one  of  the  waiters  came  and  inter- 
rupted him,  by  saying  that  a  gentle- 
man was  without,  waiting  to  speak  to 
him  on  most  important  business.    Mr 
Dudleigh  hurriedly  whispered  that  he 
would  attend  to  the  stranger  in  a  few 
minutes,  and  the  waiter  withdrew; 
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but  returned  in  a  second  or  two,  and 
put  a  card  into  his  hand.  Mr  Dud- 
leigh  was  electrified  at  the  name  it 
bore — that  of  the  great  loan-contrac- 
tor— ^the  city  Croesus,  whose  wealth 
was  reported  to  be  incalculable !  He 
hastily  called  on  some  one  to  supply 
his  place ;  and  had  hardly  passed  the 
door,  before  he  was  hastily  shaken  by 

the  hands  by ^  who  told  him  at 

once  that  he  had  called  to  propose  to 
Mr  Dudleigh  to  take  part  with  liim  in 
negotiating  a  very  large  loan  on  ac- 
count of  the Government !    After 

a  flurried  pause,  Mr  Dudlei^h,  scarcely 
knowing  what  he  was  saying,  assent- 
ed. In  a  day  or  two,  the  transac- 
tion was  duly  blazoned  in  the  leading 
papers  of  the  day ;  and  every  one  in 
the  city  spoke  of  him  as  one  likel}* 
to  double,  or  even  treble,  his  already 
ample  fortune.  Again  he  was  praised 
— again  censured — again  envied !  It 
was  considered  advisable  that  he 
should  repair  to  the  Continent,  dur- 
ing the  course  of  the  negotiation,  in 
order  that  he  might  personally  su- 
perintend some  important  collateral 
transactions :  and  wnen  there,  he  was 
most  unexpectedly  detained  nearly 
two  months.  Alas !  that  he  ever  left 
England  !  During  his  absence,  his 
infatuated  wife  betook  herself — "  like 
the  dog  to  his  vomit,  like  the  sow  to 
her  wallowing  in  the  mire" — ^to  her 
former  ruinous  courses  of  extrava- 
gance and  dissipation,  but  on  a  fear- 
mlly  larger  scale.  Her  house  was 
more  like  an  hotel  than  a  private 
dwelling ;  and  blazed  away,  night 
after  night,  with  light  and  company, 
till  the  whole  neighbourhood  com- 
plained of  the  incessant  uproar  occa- 
sioned by  the  mere  arrival  and  depar- 
ture of  her  guests.  To  her  other 
dreadful  besetments,  Mrs  Dudleigh 
now  added  the  odious  and  vulgar  vice 
of— intoxication !  She  complained  of 
the  deficiency  of  her  animal  spirits ; 
and  said  she  took  liquor  as  a  meaicinei 
She  required  stimulus  and  excitement, 
she  said,  to  sustain  her  mind  under 
the  perpetual  run  of  ill  luck  she  had 
at  cards !  It  was  in  vain  that  her  poor 
daughter  remonstrated,  and  almost 
cried  herself  into  fits,  on  seeing  her  mo- 


ther return  home,  frequently  in  the  dull 
stupor  of  absolute  intoxication !  '  *  Mo- 
ther, mother,  my  heart  is  breaking ! " 
said  she,  one  evening. 

"  So— so  is  mine,"  hiccupped  her 
parent ;  "so,  get  me  the  decanter ! " 

Young  Harry  Dudleigh  trode  emu- 
lously  in  the  footsteps  of  his  mother ; 
and  ran  riot  to  an  extent  that  was  be- 
fore unknown  to  Oxford  I  The  sons 
of  very  few  of  the  highest  nobility 
had  handsomer  allowances  than  he ; 
yet  was  he  constantly  over  head  and 
ears  in  debt.  He  was  a  backer  of  the 
rino^  ruffians;  a  great  man  at  cock 
and  dog  fights ;  a  racer ;  in  short,  a 
blackguard  of  the  first  water.  During 
the  recess,  he  had  come  up  to  town 
and  taken  up  his  quarters,  not  at  his 
father's  house,  but  at  one  of  the  dis- 
tant hotels,  where  he  might  pursue 
his  profligate  courses  without  fear  of 
interruption.  He  had  repeatedly  bul- 
lied his  mother  out  of  large  sums  of 
money  to  supply  his  infamous  extra- 
vagances; and,  at  length,  became  so 
insolent  and  exorbitant  in  his  de- 
mands, that  they  quarrelled.  One 
evening,  about  nine  o'clock,  Mrs  and 
Miss  Dudleigh  happened  to  be  sitting 
in  the  drawmg-room,  alone — and  the 
latter  was  pale  with  the  agitation 
consequent  on  some  recent  quarrel 
with  her  mother;  for  the  poor  girl 
had  been  passionately  reproaching 
her  mother  for  her  increasing  attach- 
ment to  liquor,  under  the  influence  of 
which  she  evidently  was  at  that  mo- 
ment. Suddenly  a  voice  was  heard 
in  the  hall,  and  on  the  stairs  singing, 
or  rather  bawling,  snatches  of  some 
comic  song  or  other :  the  drawing- 
room  door  was  presently  pushed  open, 
and  young  Dudleigh,  more  than  naif 
intoxicated,  made  his  appearance  in  a 
slovenly  isvening  dress. 

"  Madame  ma  mdre ! "  said  he,  stag- 
gering towards  the  sofa;,  where  his 
mother  and  sister  were  sitting — "  I — 
I  muet  be  supplied — ^I  must,  mother ! " 
he  hiccupped,  stretching  towards  her 
his  right  hand,  and  tapping  the 
palm  of  it  significantly  with  his  left 
fingers. 

"  Poh — nonsense  !^ff  to — to  bed, 
young  scapegrace!"  replied  his  mo- 
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ther  drowsily,  for  the  itapor  of  wine 
lay  heavily  on  her. 

"  'Tis  useless,  madam — qtdte,  I  as- 
sure you ! — Money — money— money  I 
must  and  will  have ! "  said  her  son, 
striving  to  steady  himself  against  a 
chair. 

•*  Why,  Harry,  dear !— where's  the 
fifty  pounds  I  gave  you  a  cheque  for 
only  a  day  or  two  ago  ?" 

"  Gone  I  gone  the  way  of  all  money, 
madam — as  you  know  pretty  well !  I — 
I  rmuft  have  £300  by  to-morrow  " 

"  Three  hundred  pounda,  Henry  1" 
exclaimed  bis  mother,  angrily. 

"  Tes,  ma'am !  Sir  Charles  won't  be 
put  off  any  longer,  he  says.  Has  my 
— ^my — ^word — *good  as  my  bond ' — >as 
the  old  governor  says  1  Mother,"  he 
continued,  in  a  louder  tone,  flinging 
his  hat  violently  «n  the  floor,  "I  must 
and  WILL  have  money  1 " 

"  Henry,  it's  disgraceful — ^infamous 
— most  infamous!  exclaimed  Miss 
Dudleigh,  with  a  shocked  air;  and 
raising  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes, 
she  rose  firom  the  8o£e^  and  walked  hur- 
riedly to  the  opposite  end  of  the  room, 
and  sat  down  in  tears.  Poor  girl ! — 
what  a  mother !  what  a  brother  I  The 
youn^  man  took  the  place  she  had  oo- 
cupied  by  her  mother's  side,  and,  in 
a  wheedling,  coaxing  way,  threw  his 
arm  around  Mrs  Du^eigh,  hiccupping 
— "  Mother,  give  me  a  cheque  t— do, 
please ! — 'tis  the  last  time  I'll  ask  you, 
for  a  twelvemonth  to  come! — and  I 
owe  £500  that  mutt  be  paid  in  a  day 
or  two ! " 

"  How  can  I,  Harry  ?  Dear  Harry, 
don't  be  unreasonable  I  recollect  I'm  a 
kind  mother  to  you,"  kissing^  him, 
"  and  don't  distress  me,  for  1  owe 
three  or  four  times  as  much  myself, 
and  cannot  pay  it." 

"Eh!  eh!  cannot  pay  it  1— stuff  1 
ma'am !  Why,  is  the  bank  run  dry  ?" 
he  continued,  with  an  apprehensive 
stare. 

"  Yes,  love,  lonff  ago  !'*  replied  his 
mother  with  a  sigh. 

"  Whoo,  whoo  1"  he  exclaimed;  and, 
rising,  he  walked,  or  rather  staggered 
a  few  steps  to  and  firo,  as  if  attempting 
to  collect  his  faculties,  and  think  I 

"  Ah,  ha,  h^il  eureka^  ma'am  t "  he 


exclaimed  suddenly  after  a  ])an«e,  snap- 
ping his  fingers,  "  I've  got  it— I  have ! 
the  PLATE,  mother !  the  plate— Hem ! 
raising  the  wind ;  you  understand 
me!" 

"Oh,  shocking,  shocking!"  sobbed 
Miss  Dudleigh,  hurrying  towards  them, 
wringing  her  hands  bitterly ;  "  0  mo- 
ther! O  Henry,  Henry!  would  you 
ruin  my  poor  father,  and  break  his 
heart  ?'^ 

"  Ah,  the  plate,  mother !  the  plate ! " 
he  continued,  addressing  his  mother ; 
then  turning  to  his  sister,  "  Away,  you 
little  puss,  puss !  what  do  you  unaer- 
stand  about  business,  eh !"  and  he  at- 
tempted to  kiss  her,  but  she  thrust  him 
away  with  indignation  and  honor  in 
her  gestures. 

"Come,  mother!— Will  it  do?     A 

lucky  thought !    The  plate!    Mr 

is  a  rare  hand  at  this  kind  of  thing — 
a  thousand  or  two  would  set  you  and 
me  to  rights  in  a  twinkling !  Come, 
what  say  you?" 

"Impossible,  Harry!"  replied  his 
mother,  turning  pale,  "  'tis  quite — 'tis 
— 'tis — out  of  tne  question  ! " 

"  Poh !  no  such  thing !  It  muit  be 
done!  Why  cannot  it,  ma'am?"  in- 
quired the  young  man  earnestly. 

"Why,  because,  if  you  mtutkaow, 
sirrah!  because  it  is  ALSEAnr  pawn- 
ed! "  replied  his  mother  in  a  loud  voice, 
shaking  her  hand  at  him  with  passion. 
Their  attention  was  attracted  at  that 
moment  towards  the  door,  which  had 
been  standing  ajar, — for  there  was 
the  sound  of  some  one  suddenly  fallen 
down.  After  an  instant's  pause,  they 
all  three  walked  to  the  door,  and  stood 
gazing  horror-struck  at  the  prostrate 
figure  of  Mr  Dudlbioh  ! 

He  had  been  standing  unperoeived 
in  the  doorway — Shaving  entered  the 
house  only  a  moment  or  two  after  his 
son— during  the  whole  of  the  dis- 
graceful scene  just  described,  almost 
petrified  with  grief,  amazement,  and 
norror,  till  he  could  bear  it  no  longer, 
and  fell  down  in  an  apoplectic  fit. 
He  had  but  that  evening  returned 
fi'om  abroad,  exhausted  witn  physical 
fatigue,  and  dispirited  in  mind;  for, 
whUe  abroad,  he  had  made  a  most 
disastrous  move  in  the  foreign  funds, 
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by  which  he  lost  upwards  of  sixty  or 
seTenty  thousand  pounds ;  and  his 
negotiation  scheme  also  turned  out 
very  unfcNrtunately ,  a&d  left  him  minus 
nearly  as  much  more.  He  had  hur- 
ried nome,  half  dead  with  rexation 
and  anxiety,  to  make  instant  arrange- 
ments for  meeting  the  most  pressing 
of  his  pecuniary  engagements  in  Eng- 
land, apprehensive,  m>m  the  gloomy 
tenor  of  his  agent's  letters  to  him 
while  abroad,  that  his  affairs  were 
falling  into  confasion.  Oh!  what  a 
he«rt-breaking  scene  had  he  to  en- 
counter, instead  of  the  comforts  and 
welcome  of  home  I 

This  incident  brought  me  a^n 
into  contact  with  this  devoted  faxmly ; 
for  I  was  summoned  by  the  distracted 
daughter  to  her  father's  bedside,  which 
I  found  surrounded  by  his  wife  and 
children.  The  shock  of  his  presence 
had  completely  sobered  both  mother 
and  son,  whohung,  horror-stricken  over 
him,  on  each  side  of  the  bed,  endea- 
vouring in  vain  to  recall  him  to  sensi- 
bility. I  had  scarcely  entered  the 
room,  before  Mrs  Dudleigh  was  car- 
ried away  swooning  in  the  arms  of  a 
servant.  Mr  Dudleigh  was  in  a  fit  of 
apoplexy.  He  lay  in  a  state  of  pro- 
found stupor,  breathing  stertorously 
— more  like  snorting.  I  had  him 
raised  into  nearly  an  upright  posi- 
tion, and  immediately  bled  him  large- 
ly from  the  ju^ar  vein.  "While  the 
blood  was  flowing,  my  attention  was 
arrested  by  the  appearance  of  young 
Ihidleigh,  who  was  kneeling  down 
by  the  bedside,  his  hands  clasped  con- 
vulsively together,  and  his  swollen 
blood-shot  eyes  fixed  on  his  father. 
"  Father !  father  t  father ! "  were  the 
only  words  he  uttered,  and  these  fell 
quivering  from  his  lipa  unconsciously. 
Miss  Dudleigh,  who  had  stood  lean- 
ing against  the  bedpost  in  stupefied 
silence,  and  pale  as  a  statue,  was  at 
length  too  faint  to  continue  any  longer 
in  an  upright  posture,  and  was  led  out 
of  the  room.  Here  was  misery !  here 
was  remorse ! 

I  continued  with  my  patient  more 
than  an  hour,  and  was  gratified  at 
finding  that  there  was  every  appear- 
ance df  the  attack  proving  a  piiia  and 
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manageable  one.  I  prescribed  suitable 
rememes,  and  left-~-enjoining  young 
Dudleigh  not  to  quit  his  father  for  a 
moment,  but  to  watch  every  breath  he 
drew.  He  hardly  seemed  to  hear  me, 
and  gazed  in  my  face  vacantly  while 
I  ad£:essed  him.  I  shook  him  gently, 
and  repeated  my  injunctions ;  but  all 
he  could  reply  was — "Oh — doctor-r- 
we  have  killea  him ! " 

Before  leaving  the  house,  I  repaired 
to  the  chamber  where  Mrs  Dudleigh 
lay,  just  recovering  from  strong  hys- 
terics. I  was  filled  with  astonisfamaent, 
on  reflecting  upon  the  whole  scene 
of  that  evening;  and,  in  particular, 
on  the  appearance  and  remorsefal  ex- 
pressions of  young  Dudleigh.  What 
could  have  happened  ? — ^A  day  or  two 
afterwards,  Mis^  Dudleigh,  with  shame 
and  reluctance,  communicated  to  me 
the  chief  facts  above  stated  i  Her  own 
health  and  spirits  were  manifestly 
suffering  from  the  distressing  scenes 
she  had  to  endure.  She  told  me  with 
energy  that  she  could  sink  into  the 
earth,  on  reflecting  that  she  was  the 
daughter  of  such  a  mother,  the  sister 
of  such  a  brother ! 

[The  Diary  passes  hastily  over  a 
fortnight — saying  merely  that  Mr 
Dudleigh  recovered  more  rapidly  than 
could  have  been  expected — and  pro- 
ceeds—1 

Monday f  Jtme  18. — While  I  was 
sitting  beside  poor  Mr  Dudleigh,  this 
afternoon,  feebng  his  pulse,  and  put- 
ting questions  to  him,  which  he  was 
able  to  answer  with  tolerable  distinct- 
ness, Miss  Dudleigh  came  and  whis- 
pered that  her  mother — who,  though 
she  had  seen  her  husband  frequent^, 
had  not  spoken  to  him,  or  been  recog- 
nised by  nim  since  his  illness — ^was 
anxious  then  to  come  in,  as  she  heard 
that  he  was  perfectly  sensible.  I  asked 
him  if  he  had  any  objections  to  see 
her ;  and  he  replied  with  a  sigh — "  Na 
Let  her  come  in,  and  see  what  she  has 
brought  me  to ! "  In  a  few  minutes' 
time  she  was  in  the  room.  I  observed 
Mr  Dudleigh's  eyes  directed  anxiously 
to  the  door  before  she  entered ;  and 
the  instant  he  saw  her  pallid  features, 
and  the  languid  exhausted  air  with 
which  she  advanced  towards  the  bed, 
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he  lifted  up  liis  shaking  hands,  and 
beckoned  towards  her.  His  eyes  filled 
with  tears,  to  overflowing,  and  he 
attempted  to  speak — ^but  in  vain.  She 
tottered  to  his  side,  and  fell  down  on 
her  knees ;  while  he  clasped  her  hands 
in  his,  kissed  her  affectionately,  and 
both  of  them  wept  like  children ;  as 
did  young  Dudleigh  and  his  sister. 
That  was  the  hour  of  full  forgiveness 
and  reconciliation  !  It  was  indeed  a 
touching  scene.  There  lay  the  deeply 
injured  father  and  husband,  his  grey 
hair  (grown  long  during  his  absence 
on  the  Continent,  and  his  illness) 
combed  back  from  his  temples ;  his 
pale  and  fallen  features  exhibiting 
deep  traces  of  the  anguish  he  had 
borne.  He  gave  one  hand  to  his  son 
and  daughter,  while  the  other  con- 
tinued grasped  b}*^  Mrs  Dudleigh. 

"  Oh,  dear,  dear  husband ! — Can  you 
forgive  us,  who  have  so  nearly  broken 
your  heart  ?  " — she  sobbed,  kissing  his 
forehead.  He  strove  to  reply,  but 
burst  into  tears,  without  being  able  to 
u^ter  a  word.  Fearful  that  the  pro- 
longed excitement  of  such  an  inter- 
view might  prove  injurious,  I  gave 
Mrs  Dudleigh  a  liint  to  withdraw — 
and  left  the  room  with  her.  She  had 
-scarcely  descended  the  staircase,  when 
she  suddenly  seized  my  arm,  stared 
me  full  in  the  face,  and  burst  into  a 
fit  of  loud  and  wild  laughter.  I  carried 
her  into  the  first  room  I  could  find, 
and  gave  her  all  the  assistance  in  my 
power.  It  was  long,  however,  before 
she  recovered.  She  continually  ex- 
claimed— "Oh,  what  a  wretch  I've 
been ! — What  a  vile  wretch  I've  been ! 
—and  he  so  kind  and  forgiving  too !  '* 

As  soon  as  Mr  Dudleigh  was  sufii- 
ciently  recovered  to  leave  his  bed- 
room— contrary  to  .  my  vehemently 
expressed  opinion — ^he  entered  at  once 
on  the  active  management  of  his 
affairs.  It  is  easy  to  conceive  how 
business  of  such  an  extensive  and 
complicated  character  as  his  must  have 
suffered  from  so  long  an  intermission 
of  his  personal  superintendence  — 
especiallv  at  such  a  critical  conjunc- 
ture. Tnough  his  head-clerk  was  'an 
able  and  faithful  man,  he  was  not  at 
all  equal  to  the  overwhelming  task 


which  devolved  upon  him ;  ind  when 
Mr  Dudleigh,  the  first  day  of  his  com- 
ing down  stairs,  sent  for  him,  in  order 
to  learn  the  general  aspect  of  his 
affairs,  he  wrung  his  hands  despair- 
ingly, to  find  the  lamentable  confusion 
into  which  they  had  fallen.  The  first 
step  to  be  taken,  was  the  discovery  of 
funds  wherewith  to  meet  some  heavy 
demands  which  had  been,  for  some 
time,  clamorously  asserted.  What, 
however,  was  to  be  done?  His  un- 
fortunate speculations  in  the  foreign 
funds  had  made  sad  havoc  of  his  float- 
ing capital;  and  further  fluctuations 
in  the  English  funds,  during  his  ill- 
ness, had  added  to  his  losses.  As  far 
as  ready  money  went,  therefore,  he  was 
comparatively  penniless.  All  his  re- 
sources were  so  locked  up,  as  to  be 
promptly  available  only  at  ruinous 
sacrifices;  and  yet  he  must  procure 
many  thousands  within  a  few  days — 
or  he  trembled  to  contemplate  the 
consequences. 

"  Call  in  the  money  I  advanced  on 
mortgage  of  my  Lord  's  pro- 
perty," said  he. 

"  We  shall  lose  a  third,  sir,  of  what 
we  advanced  if  we  do,"  replied  the 
clerk. 

"  Can't  help  it,  sir,  must  have  money 
— and  that  instantly — call  it  in,  sir." 
The  clerk,  with  a  sigh,  entered  his 
orders  accordingly. 

"  Ah — ^let  me  see.  Sell  all  my 
shares  in  — ." 

"  Allow  me  to  suggest,  sir,  that,  if 
you  will  but  wait  two  months,  or  even 
six  weeks  longer,  they  will  be  worth 
twenty  times  what  you  gave  for  them ; 
whereas,  if  you  part  with  them  at  pre- 
sent, it  must  be  at  a  heavy  discount." 

"  Must  have  money,  sir !  must ! — 
write  it  down  too,"  replied  Mr  Dud- 
leigh sternly.  In  this  manner  he 
'*  ticketed  out  his  property  for  ruin," 
as  his  clerk  said — ^throughout  the  in- 
terview. His  demeanour  and  spirit 
were  altogether  changed;  the  first 
was  become  stern  and  imperative,  the 
latter  rash  and  inconsiderate,  to  a  de- 

free  which  none  would  credit,  who 
ad  known  his  former  mode  of  con- 
ducting business.  All  the  prudence 
and  energy  which  had  secured  him 
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snch  splendid  results,  seemed  now 
lost,  irrecoverably  lost.  Whether  or 
not  this  chan&;e  was  to  be  accounted 
for  by  mental  imbecility  consequent 
on  his  recent  apoplectic  seizure,  or 
the  disgust  he  felt  at  toiling  in  the 
accumulation  of  wealth  which  had 
been,  and  might  yet  be,  so  profligately 
squandered,  1  know  not ;  but  his  con- 
duct now  consisted  of  alternations  be- 
tween the  extremes  of  rashness  and 
timorous  indecision.  He  would  waver 
and  hesitate  about  the  outlay  of  hun- 
dreds, when  every  one  else — even 
those  most  proverDially  prudent  and 
sober — would  venture  their  thousands 
with  an  almost  absolute  certainty  of 
tenfold  profits ;  and  again,  would  fling 
away  thousands  into  the  very  yawn- 
ing jaws  of  villany.  He  would  not 
tolerate  remonstrance  or  expostula- 
tion ;  and,  when  any  one  ventured  to 
hint  surprise  or  dissatisfaction  at  the 
conduct  he  was  pursuing,  he  would 
say  tartly,  "that  he  had  reasons  of 
his  own  for  what  he  was  doing"  His 
brother  merchants  were,  for  a  length 
of  time,  puzzled  to  account'  for  his 
conduct.  At  first,  they  gave  him 
credit  for  playing  some  deep  and  des- 
perate game,  and  trembled  at  his 
nardihood ;  but,  after  waiting  a  while, 
and  perceiving  no 

^wondrous  issue 

Leapt  down  their  gaping  throats^  to  recom- 
pense 
long  hours  of  patient  hope 

they  came  to  the  conclusion,  that,  as 
he  had  been  latterly  unfortunate,  and 
was  growing  old,  and  indisposed  to 
prolong  the  doubtful  cares  or  money- 
making,  he  had  determined  to  draw 
his  affairs  into  as  narrow  a  compass 
as  possible,  with  a  view  to  withdraw- 
ing altogether  from  active  life,  on  a 
handsome  independence.  Every  one 
commended  his  prudence  in  so  act- 
ing— "  in  letting  well  alone."  "  Easy 
come,  easy  go,"  is  an  old  saw,  but 
signally  characteristic  of  rapidly  ac- 
quired commercial  fortunes;  and  by 
these,  and  similar  prudential  conside- 
rations, did  they  consider  Mr  Dudleigh 
to  be  actuated.  This  latter  supposi- 
tion was  strengthened  by  observing 


the  other  parts  of  his  conduct.  His 
domestic  arrangements  indicated  a 
spirit  of  rigorous  retrenchment.  His 
house  near  Richmond  was  advertised 
for  sale,  and  bought,  "  out  and  out,"  by 
a  man  who  had  grown  rich  in  Mr  Dud- 
leigh's  service.  Mrs  Dudleigh  gave,  re- 
ceived, and  accepted  fewer  and  fewer 
invitations:  was  less  been  at  public 
places ;  and  drove  only  in  one  plain 
chariot.  Young  Dudleigh's  allowance 
at  Oxford  was  curtailed,  and  narrowed 
down  to  £300  a-y ear ;  and  he  was  for- 
bidden to  go  abroad,  that  he  might 
stay  at  home  to  prepare  for — orders ! 
There  was  nothing  questionable  or 
alarming  in  all  this,  even  to  the  most 
forward  quidnuncs  of  the  city.  The 
world  that  had  blazoned  and  lauded 
his,  or  rather  his  famihfa  extrava- 
gance, now  commended  ms  judicious 
economy.  As  for  himself,  personally, 
he  had  resumed  his  pristine  clock- 
work punctuality  of  movements ;  and 
the  only  difference  to  be  perceived  in 
his  behaviour  was  an  air  of  unceasing 
thoughtfulness  and  reserve.  This  was 
accounted  for,  by  the  rumoured  un- 
happiness  he  endured  in  his  family — 
for  which  Mrs  Dudleigh  was  given 
ample  credit.  And  then  his  favourite 
— ^his  idolised  child — Miss  Dudleigh 
— ^was  exhibiting  alarming  symptoms 
of  ill  health.  She  was  notoriously  ne- 
glected by  her  young  and  noble  suitor, 
who  continued  abroad  much  longer 
than  the  period  he  had  himself  fixed 
on.  She  was  of  too  delicate  and  sen- 
sitive a  character,  to  hear  with  indif- 
ference the  impertinent  and  cruel 
speculations  which  this  occasioned  in 
"  society."  When  I  looked  at  her — 
her  beauty,  her  amiable  and  fascin- 
ating  manners,  her  high  accomplish- 
ments— and,  in  many  conversations, 
perceived  the  superior  feelings  of  her 
soul — ^it  was  with  difficulty  I  brought 
myself  to  believe  that  she  was  the 
offspring  of  such  a  miserably  inferior 
woman  as  her  mother.  To  return, 
however,  to  Mr  Dudleigh:  He  who 
has  once  experienced  an  attack  of 
apoplexy,  ought  never  to  be  entirely 
from  under  medical  mrvelUcmce.  I 
was  in  the  habit  of  calling  upon  him 
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once  or  twice  a-week,  to  aflcertam  how 
he  was  going  on.  I  observed  a  great 
change  in  mm.  Though  never  dis- 
tingmshed  by  high  animal  spirits,  he 
seemed  now  under  the  influence  of  a 

When  I  would  put  to  hun  some  such 
matter^f-fact    question    afl  —  "  How 

foes  the  world  with  you  now,  Mr 
>udleigh?"  he  would  reply  with  an 
air  of  lassitude — 

"  Oh,  as  it  ought  /  as  it  ought."  He 
ceased  to  speak  of  his  mercantile 
transactions  with  spirit  or  energy; 
and  it  was  only  by  a  visible  efort  that 
he  dragged  himself  into  the  city. 

When  a  man  is  once  on  the  ineUnsd 
plane  of  life — once  fairly  "  going  down 
niU" — one  push  will  do  as  much  as 
fifty;  and  such  a  one  poor  Mr  Dud- 
leigh  was  not  long  in  receiving.  Bu- 
mours  were  already  fljring  about,  that 
his  credit  had  no  more  substantial 
support  than  petper  props ;  in  other 
woxtls,  that  he  was  obliged  to  resort 
to  accommodation  bills  to  meet  his 
engagements.  When  once  such  re- 
ports are  current  and  accredited,  I 
need  hardly  say,  that  it  is  "all  up" 
with  a  man  in  the  city.  And  ought 
it  not  to  be  so  ?  I  observed,  a  little 
while  ago,  that  Mr  Dudleigh,  since 
his  illness,  conducted  his  anairs  very 
differentlv  from  what  he  had  formerly. 
He  would  freight  his  vessels  with  un- 
marketable cargoes,  in  spite  of  all  the 
representations  of  his  servants  and 
friends;  and,  when  his  advices  con- 
firmed the  truth  of  their  surmises,  he 
would  order  the  g^ods  to  be  sold  off, 
fi-equently  at  a  fifth  or  eighth  of  their 
value.  These,  and  many  similar 
fraaks,  becoming  generally  known, 
soon  alienated  from  him  the  confi- 
dence even  of  his  oldest  connexions; 
credit  was  given  him  reluctantly,  and 
then  only  to  a  small  extent — and 
sometimes  even  point-blank  refused ! 
He  bore  all  this  with  apparent  calm- 
ness, observing  simply  that  "  times 
were  altered! "  Still  he  had  a  corps 
de  reterve  in  his  fieivourite  investiture 
—mortgages ;  a  species  of  security  in 
which  he  long  had  locked  up  some  forty 
or  fifty  thousand  pounds.  Anxious  to 
assign  a  mortgage  for  £15,000,  he  had 


at  last  succeeded  in  finding  an  aSi* 
signee  on  advantageous  terms,  whose 
solicitor,  after  carefully  inspecting  the 
deed,  pronounced  it  so  much  waste 
paper,  owing  to  some  great  technical 
flaw,  or  informality,  which  vitiated 
the  whole.  Poor  Mr  Dudleijg^h  hur- 
ried with  consternation  to  his  attor- 
ney; who,  after  a  long  show  of  in- 
credulity, at  last  acknowledged  the 
existence  of  the  defect!  Under  his 
advice,  Mr  Dudleigh  instantly  wrote 
to  the  party  whose  proi)erty  was  mort- 
gaged, frankly  informing  him  of  the 
circumstance,  and  appealing  to  his 
"  honour  and  good  feeling."  He  might 
as  well  have  appealed  to  the  winds ! 
for  he  received  a  reply  from  the  mort- 
gager's attorney,  statmg  simply,  that 
*'  his  client  was  prepared  to  stand  or 
fall  by  the  deed,  and  so,  of  course, 
must  the  mortgager!"  What  was 
Mr  Dudleiffh's  utter  dismay  at  find- 
ing, on  further  examination,  that  every 
mortgage  transaction— except  one  for 
£1600 — ^which  had  been  intrusted  to 
the  management  of  the  same  attorney, 
was  equally,  or  even  more  invalid  than 
the  one  above  mentioned !  Two  of  the 
heaviest  proved  to  be  worthless,  as 
second  mortgages  of  the  same  pro- 
perty, and  all  tine  remainder  were  in- 
valid, on  account  of  divers  defects  and 
informalities.  It  turned  out  that  Mr 
Dudleigh  had  been  in  the  hands  of  a 
swindler,  who  had  intentionally  com- 
mitted the  draft  error,  and  colluded 
with  his  principal,  to  outwit  his  un- 
suspecting client,  Mr  Dudleigh,  in  the 
matter  of  the  double  mortgages !  Mr 
Dudleigh  instantly  commenced  actions 
against  the  first  mortgager,  to  recover 
the  money  he  had  advanced,  in  spite 
of  the  flaw  in  the  mortgage  deed,  and 
against  the  attorney  uirough  whose 
vUlany  he  had  suffered  so  severely. 
In  the  former — which,  of  course,  de- 
cided the  fate  of  the  remaining  mort- 
gages similarly  situated — ^he  failed; 
in  the  latter,  he  succeeded,  as  far  as 
the  bare  gaining  of  a  verdict  could  be 
so  considered ;  hut  the  attorney,  ex- 
asperated at  being  brought  before  the 
court  and  exposed  by  his  cUent,  de- 
fended the  action  in  such  a  manner  as 
did  himself  no  good,  at  the  same  time 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


THE  UTTINED  MERCHANT 


243 


that  it  nearly  ruined  the  poor  plaintiff; 
for  he  raked  up  every  circumstance 
that  had  come  to  his  knowledge  pro- 
fessionally, during  the  course  of  seve- 
ral years'  confidential  connection  with 
Mr  Dndleigh,  and  which  could  pos- 
sibly be  tortured  into  a  disreputable 
shape ;  and  gave  his  foul  bnef  into 
the  hands  of  an  ambitious  young 
counsel,  who,  faithful  to  his  instruc- 
tions, and  eager  to  make  the  most  of 
so  rich  an  opportunity  of  vituperative 
declamation,  contrived  so  to  olacken 
poor  Mr  Dudleigh's  character,  by 
cunning,  cruel  inuendoes,  asserting 
nothing,  but  suggesting  everythingvile 
and  atrocious,  that  poor  Mr  Dud- 
leigh,  who  was  in  court  at  the  time, 
began  to  think  himself,  in  spite  of 
himself,  one  of  the  most  execrable 
scoundrels  in  existence ;  and  hurried 
home  in  a  paroxysm  of  rage,  agony, 
and  despair,  which,  but  for  my  being 
opportunely  sent  for  by  Mrs  Dudleigh, 
and  bleeding  him  at  once,  must,  in 
all  probability,  have  induced  a  second 
and  fatal  apoplectic  seizure.  His  ener- 
gies, for  weeks  afterwards,  lay  in  a 
state  of  complete  stagnation;  and  I 
found  he  was  sinking  into  the  con- 
dition of  an  irrecoverable  hypochon- 
driac. Everything,  from  that  time, 
went  wrong  with  mm.  He  made  no 
provision  for  the  payment  of  his  regu- 
lar debts ;  creditors  precipitated  their 
claims  from  all  quarters ;  and  he  had 
no  resources  to  fall  hack  upon  at  a 
moment's  exigency.  Some  of  the  more 
fi>rbearing  of  his  creditors  kindly  con- 
sented to  give  him  time,  but  the  small 
fry  pestered  him  to  distraction;  and 
at  last,  one  of  the  latter  class,  a  rude, 
hard-hearted  fellow,  cousin  to  the  at- 
torney whom  Mr  Dudleigh  had  re- 
cently prosecuted,  on  receiving  the 
requisite  "denial,"  instantly  went  and 
struck  the  docket  against  his  unfor- 
tunate debtor,  and  Mr  Dudleigh — 
the  celebrated  Mr  Dudleigh — ^became 
a  Baotcrupt  ! 

For  some  hours  after  he  had  received 
an  official  notification  of  the  event,  he 
seemed  completely  stunned.  He  did 
not  utter  a  syllable  when  first  informed 
of  it ;  but  his  face  assumed  a  ghastly 
paleness.  He  walked  to  and  fro  about 


the  room — ^now  pausing — ^then  hurry- 
ing on — then  pausing  again,  striking 
his  hands  on  his  forehead,  and  ex- 
claiming, with  an  abstracted  and  in- 
credulous air — "  A  bankrupt !  a  bank- 
rupt !  Henry  Dvdleigh  a  bankrupt ! 
Wnat  are  they  saying  on  'Change?" 
In  subsequently  describing  to  me  his 
feelings  at  this  period,  he  said  he  felt 
as  though  he  iiad  "fallen  into  his 
grave  for  an  hour  or  two,  and  come 
out  again  cold  and  stupefied." 

While  he  was  in  this  state  of  mind, 
his  daughter  entered  the  room,  wan 
and  trembling  with  agitation. 

"  My  dear  little  love,  what's  wrong? 
What's  wrong,  eh  ?  What  has  dashed 
you,  my  sweet  flower,  eh?"  said  he, 
folding  her  in  his  arms,  and  hugging 
her  to  his  breast.  He  led  her  to  a 
seat,  and  placed  her  on  his  knee.  He 
passed  his  hand  over  her  pale  fore- 
head. "  What  have  you  been  about 
to-day,  Agnes  ?  You  ve  forgotten  to 
dress  your  hair  to-day,"  taking  her 
raven  tresses  in  his  fingers — "  Come, 
these  must  be  curled  !  They  are  all 
damp,  love !    What  makes  you  cry  ?" 

"  My  dear,  dear,  dear,  darling  father ! " 
sobbed  ihe  agonised  girl,  almost  choked 
with  her  emotions — clasping  her  arms 
convulsively  round  his  neck — "  I  love 
you  dearer — a  thousand  times — ^than  I 
ever  loved  you  in  my  life  ! " 

"  My  sweet  love ! "  he  exclaimed, 
bursting  into  tears.  Neither  of  them 
spoke  for  several  minutes. 

"You  are  young,  Agnes,  and  may 
be  happy — ^but  as  for  me,  I  am  an  old 
tree,  whose  roots  are  rotten  !  The 
blasts  have  beaten  me  down,  my  dar- 
ling!" She  clung  closer  to  him,  but 
spoke  not.  "  Agnes,  will  you  stay  with 
me,  now  that  I  m  made  a — a  beggar? 
Will  you?  I  can  hve  you  yet — but 
that's  all !  '*  said  he,  staring  vacantly 
at  her.  After  a  pause,  he  suddenly 
released  her  from  his  knee,  rose  from 
his  seat,  and  walked  hurriedly  about 
the  room. 

"  Agnes,  love !  Why,  is  it  true — ^is 
it  really  true  that  I'm  made  a  bank- 
rupt of,  after  all  ?  And  is  it  come  to 
that  ?  "  He  resumed  his  seat,  covered 
his  face  with  his  hands,  and  wept  like 
a  child.  "  'Tis  for  yott,  my  darling — 
OOQle 
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for  my  family — my  children  that  I 
grieve !  What  is  to  become  of  you  ?  " 
Again  he  panged.  "  Well  1  it  cannot 
be  helped — ^it  is  more  my  misfortune 
than  my  fault!  GK>d  knows  IVe  tried  to 
pay  my  way  as  I  went  on — and — and 
— no,  no !  it  doesn't  follow  that  every 
man  is  a  viUain  that's  a  bankrupt!  '* 

"  No,  UQ,  no,  father !  "  replied  his 
daughter,  again  flin^ng  her  arms  round 
his  neck,  and  kissmg  him  with  pas- 
sionate fondness,  "  your  honour  is  un- 
touched— ^it  is  " 

"  Ay,  love — ^but  to  make  the  toorld 
think  so — There's  the  rub !  What  has 
been  said  on  'Change  to-day,  Agnes  ? 
That's  what  hurts  me  to  my  som!  '* 

*  *  "  Come,  father,  be  calm ! 
We  shall  yet  be  happv  and  quiet,  after 
this  little  breeze  has  blown  over !  Oh, 
yes,  yes,  father !  We  will  remove  to  a 
nice  little  comfortable  house,  and  live 
among  ourselves ! " 

"  But,  Agnes,  can  tou  do  all  this  ? 
Can  you  make  up  your  mind  to  live 
in  a  lower  rank — to — to — ib  be,  in  a 
manner,  your  own  servant  ?  " 

"  "S'es,  God  knows,  I  can !  Father,  I'd 
rather  be  your  servant-girl  than  wife 
of  the  king!"  replied  the  poor  girl 
with  enthusiasm. 

"Oh,  my  daughter! — Come,  come, 
let  us  go  into  the  next  room,  and  do 
you  play  me  my  old  favourite — *  O 
Nanny^  mU ilwu gainq  wV  me*  You'll 
feel  it,  Agnes ! "  He  led  her  into  an  ad- 
joining room,  and  set  her  down  at  the 
instrument,  and  stood  by  her  side. 

"  We  must  not  part  with  this  piano, 
my  love — ^must  we  ?  "  said  she,  putting 
her  arms  round  his  neck — "  we'll  try 
and  have  it  saved  from  the  wreck  of 
our  furniture ! "  She  commenced  play- 
ing the  tmie  he  had  requested,  and 
went  through  it. 

"  Sing,  love — sing! "  said  her  farther. 
"I  love  the  words  as  much  as  the 
music !  Would  you  cheat  me,  you  little 
rogue  ?  "  She  made  him  no  reply,  but 
went  on  playing,  very  irregularly,  how- 
ever. 

"  Come !  you  must  sing,  Agnes !  " 

"  I  can't  I "  she  murmured.  "  My 
heart  is  breaking!     Mj^ — ^my — bro — 

"  and  fell  fainting  into  the  arms 

of  her  father.    He  rang  instantly  for 


aflsistance.  In  carrying  her  from  thd 
music-stool  to  the  sofa,  an  open  letter 
dropped  from  her  bosom.  MrDudleigh 
hastuy  picked  it  up,  and  saw  that  the 
direction  was  in  the  handwriting  of 
his  ton^  and  bore  the  "  Wapping"  post- 
mark. The  stunning  contents  were 
as  follows: — "My  deaj,  dear,  dear 
Ag^es,  farewell ! — it  may  be  for  ever  ! 
I  fly  from  my  country!  While  you 
are  reading  tms  note,  1  am  on  my  way 
to  America.  Do  not  call  me  cruel 
my  sweet  sister,  for  my  heart  is  broken  1 
— ^broken !  Yesterday,  near  Oxford,  I 
fought  with  a  man  who  dared  to  insult 
me  about  our  family  troubles.  I  am 
afraid— God  forgive  me — that  I  have 
killed  him !  Agnes,  Agnes,  the  blood- 
hounds are  after  me !  Even  were  they 
not,  I  could  not  bear  to  look  on  my 
poor  father,  whom  I  have  helped  to  ruin, 
under  the  encouragement  of  one  who 
might  have  bred  me  better !  I  cannot 
stay  in  England,  for  I  have  lost  my 
station  in  society ;  I  owe  thousands'! 
can  never  repay;  besides,  A^es,  Agnes! 
the  bloodhounds  are  after  me !  I  scarce- 
ly know  what  I  am  saying !  Break  all 
this  to  my  father — ^my  wretched  father 
— as  gradually  as  you  can.  Do  not 
let  him  know  of  it  for  a  fortnighi^  at 
least.  May  God  be  your  friend,  my 
dear  Ag^es  I  Pray  for  me !  pray  for 
me,  my  darling  Agpaes ! — yes,  for  me, 
your  wretched,  guilty,  heart-broken 
brother!— H.  D." 

"  Ah !  he  might  have  done  worse — 
he  mighi  have  done  worse ! "  exclaimed 
the  stupefied  father.  "Well,  I  must 
think  about  it ! "  and  he  calmly  folded 
up  the  letter  to  put  it  into  his  pocket- 
book,  when  his  daughter's  eye  caught 
sight  of  it,  for  she  had  recovered  from 
her  swoon  while  he  was  reading  it; 
and  with  a  faint  shriek,  and  a  frantic 
effort  to  snatch  it  from  him,  she  fell 
back,  and  swooned  again.  Even  all. 
this  did  not  rouse  Mr  Dudleigh.  He 
sat  still,  gazing  on  his  daughter  with 
a  vacant  stare,  and  did  not  make  the 
slightest  effort  to  assist  her  recoveiy* 
I  was  summoned  in  to  attend  her,  for 
she  was  so  ill  that  they  carried  her 
up  to  bed. 

Poor  girl ! — poor  Aggies  Dudleigh ! 
— already  had   consumftion  marked 
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her  for  his  own!  The  reader  may 
possibly  recollect  that,  in  a  previous 
part  of  this  narrative,  Miss  Dudleigh 
-was  represented  to  be  affianced  to  a 
young  nobleman.  I  need  hardlv,  I 
suppose,  inform  him  that  the  "  afifair" 
was  "  ail  off,"  as  soon  as  ever  Lord 

heard  of  her  fallen  fortunes.    To 

do  him  justice,  he  behaved  in  the 
business  with  perfect  politeness  and 
condescension ;  wrote  to  her  from 
Italy,  carefully  returning  her  all  her 
letters ;  spoke  of  her  admirable  quali- 
ties in  the  handsomest  strain ;  and,  in 
choice  and  feeling  language,  regretted 
the  altered  state  of  his  affections,  and 
that  the  "  fates  had  ordained  their 
separation."  A  few  months  after- 
wards, the  estranged  couple  met  ca- 
sually in  Hyde  Park,  ana  Lord 

passed  Miss  Dudleigh  with  a  strange 
stare  of  irrecoghition,  that  showed  the 
advances  he  nad  made  in  the  com- 
mand of  manner !  She  had  been  really 
attached  to  him,  for  he  was  a  young 
man  of  hancbsome  appearance,  and  ele- 
gant winning  manners.  The  only 
things  he  wanted  were  a  head  and  a 
heart.  This  circumstance,  added  to 
the  perpetual  harassment  of  domestic 
sorrows,  had  completely  undermined 
her  delicate  constitution ;  and  her 
brother's  conduct  prostrated  the  few 
remaining  ener^es  that  were  left  her. 
But  Mrs  Du(&eigh  has  latterly  slip- 
ped from  oup  observation.  I  have 
little  more  to  say  about  her.  Aware 
that  her  own  infamous  conduct  had 
conduced  to  her  husband's  ruin,  she 
had  resigned  herself  to  the  incessant 
lashings  of  remorse,  and  was  wasting 
away  daily.  Her  excesses  had  long 
before  sapped  her  constitution,  and 
she  was  now  little  else  than  a  walk- 
ing skeleton.  She  sat  moping  in  her 
bedroom  for  hours  together,  taking 
little  or  no  notice  of  what  happened 
about  her,  and  manifesting  no  interest 
in  Kfe.  When,  however,  she  heard  of 
her  son's  fate — the  only  person  on 
earth  she  really  loved — tne  intelli- 
gence smote  her  finally  down.  She 
never  recovered  from  the  stroke.  The 
only  words  she  uttered,  after  hearing 
of  his  departure  for  Ajnerica,  were, 
"  Wretched  woman !— guilty  mother ! 


—I  have  done  it  all ! "  The  serious 
illness  of  her  poor  daughter  affected 
her  scarcely  at  all.  She  would  sit  at 
her  bedside,  and  pay  her  every  atten- 
tion in  her  power ;  but  it  was  rather 
in  the  spirit  and  manner  of  a  hired 
nurse  than  a  mother. 

To  return,  however,  to  the  "chief 
mourner" — Mr  Dudleigh.  The  attor- 
ney, whom  he  had  sued  for  his  villany 
in  the  mortgage  transactions,  con- 
trived to  get  appointed  solicitor  to  the 
commission  of  bankruptcy  sued  out 
against  Mr  Dudleigh;  and  he  en- 
hanced the  bitterness  and  agony  in- 
cident to  the  judicial  proceedings  he 
was  employed  to  conduct,  by  the 
crueltyand  insolence  of  his  demean- 
our. He  would  not  allow  the  slight- 
est indulgence  to  the  poor  bankrupt, 
whom  he  was  selling  out  of  house  and 
home,  but  remorsdessly  seized  on 
every  atom  of  goods  and  frimiture  the 
law  allowed  him,  and  put  the  heart- 
broken, helpless  family  to  all  the  in- 
convenience his  malice  could  suggest. 
His  conduct  was,  throughout,  mean, 
tyrannical — even  diabolical,  in  its  con- 
temptuous disregard  of  the  best  feel- 
ings of  human  nature.  Mr  Dudleigh's 
energies  were  too  much  exhausted  to 
admit  of  remonstrance  or  resistance. 
The  only  evidence  he  ^ve  of  smart- 
ing unaer  the  man's  msolence  was, 
after  endurin^^an  outrageous  violation 
of  his  domestic  privacy — a  cruel  inter- 
ference with  the  few  conveniences  of 
his  dying  daughter  and  sick  wife — 
when  he  suddenly  touched  the  attor- 
ney's arm,  and  in  a  low,  broken  tone 
of  voice,  said — "  Mr  — — ,  I  am  a  poor, 
heart-broken  man,  and  have  no  one  to 
avenge  me,  or  you  would  not  dare  to 
do  this;"  ana  he  turned  away  in 
tears.    The  house  and  furniture  in 

Square,  with  every  other  item 

of  property  that  was  available,  being 
disposed  ox,  on  winding  up  the  affairs, 
it  proved  that  the  cremtors  could  ob- 
tain a  dividend  of  about  fifteen  shil- 
lings in  the  pound.  So  convinced  were 
they  of  the  unimpeached,  the  unim- 
peachable integrity  of  the  poor  bank- 
rupt, that  they  not  only  spontaneously 
released  him  nrom  all  future  claims,  but 
entered  into  a  subscription,  amounting 
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to  £2000,  which  they  put  into  his 
hands  for  the  purpose  of  enabling  him 
to  recommence  housekeeping  on  a 
small  scale,  and  obtain  some  perma- 
nent means  of  livelihood.  Under  their 
advice,  or  rather  direction — for  he  was 
passive  as  an  infant — ^he  removed  to 
a  small  house  in  Chelsea,  and  com- 
menced business  as  a  coal  merchant, 
or  a^ent  for  the  sale  of  coals,  in  a 
small  and  poor  way,  it  may  be  sup- 
posed. His  new  house  was  very  small, 
put  neat,  convenient,  and  sitj^ated  in 
a  quiet  apd  creditable  street.  Yes,  in 
a  little  one-storeyed  house,  with  about 
eight  square  feet  of  garden  frontage, 
resided  the  once  wealthy  and  cele- 
brated Mr  Dudleigh ! 

The  very  first  morning  after  Mrs 
Dudleigh  had  been  removed  to  her 
new  quarters,  she  was  found  dead  in 
her  bed ;  for  the  fatigues  of  changing 
her  residence,  added  to  the  remorse 
and  chagrin  which  had  so  long  preyed 
upon  her  mind,  had  extinguished  the 
last  spark  of  her  vital  energies.  When 
I  saw  her,  which  was  not  till  the  even- 
ing  of  the  second  day  after  her  decease, 
she  was  lying  in  her  coffin ;  and  I  shall 
not  soon  forget  the  train  of  instructive 
reflections  elicited  by  the  spectacle. 
Poor  creature,  her  features  looked  in- 
deed haggard  and  grief-worn  !  Mr 
Dudleigh  wept  over  her  remains  like 
a  child,  and  kissed  the  cold  lips  and 
hands  with  the  liveliest  transports  of 
regi-et.  At  length  came  the  day  of 
the  funerflJ,  as  plain  and  unpretend- 
ing a  one  as  could  be.  At  the  press- 
ing solicitations  of  Mr  Dudleigh,  I 
attended  her  remains  to  the  grave. 
It  was  an  affecting  thought,  that  the 
daughter  was  left  dying  in  the  house 
from  which  her  mother  was  carried 
out  to  burial.  Mr  Dudleigh  went 
through  the  whole  of  the  melancholy 
ceremony  with  a  calmness — and  even 
cheerfiilness  —  which  surprised  me. 
He  did  not  betray  any  emotion  when 
leaving  the  ground ;  except  turning  to 
look  into  the  grave,  and  exclaiming 
rather  faintly—"  Well — ^here  we  leave 
you,  poor  wife  ! "  On  our  return  home, 
about  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon, 
he  begged  to  be  left  alone  for  a  few 
minutes,  with  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  as 


he  had  some  important  letters  to  write ; 
and  requested  me  to  wait  for  him  in 
Miss  Dudleigh's  room,  where  he  would 
rejoin  me,  and  accompany  me  part  of 
my  way  up  to  town.  1  iiepaired,  there- 
fore,* to  Miss  Dudleigh's  chamber.  She 
was  sitting  up,  and  dressed  in  mourn- 
ing. The  marble  paleness  of  her  even 
then  beautiful  features,  was  greatly 
enhanced  by  contrast  with  the  deep 
black  drapery  she  wore.  She  reminded 
me  of  the  snow-drop  she  had  an  hour 
or  two  before  laid  on  the  pall  of  her 
mother's  coffin !  Her  beauty  was  fast 
withering  away  under  the  blighting 
influence  of  sorrow  and  disease T  She 
reclined  in  an  easy-chair,  her  head 
leaning  on  her  small  snowy  hand,  the 
taper  fingers,  of  which  were  half  con- 
cealed beneath  her  dark,  clustering, 
uncurled  tresses — 
"  like  a  white  xoee,  glistening  'mid  evening 

gloom." 
"  How  did  he  bear  it  ?  "  she  whispered, 
with  a  profound  sigh,  as  soon  as  I  had 
taken  my  place  beside  her.  I  told  her 
that  he  had  gone  through  the  whole 
with  more  calmness  and  fortitude  than 
could  have  been  expected.  "Ah! — 
'tis  unnatural !  He  s  grown  strange- 
ly altered  within  these  last  few  days, 
doctor !  He  never  seems  to  fed  any- 
thing !  His  troubles  have  stunned  ms 
heart,  I'm  afraid !  Don't  you  think  he 
ZooJb  altered?" 

"  Yes,  my  love,  he  is  <Ai»ner,  cer- 
tainly." 

"  Ah — ^his  hair  is  white  I — He  is  old 
— he  won't  be  long  behind  us ! " 

"  I  hope,  that,  now  he  is  freed  from 
the  cares  and  distractions  of  busi- 
ness " 

"  Doctor,  is  the  grave  deep  enough 
for  THREB?"  inquired  the  poor  girl 
abruptly,  as  if  she  had  not  heard  me 
speaking.  "Our  family  has  been 
strangely  desolated,  doctor — has  not 
it?  My  mother  gone;  the  daughter 
on  her  deathbed ;  the  father  wretched, 
and  ruined ;  the  son — flown  from  his 
country — perhaps  dead,  or  dying !  But 
it  has  all  been  our  own  fault " — »— 

"  Yov,  have  nothing  to  accuse  your- 
self of.  Miss  Dudleigh,"  said  I.  She 
shook  her  head,  and  burst  into  tears. 
This  was  the  melaucholy  vein  of  our 
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conversation,  when  Mr  Dndleighmade 
his  appearsuice,  in  his  black  gloves  and 
crape-covered  hat,  holding  two  letters 
in  his  htmd. 

"Come,  doctor,"  saidhe,  rather  brisk- 
ly, "you've  a  long  walk  before  you! 
!f  11  accompany  you  part  of  the  way, 
as  I  have  some  letters  to  put  into  the 
post." 

"Oh,  don't  trouble  yourself  about 
that,  Mr  Dudleigh!  FU  put  them  into 
the  post,  as  I  go  by." 

No,  no — ^thank  you — ^thank  you,  "he 
interrupted  me,  with  rather  an  embar- 
rassed air,  I  thought;  "I've  several 
other  little  matters  to  do,  and  we  had 
better  be  starting."  I  rose,  and  took 
my  leave  of  Miss  Dudleigh.  Her 
father  put  his  arms  round  her  neck, 
and  kissed  her  very  fondly.  "  Keep  up 
your  spirits,  Agnes ! — and  see  and  get 
into  bed  as  soon  as  possible,  for  you 
are  quite  exhausted."  He  walked 
towards  the  door.  "Oh,  bless  your 
little  heart,  my  love ! "  said  he,  sud- 
denly returning  to  her,  and  kissing 
her  more  fondly,  if  possible,  than  be- 
fore. "  We  shall  not  be  apart  long,  I 
dare  say ! " 

We  set  off  on  our  walk  towards 
town;  and  Mr  Dudleigh  conversed 
with  great  calmness,  speaking  of  his 
affairs  even  in  an  encouraging  tone. 
At  length  we  separated.  "Remem- 
ber me  kindly  to  Mrs  — ,*'  said  he, 
mentioning  my  wife's  name,  and  shak- 
ing me  warmly  by  the  hand. 

The  next  morning,  as  I  sat  at  break- 
fast, making  out  my  daily  list,  my 
wife,  who  had  one  of  the  morning 
papers  in  her  hand,  suddenly  let  it 
lall,  and  looking  palely  at  me,  exclaim- 
ed— "Oh,  surely — surely,  my  dear,  this 
can  never  be — ^Mr  Dudleigh."  I  in- 
quired what  she  meant,  ana  she  point- 
ed out  the  following  paragraph: — 

"Attempted  Suictoe. — Yesterday 
evening,  an  elderly  gentleman,  dress- 
ed in  deep  mourning,  was  observed 
walking  for  some  time  near  the  water- 
side, a  little  above  Chelsea-Reach,  and 
presently  stepped  on  board  one  of  the 
Darges,  and  threw  himself  from  the 
outer  one  into  the  river.  Most  provi- 
dentially this  latter  movement  was 
seen  by  a  boatman  who  was  rowing 


past,  and  who  succeeded,  af)»r  some 
minutes,  in  seizing  hold  of  the  unfor- 
tunate person,  and  lifting  him  into 
the  boat — ^but  not  till  the  vital  spark 
seemed  extinct.  He  was  immediately 
carried  to  the  public-house  by  the  wa- 
ter-side, where  prompt  and  judicious 
means  were  made  use  of — and  with 
success.  He  is  now  lying  at  the  — — 
public-house;  but  as  there  were  no 
papers  or  cards  about  him,  his  name 
is  at  present  unknown.  The  unfor- 
tunate gentleman  is  of  middling  sta- 
ture—rather full  made — of  advanced 
years— his  hair  very  grey,  and  he 
wears  a  mourning  ring  on  his  left 
hand." 

I  rang  the  bell,  ordered  a  coach,  drew 
on  my  boots,  and  put  on  my  walking 
dress ;  and,  in  a  little  more  than  three 
or  four  minutes,  was  hurrying  on  my 
way  to  the  house  mentioned  in  the 
newspaper.  A  twopenny  postman  had 
the  knocker  in  his  hand  at  the  mo- 
ment of  my  opening  the  door,  and  put 
into  my  hand  a  paid  letter,  which  I 
tore  open  as  I  drove  along.  Good  God ! 
it  was  from  Mr  Dudleigh;  it  afforded 
unequivocal  evidence  of  the  insanity 
which  led  him  to  attempt  his  life.  It 
was  written  in  a  most  extravs^ant  and 
incongruous  strain,  and  acquainted  me 
with  the  writer's  intention  to  "bid 
farewell  to  his  troubles  that  evening." 
It  ended  with  informing  me,  that  I> 
was  left  a  legacy  in  his  will  for  £6000 
— and  hoping  that,  when  his  poor 
daughter  died,  "  I  would  see  her  mag- 
nificently buried."  By  the  time  I  had 
arrived  at  the  house  where  he  lay,  I 
was  almost  fainting  with  agitation ; 
and  I  was  compelled  to  wait  some  min- 
utes  below,  before  I  could  sufficiently 
recover  my  self-possession.  On  enter- 
ing the  bedroom  where  he  lay,  I  found 
him  undressed,  and  fast  asleep.  There 
was  no  appearance  whatever  of  dis- 
composure in  the  features.  His  hands 
were  clasped  closely  together ;  and  in 
that  position  he  had  continued  for  seve- 
ral hours.  The  medical  man  whcSad 
been  summoned  in  over-night,  sat  at 
his  bedside,  and  informed  me  that  his 
patient  was  going  on  as  well  as  could 
be  expected.  The  treatment  he  had 
adopted  had  been  very  judicious  and 
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■nccessfbl ;  and  I  had  no  donbt  that, 
when  next  Mr  Dadleigh  awoke,  he 
would  feel  little,  if  any,  the  worse  for 
what  he  had  suffered.  All  my  thoughts 
were  now  directed  to  Miss  Dndleigh ; 
for  I  felt  sure  that,  if  the  intelligence 
had  found  its  way  to  her,  it  must  have 
destroyed  her.  1  ran  every  inch  of 
the  distance  between  the  two  houses, 
and  knocked  gently  at  the  door  with 
my  knuckles,  that  I  might  not  dis- 
turb Miss  Dudleigh.  The  servant-girl 
seeing  my  discomposed  appearance, 
would  have  created  a  disturoance,  by 
shrieking  or  making  some  other  noise, 
had  I  not  placed  my  fingers  on  her 
mouth,  and,  in  a  whisper,  asked  how 
her  mistress  was?  "  Master  went  home 
with  vou,  sir,  did  not  he?"  she  in- 
quired, with  an  alarmed  air. 

"  Yes — ^yes ; "  I  replied  hastily. 

*'  Oh,  I  told  Miss  so  I  I  told  her 
so!*'  replied  the  g^rl,  clasping  her 
hands,  and  breathing  freer. 

"  Oh,  she  has  been  uneasy  about  his 
not  coming  home  last  night — eh? — 
Ah — ^I  thought  so  this  pioming,  and 
that  is  what  has  brought  me  here  in 
such  a  hurry,"  said  I,  as  calmly^  as  I 
could.  After  waiting  down  stairs  to 
recover  my  breath  a  little,  I  repaired 
to  Miss  Budleigh*s  room.  She  was 
awake.  The  moment  I  entered  she 
started  up  in  bed — her  eyes  straining, 
and  her  arms  stretched  towards  me. 

"  My — ^my — ^father ! " she  gasp- 
ed ;  and  before  I  could  open  my  Ups, 
or  even  reach  her  side,  she  had  fallen 
back  in  bed,  and,  as  I  thought,  ex- 
pired. She  had  swooned ;  and,  during 
the  whole  course  of  my  experience,  I 
never  saw  a  swoon  so  long  and  closely 
resemble  death.  For  more  than  an 
hour,  the  nurse,  servant-girl,  and  I, 
hung  over  her  in  agonising  and 
breathless  suspense,  striving  to  de- 
tect her  breath — which  made  no  im- 
pression whatever  on  the  ^lass  I  from 
time  to  time  held  over  her  mouth. 
He^pulse  fluttered  and  fluttered  — 
feeflkr  and  feebler— till  I  could  not 
perceive  that  it  beat  at  all.  "  Well !  *' 
thought  I,  at  last  removing  my  fing^ers, 
**  you  are  gone,  sweet  Aenes  Dndleijp^h, 
firom  a  world  that  has  out  few  as  &ir 
and  good !  "—when  a  slight  undula- 


tion of  the  breast,  accompamed  by  a. 
faint  sigh,  indicated  slowly  returmng 
consciousness.  Her  breath  came  again, 
short  and  faint ;  but  she  did  not  open 
her  eyes  for  some  time  after.      *      • 

"  Well,  my  sweet  girl,"  said  I,  pre- 
sently observing  her  eyes  fixed  stead- 
fastly on  me;  "whydbi  this?  What 
has  happened  ?  What  is  the  matter 
with  you?"  and  I  clasped  her  cold 
fingers  in  my  hand.  By  placing  my 
ear  so  close  to  her  lips  that  it  touched 
them,  I  distinguished  the  sound — "  My 
fa— father!" 

"Well!  and  what  of  your  father? 
Pe  is  just  as  usual,  and  sends  his  love 
to  you."  Her  eyes,  as  it  were,  dilated 
on  me ;  her  breath  came  quicker  and 
stronger,  and  her  frame  vibrated  with 
emotion.  "  He  is  coming  home  short- 
ly, by — hy— four  o'clock  3us  afternoon 
— ^yes,  four  o  clock  at  the  latest.  Think- 
ing that  a  change  of  scene  mi^ht  revive 
his  spirits,  I  prevailed  on  him  last  night 
to  walk  on  with  me  home — and — and 
he  slept  at  my  house."  She  did  not  at- 
tempt to  speak,  but  her  eye  continued 
fixea  on  me  with  an  unwavering  look 
that  searched  my  very  soul  I  "  My 
wife  and  Mr  Dudleigh  will  drive  down 
together,"  I  continued  firmly,  though 
my  heart  sank  within  me  at  the 
thought  of  the  improbability  of  such 
being  the  case ;  "  and  I  shall  return 
here  by  the  time  they  arrive,  and  meet 
them.  Come,  come.  Miss  Dudleigh — 
this  is  weak — absurd ! "  said  I,  observ- 
ing that  what  I  said  seemed  to  make 
no  impression  on  her.  I  ordered  some 
port-wine  and  water  to  be  brought, 
and  forced  a  few  tea-spoonfuls  into 
her  mouth.  They  revived  her,  and  I 
gave  her  more.  ]!n  a  word,  she  rapidly 
recovered  from  the  state  of  uttermost 
exhaustion  into  which  she  had  fallen ; 
and,  before  I  left,  she  said  solemnly 

to  me,  "  Doctor !  if— if  you  have 

deceived  me! — if  anything  dreadful 
has  really — ^really  " 

I  left,  naif  distracted  to  think  of  the 
impossibility  of  fulfilling  the  promise  I 
had  made  her,  as  well  as  of  accounting 
satisfactorily  fornot  doing  so.  What 
could  I  do?  I  drove  rapidly  home- 
wards, and  requested  my  wife  to  hurry 
down  immediately  to  Miss  Dndleigh, 
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and  pacify  her  with  8ayin|^  that  her 
father  was  riding  round  with  me,  for 
the  sake  of  exercise,  and  that  we 
should -come  to  her  together.  I  then 
hmried  through  my  few  professional 
calls,  and  repaired  to  Mr  Dndleigh. 
To  my  unutterable  jov  and  astonish- 
ment, I  found  him  up  oressed^for  his 
clothes  had  been  drying  all  night — 
and  sitting  quietly  by  the  fire,  in  com- 
pany with  tne  medical  man.  His  ap- 
pearance exhibited  no  traces  whateyer 
of  the  accident  which  had  befallen  him. 
But,  alas !  on  looking  close  at  him — 
on  examining  his  features — Oh,  that 
eye !  that  smile  I  they  told  me  of  de- 
parted reason !  I  was  gazing  on  an 
idiot !  O  God !  What  was  to  become 
of  Miss  Dudleigh?  How  was  I  to 
bring  father  and  daughter  face  to  face? 
My  knees  smote  together,  while  I  sat 
beside  him !  But  it  rmut  be  done,  or 
Miss  Dudleigh's  life  would  be  the  for- 
feit !  The  only  prqiect  I  could  hit  upon 
for  disguising  the  m^htful  state  of  the 
case,  was  to  nint  to  Miss  Dudleigh,  if 
she  perceived  anything  wild  or  unusual 
in  his  demeanour,  that  he  was  a  little 
flustered  with  wine !  But  what  a  cir- 
cumstance to  communicate  to  the  dy- 
ing girl.  And,  even  if  it  succeeded, 
what  would  ensue  on  the  next  morn- 
ing. Would  it  be  safe  to  leave  him 
with  her  ?  I  was  perplexed  and  con- 
founded between  all  these  painful  con- 
jectures and  difRculties ! 

He  put  on  his  hat  and  greatcoat, 
and  we  got  into  my  chariot  together. 
He  was  perfectljr  quiet  and  gentle, 
conversed  on  indifferent  subjects,  and 
spoke  of  having  had  "a  cold  bath" 
last  night,  which  had  done  him  much 
good!  My  heart  grew  heavier  and 
heavier  as  we  neared  the  home  where 
I  was  to  bring  her  idiot  father  to  Miss 
Dudleigh !  I  felt  sick  with  agitation, 
as  we  descended  the  carriage  steps.  ^ 

But  I  was  for  some  time  happily  dis- 
appointed. He  entered  her  room  with 
eagerness,  ran  up  to  her  and  kissed 
her  with  his  usual  affectionate  energy. 
She  held  him  in  her  arms  for  some 
time,  exclaiming — ".Oh,  father,  father! 
How  glad  I  am  to  see  you !  I  thought 
some  accident  had  happened  to  you ! 
Why  did  you  not  tell  me  that  you  were 


going  home  with  Dr ?  "    My  wife 

and  I  trembled,  and  looked  at  each 
other  despairingly. 

"  Why,  repued  her  father,  sitting 
down  beside  her,  "  you  see,  my  love, 
Dr recommended  me  a  cold  bath." 

"A  cM^  hath  at  this  time  of  the 
year ! "  exclaimed  Miss  Dudleigh, 
looking  at  me  with  astonishment.  I 
smiled  with  ill-assumed  nonchalance. 

"  It  is  very  advantageous  at — ^at — . 
even  this  season  of  the  year,"  I  stam- 
mered, for  I  observed  Miss  Dudleigh's 
eye  fixed  on  me  like  a  ray  of  lightning. 

"  Yes ;  but  they  ought  to  have 
taken  off  my  dothes  first,"  said  Mr 
Dudleigh,  with  a  shuddering  motion. 
His  daughter  suddenly  laid  ner  hand 
on  him,  uttered  a  famt  shriek,  and 
fell  back  in  her  bed  in  a  swoon.  The 
dreadful  scene  of  the  morning  was  all 
acted  over  again.  I  think  1  should 
have  rejoiced  to  see  her  expire  on  the 
spot ;  but  no !  Providence  had  allotted 
her  a  further  space,  that  she  might 
drain  the  cup  of  sorrow  to  the  dregs ! 
•  •  *  « 

Tuesday,  ISth  July  18— .—I  am  still 
in  attendance  on  poor  unfortunate 
Miss  Dudleigh.  The  scenes  I  have  to 
encounter  are  often  anmiishing,  and 
even  heart-breaking.  She  lingers  on, 
day  after  day,  and  week  after  week,  in 
increasing  pain!  By  the  bedside  of 
the  dying  girl  sita  the  figure  of  an 
elderly  grey-haired  man,  dressed  in 
neat  andsimple  mourning — ^now  gaz- 
ing into  vacancy  with  "lack-lustre 
eye  " — ^and  then  suddenly  kissing  her 
hand  with  childish  eagerness,  and 
chattering  mere  gibberish  to  her !  It 
is  her  idiot  father !  Yes,  he  proves  an 
irrecoverable  idiot— but  is  uniformly 
quiet  and  inoffensive.  We  at  first  in- 
tended to  have  sent  him  to  a  neigh- 
bouring private  institution  for  the 
reception  of  the  insane  ;  but  poor 
Miss  Dudleigh  would  not  hear  of  it, 
and  threatened  to  destroy  herself  if 
her  fiither  was  removed.  She  insisted 
on  his  being  allowed  to  continu^^ith 
her,  and  consented  that  a  proper  per- 
son should  be  in  constant  attendance 
on  him.  She  herself  could  manage 
him,  she  said ;  and  so  it  proved.  Ho 
is  a  mere  child  in  her  hands.    If  ever 
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he  18  inclined  to  be  mischievons  or 
obstreperous — which  is  very  seldom 
—if  she  do  but  say,  "hush!"  or  lift 
up  her  trembling  finger,  or  fix  her  eve 
upon  him  reprovingly,  he  is  instantly 
cowed,  and  runs  up  to  her  to  "  kiss 
and  be  friends."  He  often  falls  down 
on  his  knees,  when  he  thinks  he  has 
offended  her,  and  cries  like  a  child. 
She  will  not  trust  him  out  of  her 
sight  for  more  than  a  few  moments 
together,  except  when  he  retires  with 
his  guardian,  to  rest :  and,  indeed,  he 
shows  as  little  inclination  to  leave  her. 
The  nurse's  situation  is  almost  a  sort 
of  sinecure ;  for  the  anxious  officious- 
ness  of  Mr  Dudleigh  leaves  her  little 
to  do.  He  alone  gives  his  daughter 
her  medicine  and  food,  and  does  so 
with  exquisite  gentleness  and  tender- 
ness. He  has  no  notion  of  her  real 
state,  that  she  is  dying ;  and,  finding 
that  bhe  could  not  succeed  in  her 
efforts  gradually  to  apprise  him  of 
the  event,  which  he  always  turned 
off  with  a  smile  of  incredulity,  she 
gives  in  to  his  humour,  and  tells  him 
— poor  girl ! — that  she  is  getting  bet- 
ter 1    He  has  taken  it  into  his  head 

that  she  is  to  be  married  to  Loid 

as  soon  as  she  recovers,  and  talks  with 
hi^h  glee  of  the  magnificent  repairs 

going  on  at  his  former  house  in 

Square !  He  always  accompanies  me 
to  the  door ;  and  sometimes  writes  me 
cheques  for  £50,  which,  of  course,  is  a 
delusion  only,  as  he  has  no  banker, 
and  few  funds  to  put  in  his  hands; 
and,  at  other  times,  slips  a  shilling  or 
a  sixpence  into  my  hand  at  leaving, 
thinking,  doubtless,  that  he  has  given 
me  a  guinea ! 

Friday. ---The  idea  of  Miss  Dud- 
leigh's  rapidly  approaching  marriage 
continues  still  uppermost  in  her  father's 
head ;  and  he  is  incessantly  pestering 
her  to  make  preparations  for  the  event. 
To-day  he  appealed  to  me,  and  com- 
plained that  she  would  not  order  her 
wedding-dress. 

"■Rher,  dear  father  I"  said  Miss 
Dudleigh  faintly,  laying  her  wasted 
hand  on  his  arm,  "  onljrbe  quiet  a  little, 
and  111  begin  to  make  it !  I'll  really  set 
about  it  to-morrow!"  He  kissed  her 
fondly,  and  then  eagerly  emptied  his 


pockets  of  all  the  loose  silver  that  was 
m  them,  telling  her  to  take  it,  and 
order  the  matenalsi  I  saw  that  there 
was  something  or  other  peculiar  in  the 
expression  of  Miss  Dudleigh's  eye,  in 
saying  what  she  did,  as  if  some  sudden 
scheme  had  suggested  itself  to  her. 
Indeed,  the  looks  with  which  she  con- 
stantly regards  him,  are  such  as  I  can 
find  no  adequate  terms  of  description 
for.  Thejr  bespeak  blended  anguish, 
apprehension,  pity,  love ;  in  short,  an 
expression  that  haunts  me  wherever  I 

go.    Oh,  what  a  scene  of  suffering 
umanity! — a   daughter's    deathbed, 
watched  by  an  idiot  father! 

Monday. — ^I  now  know  what  wa^ 
Miss  Dudleigh's  meaning',  in  assenting 
to  her  father's  proposal  last  Priday. 
I  found,  this  morning,  the  poor  dear 
girl  engaged  on  her  shroud !  It  is  of 
nne  muslm,  and  she  is  attempting  to 
sew  and  embroider  it.  The  people 
about  her  did  all  they  could  to  dis- 
suade her :  but  there  was  at  last  no  re- 
sisting her  importunities.  Yes!  there 
she  sits,  poor  thing,  propped  up  by  pil- 
lows, making  frequent  but  feeble  ef- 
forts to  draw  her  needle  through  her 
gloomy  work — ^her  father,  the  while, 
holdinp^  one  end  of  the  muslin,  and 
watching  her  work  with  childish  ea- 
gerness! Sometimesatearwillfallfroin 
her  eyes  while  thus  engaged.  It  did 
this  morning.  Mr  Dudleigh  observed  it, 
and  turning  to  me,  said,  with  an  arch 
smile,  "  Ah,  ha !  how  is  it  that  young 
ladies  always  cry  about  being  married? 
Oh,  the  look  Miss  Dudleigh  gave  me, 
as  she  suddenly  dropped  her  work  and 
turned  her  heaa  aside ! 

Saturday, — Mr  Dudleigh  is  hard  at 
work  making  his  daughter  a  cowslip 
wreath,  out  of  some  flowers  given  him 
by  his  keeper. 

When  I  took  my  leave  to-day,  he 
accompanied  me,  as  usual,  down  stairs, 
and  led  the  way  into  the  little  parlour. 
He  then  shut  the  door,  and  told  me  in 
a  low  whisper,  that  he  wished  me  to 
bring  him  an  honest  lawyer  to  make 
his  will ;  for  that  he  was  going  to  settle 
£200,000  upon  his  daughter !— of  course 
I  put  him  off  with  promises  to  look  out 
for  what  he  asked.  It  is  rather  remark- 
able, I  think,  that  he  has  never  once. 
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in  my  hearing,  made  any  allusion  to 
his  deceased  wife.  As  I  shook  his 
hand  at  parting,  he  stared  suddenly  at 
me,  and  said,  "Doctor,  doctor!  my 
daughter  is  vbbt  slow  in  getting  well 
— ^isn't  she  ?  " 

Monday y  July  23. — ^The  suffering  an- 
gel will  soon  leave  us  and  all  her  sor- 
rows !  She  is  dying  fast.  She  is  very 
much  altered  in  appearance,,  and  has 
not  power  enough  to  speak  in  more 
than  a  whisper,  and  that  hut  seldom. 
Her  father  sits  gazing  at  her  with  a 
puzzled  air,  as  if  he  did- not  know  what 
to  make  of  her  unusual  silence.  He  was 
a  good  deal  vexed  when  she  laid  aside 
her  wedding-dress ;  and  tried  to  tempt 
her  to  resume  it,  by  showing  her  a 
shilling !  While  I  was  sitting  beside 
her,  Miss  Dudleigh,  without  opening 
her  eyes,  exclaimed,  scarcely  audible, 
"  Oh!  be  kind  to  him!  be  kind  to  him! 
He  won't  be  long  here!  He  is  very 
gentle!" 

Monday  evening. — ^Happenine  to  be 
summoned  to  the  neighbourhood,  I  call- 
ed a  second  time  during  the  day  on 
Miss  Dudleigh.  All  was  quiet  when 
I  entered  the  room.  The  nurse  was 
sitting  at  the  window,  reading;  and 
Mr  Dudleigh  occupied  his  usual  place 
at  the  bedside,  leaning  over  his  daugh- 
ter, whose  arras  were  clasped  together 
round  his  neck. 

"  Hush  !  hush ! "  said  Mr  Dudleigh, 
in  a  low  whisper,  as  I  approached— 
"  Don't  make  a  noise — she  s  asleep ! " 
Yes,  she  was  asleep— and  to  wake  no 
more  I  Her  snow-cold  arms — ^her  fea- 
tures— ^which,  on  partine  the  dishevel- 
led hair  that  hid  tnem,  I  perceived  to 
be  fallen — told  me  that  she  was  dead! 


She  was  buried  in  the  same  grave  as 
her  mother.  Her  wretched  father,  con- 
trary to  our  apprehensions,  made  no 
disturbance  whatever  while  she  lay 
dead.  They  told  him  that  she  was  no 
more — but  he  did  not  seem  to  compre- 
hend what  was  meant.  He  would  take 
hold  of  her  passive  hand,  gently  shake 
it,  and  let  it  fall  again,  with  a  melan- 


choly wandering  stare,  that  was  piti- 
able I  He  sat  at  her  coffin-side  all  day 
long,  and  laid  fresh  flowers  upon  her 
evenr  morning.  Dreading  lest  some 
sud^n  paroxysm  might  occur,  if  he 
was  suffered  to  see  the  lid  screwed 
down,  and  her  remains  removed,  we 
gave  him  a  tolerably  strong  opiate  in 
some  wine,  on  the  morning  of  the  fi> 
neral;  and,  as  soon  as  he  was  fast 
asleep,  we  proceeded  with  the  last  sad 
rites,  and  committed  to  the  cold  and 
quiet  grave  another  broken  heart. 

Mr  Dudleigh  suffered  himself  to  be 
soon  after  conveyed  to  a  private  asy^ 
lum,  where  be  had  every  comfort  and  at- 
tention requisite  for  his  circumstances. 
He  had  fallen  into  profound  melancholy, 
and  seldom  or  never  spoke  to  anyone. 
He  would  shake  me  by  the  hand  lan- 
guidly, when  I  called  to  see  him,  but 
hung  down  his  head  in  silence,  without 
answering  any  of  my  questions. 

His  favourite  seat  was  a  rustic  bench 
beneath  an  ample  sycamore  tree,  in  the 
green  behind  the  house.  Here  he  would 
sit,  for  hours  together,  gazing  fixedly 
in  onedirection,  towardsarustic  church- 
steeple,  and  uttering  deep  sighs.  No 
one  interfered  with  him ;  and  he  took 
no  notice  of  any  one.  One  afternoon 
a  gentleman  of  foreign  appearance 
called  at  the  asylum,  and  in  a  hurried, 
faltering  voice,  asked  if  he  could  see 
Mr  Dudleigh.  A  servant  but  newly 
engaged  on  the  establishment,  impru- 
dently answered — "Certainly,  sir. 
Yonder  he  is,  sitting  under  the  syca- 
more. He  never  notices  any  one,  sir.'* 
The  stranger — ^young  Dudleigh,  who 
had  but  that  morning  arrived  from 
America — rushed  past  the  servant  into 
the  garden ;  and,  flinging  down  his 
hat,  fell  on  one  knee  before  his  father, 
clasping  his  hands  over  his  breast. 
Finoing  his  father  did  not  seem  inclined 
to  notice  him,  he  gently  touched  him  on 
the  knee,  and  whispered — "Father!  " 
Mr  Dudleigh  started  at  the  sound — 
turned  suddenly  towards  his  sou — 
looked  him  fall  m  the  face — ^fell  back 
in  his  seat — and  instantly  expired. 
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CHAPTER    XXIII. 


MOTHER  AND  SON. 


This  may  be  considered  the  most 
mournful  extract  from  my  Diary.  It 
appears  to  me  a  touching  and  terrible 
disclosure  of  the  misery,  disgrace,  and 
ruin  consequent  on  Gambubo.  Not 
that  I  imagme  it  possible,  even  by  the 
most  moving  exhibition,  to  soften  the 
more  than  nether  millstone  hardness 
of  a  gamester's  heart,  or  enable  a  volun- 
tary victim  to  break  fix>m  the  meshes 
in  which  he  has  suffered  himself  to  be 
entaneled;  but  the  lamentable  cries 
ascending  from  this  pit  of  horror,  may 
scare  off  those  who  are  thoughtlessly 
approaching  its  brink.  The  moral  of 
the  following  events  may  be  gathered 
up  into  a  word  or  two  :--0h  I  be  wise 
— and  he  wise  in  time  I 

I  took  more  than  ordinary  pains  to 
acquaint  myself  with  the  transactions 
which  are  hereafter  specified ;  and 
some  of  the  means  I  adopted  are  occa- 
sionally mentioned,  as  I  go  on  with 
the  narrative.  It  may  be  as  well  to 
state,  that  the  events  detailed  are  as- 
signed a  date  which  barely  comes 
within  the  present  century.  I  have 
reason,  nevertheless,  to  know,  that  at 
least  one  of  the  guilty  agents  still  sur- 
vives to  pollute  the  earth  with  his 
presence ;  and  if  that  individual  should 
presume  to  gainsay  any  portion  of  the 
following  narrative,  his  impotent  ef- 
forts will  meet  with  the  disdain  they 
merit  I  _«__ 

Mr  Beauchamp  came  to  the  full 
receipt  of  a  fortune  of  two  or  three 
thousand  a-year,  which,  though  here- 
ditary, was  at  his  absolute  disposal 
about  the  period  of  his  return  from 
those  Continental  peregprinations  which 
are  judged  essential  to  complete  an 
English  gentleman's  education.    Ex- 


ternal circumstances  seemed  to  com- 
bine in  his  favour.  Happiness  and 
honour  in  life  were  insured  him  at  the 
cost  of  very  moderate  exertions  on  his 
own  part — and  those  requisite,  not  to 
originate,  or  continue  his  course— but 
only  to  guide  it.  No  one  was  better 
apprised  than  himself  of  the  precise 
position  he  occupied  in  life;  yet  the 
apparent  immunity  from  the  cares 
and  anxieties  of  Ufe,  which  seemed 
irrevocably  secured  to  him,  instead  of 
producing  its  natural  effect  on  a  well- 
ordered  mind,  of  stimulating  it  to 
honourable  action,  led  to  widely  dif- 
ferent, most  melancholy,  but  by  no 
means  imusual  results — a  prostitution 
of  his  energies  and  opportunities  to 
the  service  of  fashionaole  dissipation. 
The  restraints  to  which,  during  a  long 
minority,  he  had  been  subjected  by  his 
admirable  mother,  who  nursed  his  for- 
tune as  sedulously,  but  more  success- 
fully, than  she  cultivated  his  mind 
ancf  morals — served,  alas!  little  other 
purpose  than  to  whet  his  appetite  for 
the  pleasurable  pursuits  to  which  he 
considered  himself  entitled,  and  from 
which  he  had  been  so  long  and  un- 
necessarily debarred.  All  these  for- 
bidden fruits  clustered  before  him  in 
tempting,  but  unhallowed  splendour, 
the  mstant  that  Oxford  threw  open  its 
portals  to  receive  him.  He  found  there 
many  spirits  as  ardent  and  dissatisfied 
with  past  restraints  as  himself.  The 
principal  features  of  his  character  were 
flexibility  and  credulity ;  and  his  lead- 
ing propensity  —  one  that,  like  the 
wratn  of  Achilles,  drew  after  it  innu- 
merable sorrows — the  love  of  play. 

The  first  false  step  he  made  was  an 
unfortunate  selection  of  a  tutor;  a 
man  of  agreeable  and  compliant  man- 
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ners,  but  utterly  worthless  in  point  of 
moral  character;  one  who  had  im- 
poverished himself,  when  first  at  col- 
lege, by  gaming,  but  who,  having 
learned  "tmsdomf"  was  now  a  subtle 
and  cautious  gamester.  He  was  one 
of  a  set  of  notorious  fkuHeera^  amon^ 
whom,  shameful  to  relate,  were  found 
several  young  men  of  rank ;  and  whose 
business  it  was  to  seek  out  freshmen 
for  their  dupes.  Eccles — the  name  I 
shall  give  the  tutor — was  an  able 
mathematician ;  and  that  was  the 
only  thing  that  Beauchamp  looked  to 
in  selecting  him.  Beauchamp  g^t 
regularly  introduced  to  the  set  to 
which  his  tutor  belonged;  but  his 
mother's  lively  and  incessant  surveil- 
lance put  it  out  of  his  power  to  em- 
barrass himself  by  serious  losses.  He 
was  long  enough,  however,  appren- 
ticed to  gfuilt,  to  form  the  habits  and 
disposition  of  a  gamester.  The  cun- 
ning Eccles,  when  anxiously  interro- 
gated by  Mrs  Beauchamp  about  her 
son's  g:eneral  conduct,  gave  his  pupil 
a  flourishing  character,  both  for  moral 
excellence  and  literary  attainments, 
and  acquitted  him  of  any  tendency  to 
the  vices  usually  prevalent  at  college. 
And  all  this,  when  Eccles  knew  that 
he  had  seen,  but  a  few  weeks  before, 
among  his  pupil's  papers,  copies  of 
long  Dills,  accepted  payable  on  his 
reaching  twenty-one — ^to  the  tune  of 
£1500 ;  and  further,  that  he,  the  tutor 
himself,  was  the  holder  of  one  of  these 
acceptances ;  which  insured  him  £500 
for  the  £300  he  had  Undly  famished 
for  his  pupil  I  His  demure  and  p>lausi- 
ble  air  quite  tcok  with  the  unsuspicious 
Mrs  Beauchamp ;  and  she  thought  it 
impossible  that  her  son  could  find  a 
fitter  companion  to  the  Continent ! 

On  young  Beauchamp's  return  to 
England,  the  first  thing  ne  did  was  to 
despatch  his  obsequious  tutor  into  the 
country,  to  trumpet  his  pupil's  praises 
to  his  mother,  and  apprize  her  of  his 
coming.  The  good  old  lady  was  in 
ecstasies  at  the  flowing  colours  in 
which  her  son's  virtues  were  painted 
by  Eccles — such  uniform  moderation 
and  prudence,  amidst  the  seductive 
scenes  of  the  Continent — such  shining 
candour—such  noble  liberality !— In 


the  fulness  of  her  heart,  Mrs  Beau^ 
champ  promised  the  tutor,  who  was 
educated  for  the  Church,  the  next  pre- 
sentation to  a  living  which  was  ex- 
pected very  shortly  to  fall  vacant — as 
some  "  small  return  for  the  invaluable 
services  he  had  rendered  her  son ! " 

It  was  a  memorable  day  when  young 

Beauchamp  arrived  at  the  Hall  in 

shire,  stood  suddenly  before  his  trans- 
ported mother,  in  aft  the  pride  of  per- 
son, and  of  apparent  accomplishments. 
He  was  indeed  a  fine  young  fellow  to 
look  at.  His  well-cast  features  beamed 
with  an  expression  of  frankness  and 
generosity ;  and  his  manners  were  ex- 
quisitely tempered  with  cordiality  and 
elegance.  He  had  brushed  the  Moom 
off  Continental  flowers  in  passing, 
and  caught  their  glow  and  perfume. 

It  was  several  minutes  before  he 
could  disengage  himself  from  the  em- 
braces of  his  mother,  who  laughed  and 
wept  by  turns,  and  uttered  the  most 
passionate  exclamations  of  joy  and 
affection.  "Oh,  that  vour  poor  old 
father  could  see  you !  she  sobbed, 
and  almost  cried  herself  into  hysterics. 
Young  Beauchamp  was  deeply  moved 
with  this  display  of  parental  tender- 
ness. He  saw  and  felt  that  his  mo- 
ther's whole  soul  was  bound  up  with  his 
own;  and  with  the  rapid  resolutions  of 
youth,  he  had,  in  five  minutes,  changed 
the  whole  course  and  scope  of  his  life 
— ^renounced  the  pleasures  of  London, 
and  resolved  to  come  and  settle  on  his 
estates  in  the  country,  live  under  the 
poud  and  fond  eye  of  his  mother,  and, 
m  a  word,  tread  in  the  steps  of  his 
father.  He  felt  suddenly  imbued  with 
the  spirit  of  the  good  old  English  coun- 
tiT  gentleman,  and  resolved  to  live  the 
life  of  one.  There  was,  however,  a 
cause  in  operation,  and  powerful  ope- 
ration, to  bring  about  this  change  of 
feeling,  to  which  I  have  not  yet  advert- 
ed. His  cousin,  Ellen  Beaucnamp,  hap- 
pened to  be  thought  of  by  her  aunt  as  a 
fit  person  to  be  staying  with  her  when 
her  son  arrived.  Yes — the  little  blue- 
eyed  girl  with  whom  he  had  romped 
fifteen  years  ago,  now  sat  beside  him 
in  the  oloom  of  budding  womanhood 
— ^her  peachy  cheeks  alternately  pale 
and  flushed,  as  she  saw  her  cousin's 
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inquiring  eye  settled  upon  her,  aiul 
scanning  her  beautiful  proportions. 
Mr  Beouchamp  took  the  very  first  op- 
portunity he  could  seize  of  asking  his 
mother,  with  some  trepidation,  "  whe- 
ther Ellen  was  engoffed." 

"  I  think  she  is  no*,"  replied  his  de- 
lighted mother,  bursting  into  tears, 
and  folding  him  in  her  arms — "  but  I 
wish  somehody  would  take  the  earliest 
opportunity  of  doing  so." 

"Ah,  ha! — ^Then  she*s  Mrs  Beau- 
champ,  junior!"  replied  her  son  with 
enthusiasm. 

Matters  were  quickly,  quietly,  and 
effectually  arranged  to  bring  about  that 
desirable  end  —  as  they  always  are, 
when  all  parties  understand  one  an- 
other; ana  young  Beauchamp  made 
up  his  mind  to  appear  in  a  new  char- 
acter— ^that  of  a  quiet  country  gentle- 
man, the  friend  and  patron  of  an  at- 
tached tenantry,  and  a  promising  as- 
pirant after  county  honours.  What  is 
there  in  life  like  the  sweet  and  fresh- 
ening feelings  of  the  wealthy  young 
squire,  stepping  into  the  sphere  of  his 
hereditary  honours  and  influence,  and 
becoming  at  once  the  revered  master 
of  housenold  and  tenantry,  grown  grey 
in  his  father's  service,  the  prop  of  his 
family,  and  the  "rising  man  in  the 
county!  Young  Beauchamp  experi- 
enced these  salutary  and  reviving  feel- 
ings in  their  full  force".  They  divert- 
ed the  current  of  his  ambition  into  a 
new  course,  and  enabled  him  keenly 
to  appreciate  his  own  capabilities. 
The  difference  between  the  life  he  had 
just  determined  on,  and  that  he  had 
formerly  projected,  was  simply,  so  to 
speak,  the  difference  between  oeing  a 
Triton  among  minnows,  and  a  minnow 
among  Tritons.  At  home,  residing  on 
his  own  property,  surrounded  by  his 
own  dependents,  and  by  neighbours 
who  were  solicitous  to  secure  his  good 
graces,  he  could/ecZ  and  enjoy  his  own 
consequence.  Thus,  in  every  point  of 
view,  a  country  life  appeared  prefer- 
able to  one  in  the  "  gay  and  whirlpool 
crowded  town." 

There  was,  however,  one  individual 

at Hall,  who  viewed  these  altered 

feelings  and  projects  with  no  satisfac- 
tion— it  was  Mr  Eccles.    This  mean 


and  selfish  individual  saw  at  once, 
that,  in  the  event  of  these  alterations 
being  carried  into  effect,  his  own  ne- 
farious services  would  be  instantly 
dispensed  with,  and  a  state  of  feelings 
brought  into  play  which  would  lead 
his  pupil  to  look  with  disgust  at  the 
scenes  to  which  he  had  been  intro- 
duced at  college,  and  on  the  Conti- 
nent. He  immediately  set  to  work 
to  frustrate  the  plans  of  his  pupil.  He 
selected  the  occasion  of  his  Demg  sent 
for  one  morning  by  Mr-  Beauchamp 
into  his  library,  to  commence  opera- 
tions.  He  was  not  discouraged,  when 
his  cirdewxnt  pupil,  whose  eyes  had 
really,  as  Eccles  suspected,  been  opened 
to  the  iniquity  of  his  tutor's  doings, 
commenced  thanking  him,  in  a  cold 
and  formal  stvle,  for  his  past  services, 
and  requested  presentation  of  the  bill 
he  held  against  him  for  £600,  which 
he  instantly  paid.  He  then  proceeded, 
without  interruption  from  the  morti- 
fied Eccles,  to  state  his  regret  at  being 
unable  to  reward  his  services  with  a 
living  at  present ;  but  that,  if  ever  it 
were  in  his  power,  he  might  rely  on 
it,  &c.  &c.  Mr  Eccles,  with  astonish- 
ment, mentioned  the  living  of  which 
Mrs  Beauchamp  had  promised  him  the 
reversion;  but  received  an  evasive 
reply  from  Mr  Beauchamp,  who  was 
at  length  so  much  irritated  at  the 
pertinacity,  and  even  the  reproachful 
tone  with  which  his  tutor  pressed  his 
claim,  that  he  said  sharply,  "Mr 
Eccles,  when  my  mother  made  you 
that  promise,  she  never  consulted  me, 
in  whose  sole  g^fl  the  living  is.  And 
besides,  sir,  what  did  she  know  of  our 
tricks  at  French  hazard  and  rouge  et 
noir?  She  must  have  thought  your 
skill  at  play  an  odd  recommendation 
for  the  dxities  of  the  church."  High 
words,  mutual  recriminations,  and 
threats  ensued,  and  they  parted  in 
anger.  The  tutor  resolved  to  make 
his  "  ungrateful "  pupil  repent  of  his 
misconduct;  and  be  lacked  neither 
the  tact  nor  the  opportunities  neces- 
sary for  accomplishing  his  purpose. 
The  altered  demeanour  of  Mrs  Beau- 
champ, together  with  the  haughty 
and  constrained  civility  of  her  son, 
soon  warned  Mr  Eccles  that  his  de- 
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parture  from  the  Hall  should  not  be 
delayed;  and  he  very  shortly  with- 
drew. 

Mr  Beauchamp  began  to  breathe 
fireelj,  as  it  were,  when  the  evil  spirit, 
in  his  tutor's  shape,  was  no  longer  at 
his  elbow,  poisoning  his  principles, 
and  prompting  him  to  vice  and  de- 
bauchery. He  resolved,  forthwith,  to 
be  all  that  his  tutor  had  rq^reaented 
him  to  his  mother,  and  to  atone  for 
past  indiscretions  by  a  life  of  sobriety 
and  virtue.  All  now  went  on  smoothly 
and  happily  at  the  Hall.  The  new 
squire  entered  actively  on  the  duties 
devolving  upon  him,  and  was  engaged 
daily  driving  his  beautiful  cousin  over 
his  estate,  and  showing  to  his  obse- 

Suious  tenantry  their  future  lady. 
n  whfit  trifling  accidents  do  often 
the  great  changes  of  life  depend !  Mr 
Beauchamp,  after  a  three  months'  con- 
tinuance in  the  country,  was  sent  for 
by  his  solicitor  to  town,  in  order  to 
complete  the  final  arrangements  of 
his  estate,  and  which,  he  supposed, 
would  occupy  him  but  a  few  da^s. 
That  London  visit  led  to  his  rum! 
It  may  be  recollected  that  the  exe- 
crable Eccles  owed  his  pupil  a  grudge 
for  the  disappointment  he  had  occa- 
sioned him,  and  the  time  and  manner 
of  his  dismissal.  What  does  the  reader 
imagine  was  the  diabolical  device  he 
adopted  to  bring  about  the  utter  ruin  of 
his  unsuspicious  pupil?  Apprised  of 
Mr  Beaucnamp's  visit  to  London  (Mr 
Kccles  had  removed  to  lod^ngs  but  a 
little  distance  from  the  Hall,  and  was, 
of  course,  acquainted  with  the  leading 
movements  of  the  family),  he  wrote 
the  following  letter  to  a  baronet  in 
London,  with  whom  he  had  been  very 
intimate  as  a  "plucker"  at  Oxford, 
and  who  having  ruined  himself  by 
his  devotion  to  play,  equally  in  re- 
spect of  fortune  and  character,  was 
now  become  little  else  than  a  down- 
right systematic  sharper: — 

*'  Deab  Sib  Edward, 

"Young  Beauchamp,  one  of  our 
quondam  jpigeona  at  Oxford,  who  has 
just  come  of  age,  will  be  in  London 
next  Friday  or  Saturday,  and  put  up 
at  his  old  hotel,  the .    6e  mu 


hear  plucking.  Verb.  suf.  The  bud  is 
somewhat  shv,  but  you  are  a  good 
shot.  Don't  frighten  him.  He  is  giv- 
ing ut>  life^  and  going  to  turn  saint ! 
The  fellow  has  used  me  cursedly  ill ; 
he  has  cut  me  quite,  and  refused  me 

old  Dr 's  living.    I'll  make  him 

repent  it ! — I  will,  by ! 

"  Yours  ever,  most  faithfully, 
"  Peteb  Eocles. 
"  To  Sib  Edwabd  Stbeighton. 

"  P.S. — ^If  Beauchamp  plucks  well, 
you  won't  press  me  for  the  trifle  I  owe 
— will  you  ?    Bum  this  note." 

This  infernal  letter,  which,  by  a  sin- 
gular concurrence  of  events,  got  into 
the  hands  where  /  saw  U^  laid  the 
train  for  such  a  series  of  plotting  and 
manoeuvring,  as  in  the  end  ruined 
poor  Beauchamp,  and  gave  Eccles  his 
coveted  revenge. 

When  Beauchamp  quitted  the  Hall, 
his  mother  and  Ellen  had  the  most 
solemn  assurances  that  his  stay  in 
town  would  not  be  protracted  beyond 
the  week.  Nothing  but  this  could 
quiet  the  good  old  lady's  apprehen- 
sions, who  expressed  an  unaccount- 
able conviction  that  some  calamity  or 
other  was  about  to  assail  their  house. 
She  had  had  a  dreadful  dream,  she 
said! — but  when  importuned  to  tell 
it,  answered,  that  if  Henir  came  safe 
home,  then  she  would  tell  them  her 
dream.  In  short,  his  departure  was 
a  scene  of  tears  and  gloom,  which  left 
an  impression  of  sadness  on  his  own 
mind,  that  lasted  all  the  way  up  to 
town.  On  his  arrival,  he  betook  him- 
self to  his  old  place,  the Hotel, 

near  Piccadilly  ;  and,  in  order  to  ex- 
pedite his  business  as  much  as  pos- 
sible, appointed  the  evening  of  the 
very  day  of  his  arrival  for  a  meeting 
with  his  solicitor. 

The  morning  papers  duly  apprised 
the  world  of  the  important  fact,  that 
"  Henry   Beauchamp,    Esquire,    had 

arrived  at  's,  from  his  seat  in 

shire ; "  and  scarcely  ten  minutes 

after  he  had  read  the  officious  annun- 
ciation at  breakfast,  his  valet  brought 
in  the  card  of  Sir  Edward  Streighton. 

;'Sir  Edward  Streighton!^'  ex- 
claimed Beauchamp  with    astonish- 
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ment,  laying  down  the  card;  adding, 
after  a  pause,  with  a  cold  and  doubt- 
ful air,  "  Show  in  Sir  Edward,  of 
course." 

In  a  few  moments  the  baronet  was 
ushered  into  the  room — ^made  up  to 
his  old  "  friend  "  with  great  cordiality, 
and  expressed  a  thousand  winning 
civilities.  He  was  attired  in  a  style 
of  fashionable  negligence;  and  nis 
pale,  emaciated  features  insured  him, 
at  least,  the  show  of  a  welcome,  with 
which  he  would  not  otherwise  have 
been  greeted ;  for  Beauchamp,  though 
totally  ienorant  of  the  present  pur- 
suits and  degraded  character  of  his 
visitor,  had  seen  enough  of  him  in 
the  heyday  of  dissipation  to  avoid  a 
renewal  of  their  intimacy.  Beau- 
champ  was  touched  with  the  air  of 
languor  and  exhaustion  assumed  by 
Sir  Edward,  and  asked  kindly  afler 
his  health. 

The  wily  baronet  contrived  to  keep 
him  occupied  with  that  topic  for  nearly 
an  hour,  till  he  fancied  he  had  esta- 
blished an  interest  for  himself  in  his 
destined  victim^s  heart.  He  told  him, 
with  a  languid  smile,  that  the  moment 
he  saw  Beauchamp's  arrival  in  the 
papers,  he  had  hurried,  ill  as  he  was, 
to  pay  a  visit  to  his  "  old  chum,"  and 
"  talk  over  old  times."  In  short,  after 
laying  out  all  his  powers  of  conversa- 
tion, ne  so  interested  and  delighted 
his  quondam  associate,  that  he  ex- 
torted a  reluctant  promise  from  Beau- 
champ  to  dine  with  him  the  next 
evening,  on  the  plausible  pretext  of 
his  being  in  too  delicate  health  to 
venture  out  himself  at  night-time. 
Sir  Edward  departed,  apparently  in  a 
low  mood,  but  really  exulting  in  the 
success  with  which  he  considered  he 
had  opened  his  infernal  campaign.  He 
hurried  to  the  house  of  one  of  his 
comrades  in  guilt,  whom  he  invited 
to  dinner  on  the  morrow.  Now,  the 
fiendish  object  of  this  man.  Sir  Ed- 
ward Streighton,  in  asking  Beauchamp 
to  dinner,  was  to  revive  in  his  bosom 
the  half-extinguished  embers  of  his 
love  for  play !  There  are  documents 
now  in  existence  to  show  that  Sir 
Edward  and  his  companions  had  made 
the  most  exact  calculations  of  poor 


Beauchamp*s  property,  and  even  ar- 
ranged the  proportions  in  which  the 
expected  spoils  were  to  be  shared 
among  the  complotters !  •  The  whole 
conduct  of  the  affair  was  intrusted, 
at  his  own  instance,  to  Sir  Edward ; 
who,  with  a  smile,  declared  that  he 
"  knew  all  the  crooks  and  crannies  of 
young  Beauchamp*s  heart ; "  and  that 
he  h^  already  settled  his  scheme  of 
operations.  He  was  himself  to  keep 
for  some  time  in  the  background,  and 
on  no  occasion  to  come  forward  till  he 
was  sure  of  his  prey. 

At  the  appointed  hour^  Beauchamp, 
thoughnot  withouthaving  experienced 
some  misgivings  in  the  course  of  the 
day,  found  himself  seated  at  the  ele- 
gant and  luxurious  table  of  Sir  Edward, 
in  company  with  two  of  the  baronet's 
"  choicest  spirits."  It  would  be  super- 
fiuous  to  pause  over  the  exquisite  wines 
and  luscious  cookery  which  were  placed 
in  requisition  for  the  occasion,  or  the 
various  and  brilliant  conversation  that 
flashed  around  the  table.  Sir  Edward 
was  a  man  of  talent  and  observation  ; 
and,  foul  as  were  the  scenes  in  which 
he  had  latterly  passed  his  life,  was 
full  of  rapid  and  brilliant  repartee,  and 
piquant  sketches  of  men  and  manners 
without  end.  Like  the  poor  animal 
whose  palate  is  for  a  moment  tickled 
with  the  bait  alluring  it  to  destruction, 
Beauchamp  was  in  ecstasies !  There 
was,  besides,  such  a  flattering  deference 
paid  to  everything  that  fell  from  his 
lips — so  much  eager  curiosity  excited 
by  the  accounts  he  gave  of  one  or  two 
of  his  foreign  adventures — such  an 
interest  taken  in  the  arrangements 
he  contemplated  for  augmenting  his 
estates  in shire,  &c.  &c.,  that  Beau- 
champ never  felt  better  pleased  with 
himself^  nor  with  his  companions. 
About  eleven  o'clock,  one  of  Sir  Ed- 
ward's friends  proposed  a  rubber  at 
whist,  "thinking  they  had  all  of  them 
talked  one  anotner  hoarse,"  but  Sir 
Edward  promptly  negatived  it.  The 
proposer  insisted,  but  Sir  Edward  coldly 
repeated  his  refusal.  "  /  am  not  tired 
of  my  friends'  conversation,  though 
they  may  be  of  mine !  And  I  fancy, 
Beauchamp,"  he  continued,  shaking  his 
head  with  a  serious  air,  "  you  and  I 
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have  burnt  our  fingers  too  often  at  col- 
lege, to  be  desirous  of  renewing  our 
pranks." 

"Why,  good  God,  Sir  Edward!  " 
rejoined  the  proposer,  "what  do  you 
mean?  Are  you  insinuating  that  lam 
fond  of  deep  play  f — /,  I  that  have  been 
such  a  sufferer  ?  "  How  was  it  that 
8uch  shallow  trickery  could  not  be  seen 
through  by  a  man  who  knew  anything 
of  the  world  ?  The  answer  is  obvious 
— ^The  victim's  penetration  had  desert- 
ed him.  Flattery  and  wine — ^what  will 
they  not  lead  a  man  to  ?  In  short,  the 
farce  was  so  well  kept  up  that  Beau- 
champ,  fancying  he  alone  stood  in  the 
way  of  the  evening's  amusements,  felt 
himself  called  upon  to  "beg  they  would 
not  consult  At%,  if*they  were  oisposed 
for  a  rubber,  as  he  would  make  a  iiand 
with  the  greatest  pleasure  imaginable." 
The  proposer  and  his  Iriend  looked  ap- 
pealingly  to  Sir^ward. 

"  Oh  I  God  forbid  that  I  should  hin- 
der you,  since  you're  all  so  disposed," 
said  the  baronet,  with  a  polite  air ;  and, 
in  a  few  minutes,  the  fom  friends  were 
seated  at  the  whist  table.  'Sir  Edward 
was  dbUqed  to  tend  ovJt^  and  buy^  or  bor- 
row cards!  "He  really  so  seldom,"  &c., 
"  especially  in  his  poor  health,"  &c. ! 
There  was  nothing  whatever,  in  the 
conduct  of  the  game,  calculated  to 
arouse  a  spark  of  suspicion.  The  three 
confederates  acted  their  parts  to  ad- 
miration, and  maintalnea  throughout 
the  matter-of-fact,  listless  air,  of  men 
who  have  sat  down  to  cards,  each  out 
of  complaisance  to  the  others.  At  the 
end  of  the  second  rubber,  which  was  a 
long  one,  they  paused  awhile,  rose,  and 
betook  themselves  to  refreshments. 

"  By  the  way,  Apsley,"  said  Sir  Ed- 
ward suddenly,  "  hive  jovl  heard  how 
that  extraordinary  affair  of  General 
— 's  terminated?  " 

"  Decided  against  him,"  was  the  re- 
ply; "but  I  think  wrongly.  At 's," 

naming  a  celebrated  coterie,  "  where 
the  ai^dr  was  ultimately  canvassed, 
they  were  equally  divided  in  opinion; 
an<l,  on  the  strength  of  it,  the  General 
swears  he  won't  pay." 

"  It  is  certainly  one  of  the  most  sin- 
gular things  in  tne  world ! " 


"  Pl»y,  what  might  the  disputed 
point  be?"  inquired Beauchamp,  sip- 
ping a  glass  of  liqueur. 

"Oh,  merely  a  bit  of  town  tittle- 
tattle!"  replied  Sir  Edward  carelessly, 
"aboutaBouffe  et  Noir  bet  between 

Lord and  General :  I  dare- 

BAy*  you  would  feel  no  interest  in  it 
whatever." 

But  Beauchamp  did  feel  interested 
enough  to  press  his  host  for  an  account 
of  the  matter ;  and  he  presently  found 
himself  listening  to  a  story  told  most 
graphically  by  Sir  Edward,  and  art- 
fully calculated  to  interest  and  inflame 
the  passions  of  his  hearer.  Beauchamp 
drank  in  eagerly  every  word.  He  could 
not  help  identifying  himself  with  the 
parties  spoken  of.  A  Satanic  smile  flick- 
ered occasionally  over  the  countenan- 
ces of  the  conspirators,  as  they  beheld 
these  unequivocal  indications  that 
their  prey  was  entering  their  toils. 
Sir  Edwa^  represented  the  hinge  of 
the  story  to  be  a  moot  point  at  Houge 
et  Noir ;  and  when  he  had  concluded, 
an  animated  discussion  arose.  Beau- 
champ took  an  active  part  in  the  dis- 
pute, siding  with  Mr  Apsley.  Sir  Ed- 
ward got  flvsteredl  and  began  to  ex- 
press himself  rather  heatedly.  Beau- 
champ also  felt  himself  kindling,  and 
involuntarily  cooled  his  ardour  with 
glass  after  glass  of  the  wine  that  stood 
before  him.  At  length,  out  leaped  a 
bold  bet  from  Beauchamp,  that  he 
would  make  the  same  point  with  Gen- 
eral   .    Sir  Edward  shrugged  his 

shoulders,  and,  with  a  smile,  "  (feclined 
winning  his  money,"  on  anoint  clear 
as  the  noonday  sun!  Mr  Hillier,  how- 
ever, who  was  of  Sir  Edward's  opinion, 
instantly  took  Beauchamp;  and,  for 
the  symmetry  of  the  thing,  Apsley  and 
Sir  Edward,  m  spite  of  the  latter  s  pro- 
testation to  Beauchamp,  betted  hi^y 
on  their  respective  opinions.  Some- 
body suggested  an  adjournment  to  the 

"  establishment "  at Street,  where 

they  might  decide  the  question ;  and 
thither,  accordingly,  after  great  show 
of  reluctance  on  Uie  part  of  Sir  Ed- 
ward, they  all  four  repaired. 

The  reader  need  not  fear  that  I  am 
going  to  dilate  upon  the  sickening 
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horrors  of  a  modem  "  hell! " — ^for  into 
such  a  place  did  Beauchamp  find  him« 
self  introduced.  The  infernal  splen- 
dour of  the  scene  bj  which  he  was  sur- 
rounded smote  his  soul  with  a  sense 
of  guilty  awe  the  moment  he  entered, 
flushed  though  he  was,  and  unsteady 
with  wine.  A  spectral  recollection  of 
his  mother  and  Ellen,  wreathed  with 
the  haloes  of  virtue  and  ptuity,  glanced 
across  his  mind ;  and,  lor  a  moment, 
he  thought  himselfreally  in  hell!  Sick 
and  faint,  he  sat  down  for  a  few  se- 
conds at  an  unoccupied  tahle.  He  felt 
half  determined  to  rush  out  from  the 
room.  His  kind  friends  perceived  his 
agitation.  Sir  Edward  asked  him  if 
he  were  ill  ?  But  Beauchamp,  with  a 
sickly  smile,  referred  his  sensations 
to  a  heated  room,  and  the  unusual 
quantity  of  wine  he  had  drunk.  Half 
ashamed  of  himself,  and  dreading  their 
banter,  he  presently  rose  from  ms  seat, 
and  declared  himself  recovered.  After 
standing  some  time  beside  the  Bouge 
et  Noir  table,  where  tremendous  stakes 
were  ])laying  for,  amidst  profound  and 
agitating  suence — where  he  ;inarked 

the  sallow  features  of  General 

and  Lord ,  the  parties  implicated 

in  the  affair  mentioned  at  Sir  Edward's 
table,  and  who,  having  arranged  their 
dispute,  were  now  over  head  and  ears 
in  a  new  transaction — ^the  four  friends 
withdrew  to  one  of  the  priyate  tables 
to  talk  over  their  bet.  Alas!  half-an- 
hour*s  time  beheld  them  all  at  hazard  ! 
— ^Beauchamp  playing !  and  with  ex- 
citement and  enthusiasm  equalling  9!Dy 
one*s  in  the  room.  Sir  Edward  main- 
tained the  negligent  and,  reluctant  air 
of  a  man  everpersuaded  into  acquies- 
cence in  the  wishes  of  his  companions. 
Every  time  that  Beauchamp  shook  the 
fatal  dice-box,  thepale  face  of  hismother 
looked  at  him;  yet  still  he  shook,  and 
still  he  threw — ^for  he  won  freely  from 
Apsley  and  Hillier.  About  four  o'clock 
he  took  his  departure,  with  bank-notes 
in  his  pocket-book  to  the  amount  of 
d£95,  as  nis  evening's  winning. 

He  walked  home  to  his  hotel,  weary 
and  depressed  in  spirits,  ashamed  and 
enrap^a  at  his  own  weak  compliances 
and  irresolution.  The  thought  sudden- 
ly struck  him,  however,  that  he  would 


make  amends  for  his  misconduct,  br 
appropriating  the  whole  of  his  unh«J- 
lowed  gains  to  the  purchase  of  jewel- 
lery .for  his  mother  and  cousin.  Be- 
lieved by  this  consideration,  he  threw 
himself  on  his  bed,  and  slept,  though 
uneas^,  till  a  late  hour  in  the  mom- 
ii^.  flis  first  thought  on  waking  was 
the  last  that  had  occupied  his  mind 
over-night;  but  it  was  in  a  moment 
met  b^  another,  and  more  startling 
reflection-*-What  would  Sir  Edward, 
Hillier,  and  Apsley  think  of  him,  drag- 
ging them  to  pla^r,  and  winning  their 
money,  without  ^ving  them  an  oppor- 
tunity of  retrieving  their  losses !  The 
more  he  thought  of  it,  the  more  was  he 
embarrassed;  and  as  he  tossed  about 
on  his  bed,  the  suspicion  flashed  across 
his  disturbed  mind  that  he  was  em- 
broiled with  gamblers.  With  what 
credit  could  he  skulk  from  the  attack 
he  had  himself  provoked  ?  Perplexed 
and  agitated  with  the  dilemma  he  had 
drawn  upon  himself,  he  came  to  the 
conclusion,  that,  at  all  events,  he  must 
invite  the  baronet  and  his  fnends  to 
dinner  that  day,  and  give  them  their 
revenge,  when  he  might  retreat  with 
honour  and  for  ever.  Eveij  one  who 
reads  these  pages  will  anticipate  the 
event. 

Gaming  is  a  magical  stream ;  if  you 
do  but  wade  far  enough  into  it  to  wet 
the  soles  of  your  feet,  there  is  an  in- 
fluence in  the  waters,  which  draws 
^ou  irresistibly  in,  deeper  and  dee^r, 
till  you  are  sucked  into  the  roaring 
v(»rtex  and  perish.  If  it  were  not  un- 
duly paradoxical,  one  might  say,  with 
respect. to  gaming,  that  ne  has  come 
to  the  end  who  has  made  a  beginning ! 

Mr  Beauchamp  postponed  the  busi- 
ness which  he  had  himself  fixed  for 
transaction  that  evening,  and  received 
Sir  Edward— who  had  found  out  that 
he  could  now  venture  firom  home  at 
nights — and  his  two  firiehds,  with  all 
appearance  of  cheerfulness  and  cordi- 
ality. In  his  heart  he  felt  ill  at  ease ; 
but  his  uneasiness  vanished  with 
every  glass  of  wine  he  drank.  His 
guests  were  all  men  of  conversation ; 
and  they  took  care  to  select  the  most 
inteiestmg  topics.  Beauchamp  was 
delighted.    Some  slight  laughing  allu- 
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sions  were  made  by  HiUier  and  Apsley 
to  tbeir  over-riignt*8  adventure;  but 
Sir  Edward  colol^  characterised  it  as 
an  "absurd  affair,"  and  told  them 
thej  deserved  to  suffer  as  they  did. 
This  was  exactly  the  signal  for  which 
Beauchamp  baa  long  Been  waiting; 
and  he  proposed,  in  a  moment,  that 
cards  and  aice  should  be  brought  in 
to  finish  the  evening  with,  fiillier 
and  Apsley  hesitated;  Sir  Edward 
looked  at  his  watch,  and  talked  of 
tke  opera.  Beauchamp,  however,  was 
peremptory,  and  down  they  all  sat — 
and  to  Mazard!  Beaucnamp  was 
fixedly  determined  to  lose,  that  even- 
ing, a  hundred  pounds,  inclusive  of 
his  over-night's  winnings ;  and  veiled 
his  purpose  so  flimsily  that  his  oppo- 
nents saw.  in  a  moment,  "what  he 
was  after.  Mr  Apsley  laid  down  the 
dice-box  with  a  haughty  air,  and  said, 
"  Mr  Beauchamp,  I  do  not  understand 
you,  sir.  You  are  playing  neither 
with  boys  nor  swindlers;  and  be 
pleased,  besides,  to  recollect  at  whose 
instance  we  sat  down  to  this  evening's 
Hazard." 

Mr  Beaucharan  laughed  it  off*,  and 
protested  he  did  his  best.  Apsley, 
apparently  satisfied,  resumed  his  play, 
and  their  victim  felt  himself  in  their 
meshes — ^that  the  "  snare  of  the  fowler 
was  upon  him."  They  played  with 
various  success  for  about  two  hours ; 
and  Sir  Edward  was  listlessly  inti- 
mating his  intention  to  have  a  throw 
for  the  first  time,  "  for  company's 
sstke,"  when  a  card  of  a  young  noble- 
man, one  of  the  most  profligate  of  the 
profligate  set  whom  Beaudiamp  had 
Known  at  Oxford,  was  brought  m. 

"Ah!  Lord  — ^!"  exclaimed  Sir 
Edward,  with  joyful  surprise — "  An 
age  since  I  saw  him!  How  very 
strange — ^how  fortunate  that  I  should 
happen  to  be  here ! — ^Oh,  come,  Beau- 
champ"— seeing  his 'host  disposed  to 
utter  a  frigid  "  not  at  home  " — "  come, 
mutt  ask  him  in !  The  very  best  fel- 
low in  life!"    Now,  Lord  and 

SirEdward  were  bosom  friends,  equally 
unprincipled^  and  that  very  morning 
had  they  arranged  this  most  wiex- 
peded  visit  of  his  lordship !  As  soon 
as  the  ably-sustained  excitement  and 


enthusiasm  of  his  lordship  had  sub- 
sided, he,  of  course,  assured  them  that 
he  should  leave  immediately,  unless 
they  proceeded  with  their  play,  and 
h^  stationed  himself  as  an  onlooker 
beside  Beauchamp. 

The  infernal  crew  now  began  to  see 
they  had  it  "  all  their  own  way." 
Their  tactics  mi^t  have  been  finally 
frustrated,  had  Beauchamp  but  pos- 
sessed su£Scient  moral  courage  to 
yield  to  the  loud  promptings  of  his 
Detter  judgment,  and  firmly  deter- 
mined to  stop  in  time.  Alas!  how- 
ever, he  had  taken  into  his  bosom  the 
torpid  snake,  and  kept  it  there  till  it 
revived.  In  the  warmth  of  excite- 
ment he  forgot  his  fears,  and  his 
decaying  propensities  to  play  were 
rapidly  resuscitated.  Before  the  even- 
ing's close,  he  had  entered  into  the 
spirit  of  the  game  with  as  keen  a 
relish  as  a  professed  gamester !  With 
a  sort  of  frenzy,  he  proposed  bets, 
which  the  ecmtiouB  baronet  and  his 
coadjutors  hesitated,  and,  at  last,  re- 
fused to  take!  About  three  o'clock 
they  separated,  and,  on  making  up 
accounts,  they  found  that,  so  equally 
had  profit  and  loss  been  shared,  that 
no  one  had  lost  or  gained  more  than 
£20.    Beauchamp  accepted  a  seat  in 

Lord 's  box  at  the  opera  for  the 

next  evening ;  and  the  one  following 
that,  he  engaged  to  dine  with  Apsley. 
After  his  guests  had  retired,  he  betook 
himself  to  bed,  with  comparatively 
none  of  those  heart-smitings  which 
had  kept  him  sleepless  the  night  be- 
fore. The  men  with  whom  he  had 
been  playing*  were  evidently  no  pro- 
fessional gamblers,  afid  he  felt  him- 
self safe  in  their  hands. 

To  the  opera^  pursuant  to  promise, 
he  went,  and  to  Apsley's.  At  the 
former  he  recognised  several  of  his 
college  acquaintance ;  and  at  the  lat- 
ter's  bouse  he  spent  a  delightful  even- 
ing, never  having  said  better  things, 
and  never  being  more  flatteringly  at- 
tended to ;  and  the  night's  social  en 
joyment  was  wound  up  with  afiiendly 
rubber  for  stakes  laughably  small. 
This  was  Sir  Edward's  scheme,  for  he 
was  not,  it  will  be  recollected,  to 
^^fiighkn  the   bird."     The  doomed 
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Beauchamp  retired  to  rest,  better 
satisfied  with  himself  and  his  friends 
than  ever;  for  he  had  transacted  a 
little  real  business  during  the  day; 
written  two  letters  to  the  country,  and 
despatched  them,  with  a  pair  of  mag- 
nificent bracelets,  to  Ellen;  played 
the  whole  evening  at  unpretending 
whist,  and  won  two  guineas,  instead 

of  accompanying  Lord and  Hil- 

lier  to  the  establishment  in Street, 

where  he  might  have  lost  hundreds. 
A  worthy  ola  English  bishop  says, 
"  The  devil  then  maketh  sure  of  us, 
when  we  do  make  sure  of  ourselves." 
Awise maxim !  Poor Beauchamp now 
began  to  feel  confidence  in  his  own 
strength  of  purpose.  He  thought  he 
had  ^en  weighed  in  the  balance,  and 
not  found  wanting.  He  was  as  deeply 
convinced  as  ever  of  the  pernicious 
efifects  of  an  inordinate  love  of  plav ; 
but  had  he  that  passion?  No!  He 
recollected  the  healthful  thrill  of  hor- 
ror and  disgust  with  which  he  listened 
to  Lord  's  entreaties  to  accom- 
pany him  to  the  gaming-house,  and 
was  satisfied.  He  took  an  early  op- 
portunity of  writing  home,  to  apprise 
nis  mother  and  cousin  that  be  in- 
tended to  continue  in  town  a  month 
or  six  weeks,  and  assigned  satisfac- 
tory reasons  for  his  protracted  stay. 
He  wrote  in  the  warmest  terms  to 
both  of  them,  and  said  he  should  be 
counting  the  days  till  he  threw  him- 
self into  their  arms.  "  'Tis  this  tire- 
some Twister,  our  attorney,  that  must 
answer  for  my  long  stay.  There  is 
no  quickening  his  phlegmatic  disposi- 
tion !  When  I  would  hurry  and  press 
him,  he  shrugs  his  shoulders,  and  says 
there's  no  doing  law  by  steam.  He 
says  he  fears  the  Chancery  affairs  will 
prove  very  tedious;  and  they  are  in 
such  a  state  just  now,  that,  were  I  to 
return  into  the  country,  I  should  be 
summoned  up  to  town  again  in  a 
twinkling.     Now,  I  am  here,  I  will 

fet  all  this  business  fairly  off  my 
ands.  So,  by  this  day  six  weeks, 
dearest  coz,  expect  to  see  at  your  feet, 
yours  eternally — ^H.  B." 

But,  alas !  Uiat  day  saw  Beauchamp 
in  a  new  and  startling  dharacter — ^that 
of  an  infatuated  gamester  Ir^During 


that  fatal  six  weeks,  he  had  lost  several 
thousand  pounds,  and  had  utterly  ne- 
glected the  business  which  brought  him 
up  to  town — for  his  whole  heart  was 
with  French  Hazard  and  Kouge  et  Noir ! 
Even  his  outward  appearance  had  un- 
dergone a  strange  alteration.  His 
cheeks  and  forehead  wore  the  sallow 
hue  of  dissipation — ^his  eyes  were  weak 
and  bloodshot — ^his  hands  trembled 
— and  every  movement  indicated  the 
highest  degree  of  nervous  irritability. 
He  had  become  vexed  and  out  of  tem- 
per with  all  about  him,  but  especially 
with  himself,  and  never  could  "  bring 
himself  up  to  par  "  till  seven  or  eight 
o'clock  in  the  evening,  at  dinner,  when 
he  was  warming  with  wine.  The  first 
thing  in  the  mornings,  also,  he  felt  it 
necessary  to  fortify  himself  against 
the  agitations  of  the  day,  by  a  smart 
draught  of  brandy  or  liqueur !  If  the 
mere  love  of  temporary  excitement 
had  been  sufficient,  in  the  first  in- 
stance, to  allure  him  on  to  play,  the 
desire  for  retrieving  bis  losses,  now 
supplied  a  stronger  motive  for  perse- 
vering in  his  dangerous  and  destruc- 
tive career.  Ten  thousand potmcky  the 
lowest  amount  of  his  losses,  was  a 
sum  he  could  not  afford  to  lose,  with- 
out very  serious  inconvenience.  Gra- 
cious God!  what  would  his  aged 
mother — ^what  would  Ellen  say,  if  they 
knew  the  mode  and  amount  of  his 
losses  ?  The  thought  distracted  him ! 
He  had  drawn  out  of  his  banker's 
hands  all  the  floating  balance  he  had 
placed  there  on  arriving  in  town ;  and, 
m  short,  he  had  been  at  last  compelled 
to  mortgage  one  of  his  favourite  estates 
for  £8000;  and  how  to  conceal  the 
transaction  from  his  mother,  without 
making  desperate  and  successful  efforts 
to  recover  himself  at  play,  he  did  not 
know.  He  had  now  got  inextricably 
involved  with  Sir  Edward  and  his  set, 
who  never  allowed  him  a  moment's 
time  to  come  to  himself,  but  were 
ever  ready  with  diversified  sources  of 
amusement.  Under  their  damned  tu- 
telage, Beauchamp  commenced  the 
systematic  life  of  "  a  man  about  town,** 
in  all  except  the  fouler  and  gprosser 
vices,  to  which,  I  believe,  he  was 
never  addicted. 
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His  money  flew  about  in  all  direc- 
tions. He  never  went  to  the  establish- 
ment in  Street,  but  his  over- 
night's I.0.n.*8  stared  him  in  the  face 
the  next  morning  like  reproachful 
fiends!  —  and  he  was  daily  accumu- 
lating bills  at  the  fashionable  trades- 
men's, to  whom  he  gave  higher  prices, 
to  insure  longer  credit.  While  he  was 
compelled  to  write  down  confidentially 
to  Old  Pritchard,  his  agent,  for  mone^, 
almost  every  third  or  fourth  post,  his 
correspondence  with  his  mother  and 
cousin  gradually  slackened,  and  his 
letters,  short  as  they  were,  indicated 
effort  and  constraint  on  the  part  of  the 
writer.  It  was  long,  very  long,  before 
Mrs  Beauchamp  suspected  that  any- 
thing was  going  wrong.  She  was 
completely  cajoled  by  her  son's  ac- 
counts of  the  complicated  and  harass- 
ing affairs  in  Chancery,  and  considered 
that  circumstance  fully  to  account  for 
the  brevity  and  infrequency  of  his 
letters.  The  quicker  eyes  of  Ellen, 
however,  soon  saw,  in  the  chilling 
shortness  and  formality  of  his  letters 
to  her,  that  even  if  his  re^rd  for  her, 
personally,  were  not  diminishing,  he 
nad  discovered  such  pleasurable  ob- 
jects in  town  as  enabled  him  to  bear, 
with  great  fortitude,  the  pcmgs  of  ab- 
sence T 

Graming  exerts  a  deadenine  influ- 
ence upon  all  the  facilities  of  the  soul 
that  are  not  immediately  occupied  in 
its  dreadful  service.  The  heart  it  ut- 
terly withers  ;  and  it  was  not  long, 
therefore,  before  Beauchamp  was  fully 
aware  of  the  altered  state  of  his  feel- 
ings towards  his  cousin,  and  satirfied 
with  them.  Play — play — PLAY,  was 
the  name  of  his  new  and  tyrannical 
mistress!  Need  I  utter  such  com- 
monplaces as  to  say,  that  the  more 
Beauchamp  played,  the  more  he  lost ; 
that  the  more  he  lost,  the  deeper  he 
played ;  and  that  the  less  chance  there 
was,  the  more  reckless  he  became?  I 
cannot  dwell  on  this  dreary  portion  of 
my  narrative.  It  is  sufficient  to  in- 
form the  reader  that,  employed  in  the 
way  I  have  mentioned,  Eleauchamp 
protracted  his  stay  in  London  to  jive 
months.  During  tliis  time  he  had  ac- 
tually gambled  away  thseb-foubthb  of 


his  whole  fortune.  He  was  now  both 
ashamed  and  afraid  of  returning  home. 
Letters  from  his  poor  mother  and  Ellen 
accumulated  upon  him,  and  often  lay 
for  weeks  unanswered.  Mrs  Beau- 
champ had  once  remonstrated  with 
him  on  his  allowing  any  of  his  affairs 
to  keep  him  so  long  in  town,  under 
the  peculiar  circumstances  in  which 
he  was  placed  with  respect  to  Ellen  ; 
but  she  received  such  a  tart  reply 
from  her  son  as  effectually  prevent- 
ed  her  future  interference.  She  began 
to  grow  very  uneasy,  and  to  suspect 
that  something  or  other  unfortunate 
had  happened  to  her  son.  Her  fears 
hurried  ner  into  a  disregard  of  his 
menaces ;  and  at  length  she  wrote  up 
privately  to  Mr  Twister,  to  know  what 
was  the  state  of  affairs,  and  what  kept 
Mr  Beauchamp  so  harassingly  em- 
ployed. The  poor  old  lady  received 
for  answer,  that  the  attorney  knew  of 
nothing  that  need  have  detained  Mr 
Beauchamp  in  town  beyond  a  week ; 
and  that  he  had  not  been  to  Mr  Twis- 
ter's office  for  several  months  I 

Pritchard,  Mr  Beauchamp's  agent, 
was  a  quiet  and  faithful  fellow,  and 
managed  all  his  master's  concerns 
with  the  utmost  punctuality  and  se- 
cresy.  He  had  been  elevated  from 
the  rank  of  a  common  servant  in  the 
family  to  his  present  office,  which  he 
had  filled  for  thirty  years  with  un- 
spotted credit.  He  had  been  a  great 
favourite  with  old  Mr  Beauchamp,  who 
committed  him  to  the  kindness  of  Mrs 
Beauchamp,  and  requested  her  to  con- 
tinue him  m  his  office  till  his  son  ar- 
rived at  his  majority.  The  good  old 
man  was  thererore  thoroughly  identi- 
fied with  the  family  interests ;  and  it 
was  natural  that  he  should  feel  both 
disquietude  and  alarm  at  the  demands 
for  money,  unprecedented  in  respect  of 
amount  and  frequency,  made  oy  Mr 
Beauchamp  during  his  stay  in  town. 
He  was  kept  in  profound  darkness  as 
to  the  destination  of  the  money,  and 
confounded  at  having  to  forwaid  up 
to  London  the  title-deeds  and  papers 
relating  to  most  of  the  property. 
'*  What  can  my  young  squire  be  driv- 
ing at?"  said  Pritchard  to  himself; 
and|  as  he  could  devise  no  satisfactory 
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answer,  lie  began  to  fiime  and  fret,  and 
to  indulge  in  melancholy  speculations. 
He  surmised  that  ''  all  was  not  going 
on  right  at  London ; "  for  he  was  too 
much  a  man  of  business  to  be  cajoled 
by  the  flimsy  reasons  assigned  by  Mr 
Beauchamp  for  requiring  the  estate 
papers.  He  began  to  suspect  that  his 
young  master  was  "  taking  to  bad 
courses;  "  but  being  enjoined  silence 
at  his  pril,  he  held  his  tongue,  and, 
shruegmg  his  shoulders,  "  hoped  the 
best.  He  longed  every  day  to  make, 
or  find  an  opportunity  for  communi- 
cating with  his  old  mistress ;  yet  how 
could  he  break  his  master's  confidence, 
and  risk  the  threatened  penalty !  He 
received,  however,  a  letter  one  morn- 
ing which  decided  him.  The  fearful 
contents  were  as  follows  :— 

"  Dear  and  faithful  old  Pritchard, — 
There  are  now  only  two  ways  in  which 
you  can  show  your  regard  for  me — 
profound  seoresy,  and  immediate  at- 
tention to  my  directions.  I  have  been 
engaged  for  some  time  in  extensive 
speculations  in  London,  and  have  been 
dreadfvUy  unfortwnaie,  I  must  have 
fifteen,  or,  at  *he  very  lowest,  ten  thou- 
sand pounds  by  this  day  week,  or  be 
ruined;  and  I  purpose  raising  that 
sum  by  a  mortgage  on  my  propert]^  in 

shire.   I  can  see  no  other  possible 

way  of  meeting  my  engagements, 
without  compromising  the  character 
of  our  family — ^the  honour  of  my  name. 
Let  me,  therefore,  have  all  the  needful 
papers  in  time — ^in  two  days'  time  at 
the  latest.  Dear  old  man! — ^for  the 
love  of  God,  and  the  respect  you  bear 
my  father's  memory,  keep  all  this  to 
yourself,  or  consequences  may  follow 
which  I  tremble  to  think  of !— I  am, 
&c.  &c. 

"  Henry  Beauchamp. 

" Hotd,  4  o'cheh,  A.M." 

This  letter  was  written  with  evident 
hurry  and  trepidation ;  but  not  with 
more  than  its  perusal  occasioned  the 
aflfrighted  steward.  He  dropped  it 
from  his  hands,  elevated  them  and  his 
eyes  towards  heaven,  and  turned  dead- 
ly pale.  He  trembled  from  head  to 
foot;  and  the  only  words  he  uttered  I 


were,  in  a  low  moaning  tone,  "Oh, 
my  poor  old  master !  Wouldn't  it 
raise  yoiir  bones  out  of  the  grave  ?  " — 
Coula  he  any  longer  delay  telling,  his 
mistress  of  the  dreadful  pass  tmngs 
were  come  to  ? 

After  an  hour  or  two  spent  in  terror 
and  tears,  he  resolved,  come  what 
might,  to  set  off  for  the  Hall,  seek  an 
interview  with  Mrs  Beauchamp,  and 
disclose  everything.  He  had  scarcely 
got  half-way,  when  he  was  met  by  one 
of  the  Hall  servants,  who  stopped  him, 
saying — "Oh,  Mr  Steward,  I  was  com- 
ing down  for  you.  Mistress  is  in  a 
loay  this  morning,  and  wants  to  see 
you  directly." 

The  old  man  hardly  heard  him  out, 
and  hurried  on  as  fast  as  possible  to 
the  Hall,  which  was  pervaded  with  an 
air  ofexcitement  and  suspense.  He  was 
instantly  conducted  into  Mrs  Beau- 
champ's-  private  room.  The  good  old 
lady  sat  in  her  easy>chair,  her  pallid 
features  full  of  grief,  and  her  grey 
locks  strayiDg  in  disorder  from  under 
the  border  of  her  cap.  Every  limb  was 
in  a  tremor.  On  one  side  of  her  sat 
Ellen,  in  the  same  agitated  condition 
as  her  aunt ;  and  on  the  other  stood 
a  table  with  brandy,  hartshorn,  &c,, 
and  an  open  letter. 

"  Be  seated,  Pritchard,"  said  the  old 
lady  faintly.  The  steward  placed  his 
chair  beside  the  table.  "  Why,  what 
is  the  matter  with  you,  Pritchard?'* 
inquired  Miss  Beauchamp,  startled  by 
the  agitation  and  fright  manifested  in 
the  steward's  countenance.  He  drew 
his  hand  across  his  forehead,  and 
stammered  that  he  was  grieved  to  see 
them  in  such  trouble,  when  he  was 
interrupted  by  Mrs  Beauchamp  put- 
ting the  open  letter  into  his  hand,  and 
telling  him  to  read  it.  The  steward 
could  scarcely  adjust  his  glasses ;  for 
he  trembled  like  an  aspen  leaf.  He 
read — 

Madau, — ^My  client,  Lady  Hester 
Gripe,  having  consented  to  advance  a 
farther  sum  of  £22,000  to  Mr  Henry 
Beauchamp,  your  son,  on  mortgage  of 

his  estates  in shire,  I  beg  to  know 

whether  you  have  any  annuity  or  rent- 
charge  issuing  therefrom,  and,  if  so, 
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to  what  amount*  I  beg  yon  will  con. 
aider  this  inqniry  strictly  confidential, 
as  between  Lady  Hester  and  Mr  Beau* 
champ,  or  the  neffotiations'  will  be 
broken  off;  for  her  ladyship's  extreme 
caution  has  induced  me  to  break 
through'  my  promise  to  Mr  Beau* 
champ,  of  not  aUowiag  you,  or  any 
one  else,  to  know  of  the  transaction. 
As,  however,  Mr  Beauchamp^  said, 
^hat,  even  if  you  did  know,  it  was 
not  of  much  consequence,  I  presume 
1  have  not  g^ne  very  far  wrong  in 
gelding  to  her  ladyship's  importuni- 
ties. May  I  beg  the  favour  of  a  reply, 
per  return  of  post? — ^I  have  the  hon- 
our, &c.  &c.  &c. 
"  FumtvaTs  Inn,  London.'^ 

Before  the  staggered  steward  had 
got  through  half  this  letter  he  was 
obliged  tolay  it  down  for  a  moment  or 
two,  to  recover  from  his  treindation. 

''A  FABTHSB  simi!*'  ho  muttered; 
He  wiped  the  cold  perspiration  from 
his  forehead,  dashed  out  the  tears  fh>m 
his  half-blinded  eyes,  and  resumed  his 
perusal  of  the  letter,  which  shook  in 
nis  hands.  No  one  spoke  a  syllable ; 
and,  when  he  had  finished  rea^ng,  he 
laid  down  the  letter  in  silence.  Mrs 
Beauchamp  sat,  leaning  back  in  her 
chair,  with  her  eyes  closed.  She  mur- 
mured something,  which  the  strain- 
ing ear  of  the  steward  could  not 
catch. 

"  What  was  my  lady  saying,  miss  ?  '* 
he  inquired.  Miss  Beauchamp  shook 
her  head,  without  speaking,  or  remov- 
ing her  handkerchief  from  her  face. 

"Well,  God's  holy  will  be  done!" 
exclaimed  Mrs  Beauchamp,  feebly  tast- 
ing a  little  brandy  and  water;  "but 
I'm  afraid  my  poor  Henry— and  all  of 
us — are  ruined !  " 

"God  grant  not,  my  lady !  Oh,  don't 
— don't  say  so,  my  lady  I  '  sobbed  the 
steward,  £'oppinff  involuntarily  upon 
his  knees,  and  elevating  his  clasped 
hands  upwards — "  'lis  true,  my  lady," 
he  continued,  "Master  Henry — ^for  I 
can't  help  calling  him  so — has  been  a 
little  wild  in  London — ^but  aU  is  not  yet 
gone — oh  no,  my  lady,  no !  " 

"  Tou  must,  of  course,  have  known 
all  along  of  his  doings— you  mtwf,  Prit- 


ehard ! "  said  Mrs  Beauchamp  in  a  low 
tone. 

"  Why,  yes^  my  lady,  I  have— but 
I've  gone  down  on  my  knees  every 
bietsed  night,  and  prayed  that  I  might 
find  a  way  of  letting  tou  biow"- 

"  Wh^  could  you  not  have  told 
me?  "  inquired  Mrs  Beauchamp, look- 
ing keenly  at  the  steward. 

*^  Because,  my  lady,  I  was  his  stew- 
ard, and  bound  to  keep  his  confidence. 
He  would  have  discharged  me  the  mo- 
ment I  had  opened  my  lips ;  he  told 
me  so  often ! ' 

Mrs  Beauchamp  made  no  reply.  She 
saw  the  worthy  man*s  dilemma,  and 
doubted  not  his  integrity,  though  she 
had  entertained  momentarily  a  suspi- 
cion of  his  guilty  acauiescence. 

"  Have  you  ever  neard,  Pritchard, 
HOW  the  money  has  gone  in  London  ?  " 

"Never  a  breath,  my  lady,  that  I 
could  rely  on." 

"  What  have  you  heard  P-That  he 
frequents  gaming-houses?"  inauired 
Mrs  Beauchamp,  her  features  whiten- 
ing as  she  went  on.  The  steward  shook 
his  head.  There  was  another  mourn- 
ful pause. 

'*Now,  Pritchard,"  said  Mrs  Beau- 
champ, with  an  effort  to  muster  up  all 
her  calmness— -"tell  me,  as  in  the  sight 
of  God,  how  much  money  has  my  son 
made  away  with  since  he  left?  " 

The  steward  paused  and  hesitated. 

"I  must  not  be  trifled  with,  Prit- 
chard," continued  Mrs  Beauchamp, 
solemnly,  and  with  increasing  agita- 
tion. The  steward  seemed  calculating 
a  moment. 

"Why,  my  lady,  if  I  must  be  plain, 
I'm  afraid  that  twenty  thousand  pounds 
would  not  cover  " 

"  TWBKTT      THOXTSAinO      POUWDS  !  " 

screamed  Miss  Beauchamp,  springing 
out  of  her  chair  wildly ;  but  her  atten- 
tion was,  in  an  instant,  absorbed  by 
her  aunt,  who,  on  hearing  the  sum 
named  by  the  steward,  after  moving 
her  lips  for  a  moment  or  two.  as  if  she 
were  trying  to  speak,  suddenly  fell 
back  in  ner  seat,  and  swooned. 
^  To  describe  the  scenes  of  consterna- 
tion and  despair  which  ensued,  would 
be  impossible.  Mrs  Beauchamp's  feel- 
ings were  several  times  urging  her  on 
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the  very  borders  of  madness ;  and  Miss 
Beaucliamp  looked  the  imaee  of  speech- 
less, breathless  horror.  At  length,  how- 
ever, Mrs  Beauchamp  succeeded  in 
overcoming  her  feeling^s — ^for  she  was 
a  woman  of  unusual  strength  of  mind 
' — and  instantly  addressed  herself  to 
meet  the  naked  horrors  of  the  case, 
and  see  if  it  were  possible  to  dis- 
cover or  apply  a  remedy.  After  a 
day's  anxious  thought,  and  the  »h€w 
of  a  consultation  with  her  distracted 
niece,  she  decided  on  the  line  of  oper- 
ation she  intended  to  pursue. 

To  return,  however,  to  her  son. 
Things  went  on,  as  might  be  supposed 
from  the  situation  in  which  we  left  him, 
worse  and  worse.  Poor  Beauchamp's 
life  might  justly  be  said  to  be  a  perpe- 
tual frenzy — ^passed  in  alternate  par- 
oxysms of  remorse,  despair,  rage,  fear, 
and  all  the  other  baleful  passions  that 
can  tear  and  distract  the  human  soul. 
He  had  become  stupefied;  and  could 
not  fully  comprehend  the  enormous 
ruin  which  he  had  precipitated  up- 
on himself-— crushing  at  once  "  mind, 
body,  and  estate."  His  motions  seem- 
ed actuated  by  a  species  of  diabolical 
influence.  He  saw  the  nest  of  hornets 
which  he  had  lit  upon,  yet  would  not 
forsake  the  spot !  Alas !  Beauchamp 
was  not  the  first  who  has  felt  the  fatiu 
ftudnaJlMn  of  play,  the  utter  oblivious- 
ness of  consequences  which  it  induces ! 
The  demons  who  fluttered  about  him 
no  longer  thought  of  masking  them- 
selves, but  stood  boldly  in  all  their 
naked  hideousness  before  him.  For 
weeks  together,  he  had  one  continual 
run  of  biM  luck;  yet  still  he  lived  and 
gambled  on,  from  week  to  week^  from 
dav  to  day,  from  hour  to  hour,  m  the 
delusive  nope  of  recovering  himself. 
His  heart  was  paralysed — ^its  feelings 
all  smothered  Deneath  the  perpetual 
pressure  of  a  gamester's  anxieties.  It 
IS  not,  therefore,  difficult  for  the  read- 
er to  conceive  the  ease  with  which  he 
dismissed  the  less  and  less  frequently 
intruding  ima^s — ^the  palo  reproach- 
ful faces — of  his  mother  and  cousin  I 

Sir  Edward  Streighton,  the  most 
consummate  tactician,  sure,  that  ever 
breathed,  had  won  Uiousands  from 
Beauchamp,  without  affording  him  a 


tangible  opportunity  of  breaking  with 
hiiQ.  On  tne  contrary,  the  more  Beau- 
champ became  involved — ^the  deeper 
he  sank  into  the  whirlpool  of  destruc< 
tion — the  closer  he  clung  to  Sir  Ed- 
ward; as  if  clinging  to  the  devil  in 
hell  would  save  one  from  its  fires  I 
The  wily  baronet  had  contrived  to 
make  himself,  in  a  manner,  indispen- 
sable to  Beauchamp.  It  was  Sir  Ed- 
ward who  taught  nim  the  quickest 
way  of  turning  lands  into  cash — Sir 
Edward,  who  familiarised  him  with 
the  correctest  principles  of  betting  and 
handling  the  dice— Sir  Edward,  who 
put  him  in  the  way  of  evading  and 
defying  his  miuor  creditors — Sir  Ed- 
ward, who  feasted  and  fited  him  out 
of  his  bitter  ennui  and  thoughts  of 

shire — Sir  Edward,  who  lent  him 

hundreds  at  a  moment's  warning,  and 
gave  him  the  longest  credit ! 

Is  it  really  conceivable  that  Beau- 
champ could  not  see  through  the  plau- 
sible scoundrel?  inquires,  perhaps,  a 
reader.  No,  he  did  not,  tul  the  plot 
began  to  develope  itself  in  the  latter 
acts  of  the  tragedy !  And  even  when 
he  did,  he  still  went  on — and  on — and 
on — ^trusting  that,  in  time,  he  should 
outwit  the  subtle  devil.  Though  he 
was  a  little  shocked  at  finding  himself 
so  easily  capable  of  such  a  thing,  he 
resolved  at  last,  in  the  forlorn  hope  of 
retrieving  his  circumstances,  to  meet 
fraud  wim  fraud.  A  delusion  not  nn* 
common  among  the  desperate  victims 
of  gambling,  is  the  notion  that  they 
have  suddenly  hit  on  some  trick  b^ 
which  they  must  infallibly  win.  This 
is  the  iffwU  fahnu  which  often  lights 
them  to  the  fatal  verge.  Such  a  crot- 
chet had  latterly  been  flitting  through 
the  fancy  of  Beauchamp;  and  one 
ni^ht — or  rather  morning — after  re- 
volving the  scheme  over  and  over 
again  m  his  racked  brain,  he  started 
out  of  bed,  struck  a  li^ht,  seized  a 
pack  of  cards,  and,  shivering  with 
cold— for  it  was  winter — sat  cSculat- 
ing  and  mancBuvring  with  them  till 
he  had  satisfied  himself  of  the  accu- 
racy of  his  plan ;  when  he  threw  them 
down,  blew  out  his  candle,  and  leaped 
into  bed  aeain  in  a  fit  of  guilty  ecstasy. 
The  more  ne  turned  the  project  in  his 
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mind,  the  more  and  more  feasible  did 
it  appear.  ^  He  resolved  to  intrust  no 
one  breathing  with  his  secret.  Confi- 
dent of  success,  and  that,  with  but 
little  effort,  he  had  it.  in  his  power  to 
break  the  lixnk,  wheneyer,  and  as  often 
as  he  pleased,  he  determined  to  put 
his  plan  into  execution  in  a  day  or 
two,  on  a  large  scale;  stake  every 
penny  he  coiud  possibly  scrape  to- 
other, and  win  triumphantly.  He 
mstantly  set  about  procuring  the  re- 
quisite funds.  His  attorney—a  gam- 
bler himself,  whom  he  had  latterly 
picked  up,  at  the  instance  of  Hillier, 
as  "a  monstrously  convenient  fellow" 
— soon  contrived  to  cash  his  I.O.U.*s  to 
the  amount  of  £5000,  on  discovering 
that  he  had  still  available  property  in 
shire,  which  he  learned  at  a  con- 
fidential interview  with  the  solicitor 
in  Fumivars  Inn,  who  was  negotiat- 
ing the  loan  of  £22,000  from  Lady 
Gripe.*  He  returned  to  make  the 
hazardous  experiment  on  the  evening 
of  the  day  on  which  he  received  the 
£5000  from  his  attorney.  On  the 
morning  of  that  day,  he  was,  farther, 
to  hear  from  his  steward  in  the  coun- 
try respecting  the  mortgage  of  his  last 
and  best  property. 

That  was  a  memorable — ^a  terrible 
day  to  Beauchamp.  It  began  with  doubt 
— suspense— disappointment;  for  after 
awaitmg  the  call  of  the  postman, 
shaking  with  agitation,  he  caught  a 

flimps6  of  his  red  jacket  passing  by 
is  door — on  the  other  side  of  the 
street.  Almost  frantic,  he  threw  up 
the  window,  and  called  out  to  him — 
but  the  man  had  "none  to-day."  Beau- 
champ  threw  himself  on  his  sofa,  in 
a^ny  unutterable.  It  was  the  first 
time  that  old  Pritchard  had  ever  ne- 
glected to  return  an  answer  in  course 
of  post,  when  never  so  slightly  re- 
quested. A  thousand  fears  assailed 
him.  Had  his  letter  miscarried?  Was 
Pritchard  iU,  dying,  or  de^d?     Had 

*  It  is  my  intention,  on  a  ftiture  occasion, 
to  publish  some  account  of  the  extraordinary 
means  by  which  this  old  woman  amassed  a 
splendid  fortime.  She  was  an  inveterate 
swindler  at  cards ;  and  so  successful  that^ 
from  her  ffains  at  ordinary  play,  she  drew  a 
capital  with  which  she  traded  in  the  manner 
mentioned  above. 


he  been  frightened  into  a  disclosure 
to  Mrs  Beauchamp?  And  did  his 
Mother,  at  length—did  Ellen — know 
of  his  dreadful  doings?  The  thought 
was  too  frightful  to  dwell  upon! — 
thoroughly  unnerved,  he  flew  iotn'andy 
-—fiery  fiend,  lighting  up  in  the  brain 
the  flames  of  madness ! — ^He  scarcely 
knew  how  to  rest  during  the  interval 
between  breakfast  and  dinner;  for  at 
seven  o'clock,  he,  together  with  the 
rest  of  the  infernal  crew,  were  to  dine 
with  Apsley.  There  was  to  be  a 
strong  muster ;  for  one  of  the  decoys 
had  entrapped  a  wealthy  simpleton, 
who  was  to  make  his  "  first  appear- 
ance" that  evening.  After  walking, 
for  an  hour,  to  and  fro,  he  set  out  to 
call  upon  me.  He  was  at  mv  house 
by  twelve  o'clock.  During  his  stay 
in  town,  I  had  frequently  received 
him  in  qiialitjr  of  a  patient,  for  his 
trifling  fits  of*^  indisposition  and  low 
spirits.  I  had  looked  upon  him  merely 
as  a  fashionable  young  fellow,  who 
was  "upon  town*^  doing  his  best  to 
earn  a  little  notoriety,  such  as  was 
sought  after  by  most  young  men  of 
apirtf— and  fortune !  I  also  had  been 
able  to  gather,  from  what  he  let  fall 
at  several  interviews,  that  the  uneven 
spirits  he  enjoyed  were  owing  to  his 
gambling  propensities ;  that  his  ex- 
citement or  depression  alternated  with 
the  ^ood  or  ill  luck  he  had  at  play.  I 
felt  interest  in  him;  for  there  was 
about  him  an  air  of  ingenuousness  and 
straight-forwardness  which  captivated 
every  one  who  spoke  with  him.  His 
manners  had  all  the  ease  and  bland- 
ness  of  the  finished  gentleman ;  and 
when  last  I  saw  him,  which  was  about 
two  months  before,  he  appeared  in 
good  health  and  cheerful  spirits — a 
very  fine,  if  not  strictly  handsome 
man.  But  now,  when  he  stood  before 
me,  wasted  in  person,  and  haggard  in 
feature — ^full  of  irritability  and  petu- 
lance—I  could  scarcely  believe  him 
the  same  man ! — ^I  was  going  to  ask 
him  some  question  or  other,  when  he 
hastily  interrupted  me,  by  extending 
towards  me  his  two  hands,  which 
shook  almost  like  those  of  a  man  in 
the  palsy,  exclaiming— "This— Mwr, 
doctor,  IS  what  I  have  come  about. 
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Can  you  core  this^— by  six  o^dock  to- 
day ?"  There  was  a  wildness  in  his 
manner,  which  led  me  to  suspect  that 
his  intellect  was  disordered.  He 
hurried  on,  before  I  had  time  to  get  in 
a  word — **  If  yau  cannot  steady  my 

nerves  for  a  few  holirs,  I  am  " lie 

suddenly  paused,  and,  with  some  con- 
fusion, repeated  his  question.  The  ex- 
travagant  impetuosity  of  his  gestures, 
and  his  whole  demeanour,  alarmed 
me. 

"  Mr  Beauchamp,**  said  I  seriously, 
"it  is  now  two  months  since  you 
honoured  me  with  a  visit;  and  your 
appearance  since  then  is  wofully 
changed.    Permit  me,  as  a  respectful 

friend,  to  ask  whether  " He  rose 

abruptly  from  his  seat,  and,  in  a  tone 

bordering  on  insult,  replied,  "  Dr , 

I  came,  not  to  gratify  curiosity,  but  to 
receive  your  adyice  on  the  state  of  my 
health.  If  you  are  not  disposed  to 
afford  it  me,  1  am  intruding. 

"  You  mistake  me,  Mr  Beauchamp,** 
I  replied  calmly,  "  motives  and  all.  I 
do  not  wish  to  pry  into  your  affairs.  I 
desired  only  to  ascertain  whether  or 
not  your  mind  was  at  ease."  While 
I  was  speaking,  he  seemed  boiling  over 
with  suppressed  irritability;  and  when 
I  had  done,  he  took  his  hat  and  stick, 
flung  a  guinea  on  my  desk,  and,  before 
I  could  recover  from  the  astonishment 
his  extraordinary  behaviour  occasion- 
ed me,  strode  out  of  the  room. 

How  he  contrived  to  pass  the  day 
he  never  knew ;  but  about  five  o'clock 
he  retired  to  his  dressing-room,  to  pre- 
pare for  dinner.*  His  agitation  had 
reached  such  a  height,  that,  after  seve- 
ral ineffectual  attempts  to  shave  him- 
self, he  was  compelled  to  send  for  some 
one  to  perform  that  operation  for  him. 
When  the  duties  of  the  dressing-room 
were  completed,  he  returned  to  his 
sitting-room,  took  from  his  escritoire 
the  doomed  bank-notes  for  £5000,  and 

S laced  them  in  his  pocket-book,  A 
ense  film  floated  before  his  eyes,  when 
he  attempted  to  look  over  the  respec- 
tive amounts  of  the  bills,  to  see  that 

*  Mr  Beauchamp  had  removed  from  his 
hotel  into  private  lodgings  near  Pail-Mall, 
about  a  month  before  the  above-mentioned 
visit  to  me. 


all  was  correct.  He  then  seized  a  pack 
of  cards,  and  tried  over  and  over  again 
to  test  the  accuracy  of  his  calculations. 
He  laid  them  aside  when  he  had  satis- 
fied himself— locked  his  door,  opened 
his  desk,  and  took  out  pen  and  paper. 
He  then,  with  his  penknife,  pricked 
the  point  of  one  of  ms  fingers,  filled 
his  pen  with  the  blood  issuing,  from 
it,  and  wrote,  in  letters  of  blooo,  a  so- 
lemn oath,  that,  if  he  were  but  success- 
ful that  evening,  in  **  winning  back 
his  own,"  he  would  forsake  cards  and 
dice  for  ever,  and  never  again  be  found 
within  the  precincts  of  a  gaming-house, 
to  the  latest  hour  of  his  life.  I  have 
seen  that  singular  and  affecting  docu- 
ment. The  letters,  especially  those 
forming  the  signature,  are  more  like 
the  tremulous  handwriting  of  a  man 
of  ei^ty ,  than  of  one  but  twenty-one ! 
Perceiving  that  he  was  late,  he  hur- 
riedly affixed  a  black  seal  to  his  signa- 
ture-^-once  more  ran  his  eye  over  the 
doomed  £5000,  and  sallied  out  to  din- 
ner. 

When  he  reached  Mr  Apsley's,  he 
found  all  the  company  assembled,  ap- 
parently in  high  spirits,  and  all  eager  for 
dinner.  You  would  not  have  thought 
of  the  black  hearts  that  beat  beneath 
such  gay  and  pleasing  exteriors  as 
were  collected  round  Apsley's  table ! 
Not  a  syllable  of  allusion  was  made 
duringdmner-timetothe  subject  which 
filled  every  one^s  thoughts — ^play !  As 
if  by  mutual  consent,  that  seemed  the 
only  interdicted  topic ;  but  as  soon  as 
dinner  and  dessert,  both  of  them  first- 
rate,  were  over,  a  perfectly  understood 
pause  took  place;  and  Beauchamp, 
who,  with  the  aid  of  frequent  draughts 
of  champagne,  had  worked  himself  up 
to  the  proper  pitch,  was  the  first  to 
propose  with  eagerness  the  fatal  ad- 
journment to  the  gamingtable.  Every 
one  rose  in  an  instant  from  his  seat 
as  if  by  appointed  signal,  and  in  less 
than  five  minutes'  time,  they  were 
all,  with  closed  doors,  seated  around 
the  tables ; — 

Here  piles  of  cards,  and  there  the  damned 
dice. 

They  opened  with  Hazard.  Beau- 
champ was  the  first  who  threw,  and 
he  lost ;  but  as  the  stake  was  corn- 
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paratively  trifling,  he  neither  was, 
nor  appeared  to  be  annoyed.  He  was 
saving  himself  for  Bouge  et  Noir ! — 
The  rest  of  the  company  proceeded 
with  the  game,  and  got  gradually  in- 
to deeper  play,  till  at  length  heavy 
betting  was  began.  Beauchamp,  who 
declined  joining  them,  sat  watching, 
with  peculiar  feelings  of  mingled  sym- 
pathy and  contempt,  the  poor  fellow 
whom  the  ^ang  were  "  pigeoning." 

How  ^amfuUy  it  reminded  him  of 
his  own  initiation !  A  throng  of  bit- 
ter recollections  crowded  irresistibly 
through  his  mind,  as  he  sat  for  a  while 
with  leisure  for  contemplation.  The 
silence  that  was  maintained  was 
broken  only  by  the  rattling  of  the 
dice-box,  and  an  occasional  whisper 
when  the  dice  were  thrown. 

The  room  in  which  they  were  sit- 
ting was  furnished  with  splendour  and 
elegance.  The  walls  were  entirely 
concealed  beneath  valuable  pictures 
in  massive  and  tasteful  frames,  the 
gildine  of  which  glistened  with  a  pe- 
culiarfy  rich  effect  beneath  the  li^ht 
of  a  noble  ormolu  lamp,  suspended 
from  the  ceiling.  Ample  curtains  of 
yellow  flowered  satin,  drawn  closely 
together,  concealed  the  three  windows 
with  their  rich  draperies ;  and  a  few 
Gothic-fashioned  bookcases,  well  filled, 
were  stationed  near  the  comers  of  the 
room,  with  rare  specimens  of  Italian 
■  statuary  placed  upon  them.  The  fur- 
niture was  all  of  the  most  fashionable 
and  elegant  patterns;  and  as  the 
trained  eye  of  Beauchamp  scanned  it 
over,  and  marked  the  correct  taste 
with  which  everything  was  disoosed, 
the  thoughtx  forced  itself  upon  nim — 
"  How  manv  have  been  beggared  to 

giy  for  all  this ! "  His  heart  fluttered, 
e  gazed  on  the  flushed  features,  the 
eager  eyes,  the  agitated  gestures  of 
those  who  sat  at  the  table.  Directly 
opposite  was  Sir  Edward  Streighton, 
looking  attentively  at  the  caster — his 
fine  expansive  forehead  bordered  with 
slight  streaks  of  black  hair,  and  his 
large  lustrous  eyes  glancing  like  light- 
ning from  the  thrower  to  the  dice, 
and  from  the  dice  to  the  betters.  His 
features,  regular,  and  once  even  hand- 
some, bore  now  the  deep  traces  of  long 


and  harrowing  anxiety.  "Oh,  that 
one."  tbouffht  Beauchamp,  "  so  capable 
of  better  tilings,  bearing  on  his  orow 
nature^s  si^et  of  su^riority,  should 
have  sunk  into — a  aunndler  I  While 
these  thoughts  were  passing  through 
his  mind,  8ir  Edward  suddenly  looked 
up,  and  his  eyes  settled  for  an  instant 
on  Beauchamp.  Their  expression  al- 
most withered  him  I  He  thought  he 
waa  gazing  on  "  the  dark  and  guilty 
one,"  who  had  coldly  led  him  up  to 
rain's  brink,  and  was  waiting  to  preci- 
pitate him.  His  thoughts  then  wander- 
ed away  to  lOng  bamshed  scenes — ^his 
aged  mother,  his  ruinedforsaken  Ellen^ 
both  of  whom  he  was  beggaring,  and 
breaking  their  hearts.  A  mist  seemed 
diflused  through  the  room — ^his  brain 
reeled ;  his  long-stunned  heart  revived 
for  a  moment,  and  smote  him  heavily. 
"  Oh !  that  I  had  but  an  opportunity 
— never  so  slight  an  opportunity, 
he  thought,  "  of  breaking  from  this 
horrid  enthralment,  at  any  cost !  "  He 
started  from  his  painful  reverie,  and 
stepped  to  a  side-table,  on  which  a 
large  bowl  of  champagne  punch  had  just 
been  placed,  and  sought  solace  in  its 
intoxicating  fumes.  He  resumed  his 
seat  at  the  table ;  and  he  had  looked 
on  scarcely  a  few  minutes,  before  he 
felt  a  sudden,  unaccountable  impulse 
to  join  in  at  Hazard.  He  saw  Apsley 
placing  in  his  pocket-book  some  oank^ 
notes,  which  he  had  that  moment  re- 
ceived from  the  poor  victim  before 
spoken  of->and  instantly  betted  with 
him  heavily  on  the  next  throw.  Aps- 
ley, somewhat  surprised,  but  not  xiif- 
fled,  immediately  took  him ;  the  dice 
were  thrown,  and  to  his  own  astonish- 
ment, and  that  of  all  present,  Beau- 
champ won  £300 ;  actually,  bona  fide, 
won  £300  from  Apsley,  who,  for  once, 
was  off  his  guard!  The  loser  was 
nettled,  and  could  with  difficulty  con- 
ceal his  chagrin ;  but  he  had  seen, 
while  Beauchamp  was  in  the  act  of 
opening  his  pocket-book,  the  amount 
of  one  or  two  of  his  largest  bills,  and 
his  passion  subsided. 

At  length  his  hour  arrived.  Bouge 
et  Noir  followed  Hazard,  and  Beau- 
champ's  pulse  quickened.  When  it 
came  to  his  turn,  he  took  out  his 


Jigitized  by 


Google 


268 


DIARY  OF  A  LATE  PHYSICIAN. 


pocket-book  and  coolly  laid  down 
stakes  which  aimed  at  the  bank.  Not 
a  word  was  spoken ;  bat  looks  of  won- 
der and  doubtglanced  darkly  around 
the  table.  What  was  the.  fancied 
manoeavre  which  Beauchamp  now 
proceeded  to  practise,  I  know  not ; 
for,  thank  God,  I  am  ignorant->ex- 
cept  on  hearsay — of  both  the  princi- 
ples and  practice  of  gaming.  The 
eagle  eye  of  Apsley,  the  tauter,  was 
on  Beauchamps  eyery  moyement. 
He  tried  —  he  lost,  Jtalf  his  large 
stake !'  He  pressed  his  hand  tijpon 
his  forehead— he  saw  that  eyerythmg 
depended  on  his  calmness.  The  yoice 
of  Apsley  sounded  indistinctly  in  his 
ears,  calling  out  "c^A/"  Beau- 
champ  suffered  his  stakes  to  remain, 
and  be  determined  by  the  next  eyent. 
He  still  had  confidence  in  his  scheme; 
but,  alas !  the  bubble  at  length  burst, 
and  Beauchamp,  in  a  trice,  found  him- 
self minus  £3000.  All  hope  was  now 
oyer,  for  his  trick  was  clearly  worth 
nothing,  and  he  had  lost  eyery  earthly 
opportunity  of  recoyering  himself. 
Yet  he  went  on — and  on— and  on — 
and  on  ran  the  losing  colour,  till  Beau- 
champ lost  eyery  thing  he  had  brought 
with  him!  He  sat  down,  sunk  his  head 
upon  his  breast,  and  a  ghastly  hue 
oyers^read  his  foce.  He  was  offered 
unlimited  credit.  Apsley  gaye  him 
a  slip  of  paper  with  LO.U.  on  it,  tell- 
ing nim  to  fill  it  up  with  his  name, 
and  any  sum  he  chose.  Beauchamp 
threw  it  back,  exclaiming,  in  an  under 
tone,  "No — swindled  out  of  oB." 

"  What  did  you  say,  sir?"  inqmred 
Apsley,  rising  from  the  table,  and  ap- 
proaching his  yictim. 

"  Merely  that  I  haye  been  swindled 
out  of  all  my  fortune,"  replied  Beau- 
champ, without  rising  from  his  seat. 
There  was  a  dead  silence. 

"  But,  my  good  sir !  don't  you  know 
that  such  langua^  will  neyer  dof" 
inquired  Apsley,  in  a  cold  contem]>- 
tuous  tone,  and  with  a  manner  exqui- 
sitely irritating. 

Half  maddened  with  his  losses — 
with  despair  and  fury — Beauchamp 
sprung  out  of  his  chair  towards 
Apsley,  and,  with  an  absolute  hotd, 
dashed  both  his  fists  into  his  face. 


Consternation  seized  eyery  one  pre- 
sent. Table,  cards,  and  bank-notes, 
all  were  deserted,  and  some  threw 
themselyes  round  Beauchamp,  others 
round  Apsley,  who,  sudden  as  had 
been  the  assault  upon  him,  had  so 
qidckly  thro-itrn  up  his  arms,  that  he 
parried  the  chief  force  of  Beauchamp's 
blow,  and  receiyed  but  a  slight  injury 
oyer  his  right  eye. 

"Poh!  poh!  the  boy  is  drunk,''  he 
exclaimed  coolly,  obserying  his  fran- 
tic assailant  struggling  with  those 
who  held  him.    ' 

"Ruffian!  swindler!  liar!"  gasped 
Beauchamp.    Apsley  laughed  suoud.^ 

"  What  I  dare  not  you  strike  me  in 
return?"  roared  Beauchamp. 

"Ay,  ay,  my  fine  fellow,"  replied 
Apsley,  with  imperturbable  nonchal- 
ance ;  "  but  dare  you  haye  struck  me 
when  you  were  in  cool  blood,  and  I 
on  my  guard?" 

"  JStntck  you,  indeed,  you  abhor- 
red"  

"  Let  us  see,  then,  what  we  can  do 
in  the  momine,  when  weVe  slept 
oyer  it,"  retorted  Apsley,  pitching  his 
card  towards  him  contemptuously. 
"But,  in  the  mean  time,  we  must 
send  for  constables,  unless  our  young 
friend  here  becomes  quiet.  Come, 
Streighton,  you  are  croupier — come, 
Hillier — Bruton — all  of  you  come — 
play  out  the  stakes,  or  we  shall  forget 
where  we  were." 

Poor  Beauchamp  seemed  suddenly 
calmed  when  Apsley 's  card  was  thrown 
towards  him,  and  with  such  cold  scorn. 
He  pressed  his  hands  to  his  burst- 
ing temples,  turning  his  despairing 
eyes  upwards,  and  muttered,  as  if  he 
were  naif  choked,  "Not  yet  —  not 
yet ! "  He  paused,  and  the  dreadful 
paroxysm  seemed  to  subside.  He 
threw  one  of  his  cards  to  Apsley, 
exclaiming  hoarsely,  "  When,  where, 
and  how  you  will,  sir!" 

"  Why,  come  now,  Beau,  that's  right 
— that's  like  a  man ! "  said  Apsley  with 
mock  ciyility.  "  Suppose  we  say  to- 
morrow morning?  1  haye  cured  you 
of  roguery  to-night,  and,  with  the  bless- 
ing of  God,  will  cure  you  of  cowardice 
to-morrow.  But,  pardon  me,  your  last 
stakes  are  forfeit/  he  added  abruptly, 
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seeing  Beaucliamp  approach  the  spot 
where  his  last  stake,  a  bill  for  £100, 
was  Ijingf  not  having  been  taken  up. 
He  looked  appealingly  to  the  company, 
who  decidea  instantly  against  him. 
Beauchamp,  with  the  hurry  and  agita- 
tion consequent  on  his  assault  upon 
Apsley,  had  forgotten  that  he  nad 
really  played  away  the  note. 

"  Well,  sir,  there  remains  nothing  to 
keep  me  here,*'  said  Beauchamp  calm- 
ly— ^with  the  calmness  of  despair — 
"  except  settUng  our  morning's  meet- 
ing. iTame  your  friend,  sir,  he  con- 
tinued sternly — ^yet  his  heart  was 
breaking  within  him. 

"  Oh— ay,"  replied  Apsley,  careless- 
ly looking  up  from  the  cards  he  was 
shuffling  and  arranging.  "Let  me 
see.  lullier,  will  you  do  the  needfiil 
for  me  ?  I  leave  everything  in  your 
hands."  After  vain  attempts  to  bring 
about  a  compromise — ^for  your  true 
gamblers  hate  such  affairs,  not  from 
personal  fear,  but  the  publicity  they  oc- 
casion to  their  doings — matters  were 
finally  arranged,  Sir  Edward  Streigh- 
ton  undertaking  for  Beauchamp.  The 
hour  of  meeting  was  half-past  six 
o'clock  in  the  morning ;  and  the  place 
a  field  near  Knightsbridge.  The  un- 
happy Beauchamp  then  withdrew, 
after  shaking  Sir  Edward  b^  the  hand, 
who  promised  to  call  at  his  lodging^ 
by  four  o'clock — "for  we  shall  break  up 
by  that  time,  I  dare  say,"  he  whispereo. 

When  the  door  was  closed  upon 
Beauchamp,  he  reeled  off  the  steps, 
and  staggered  along  the  street  like  a 
drunken  man.  Whether  or  not  he  was 
deceived  he  knew  not ;  but,  in  passing 
\mder  the  windows  of  the  room  where 
the  fiendish  conclave  were  sitting,  he 
fancied  he  heard  the  sound  of  loud 
laughter.  It  was  about  two  o'clock 
of  a  winter's  morning.  The  snow  fell 
fast,  and  the  air  was  freezingljr  cold. 
Not  a  soul  but  himself  seemedstirrinjg^. 
A  watchman,  seeing  his  unsteady  gait, 
crossed  the  street,  touched  his  hat,  and 
asked  if  he  should  call  him  a  coach ; 
but  he  was  answered  with  such  a  ghast- 
ly imprecation,  that  he  slunk  back  in 
silence.  Tongue  cannot  tell  the  dis- 
traction and  misery  with  which  Beau- 
champ's  soul  was  shaken.  Hell  seemed 


to  have  lit  its  raging  fires  within 
him.  He  felt  affrighted  at  being  alone 
in  the  desolate,  diurk,  deserted  streets. 
His  last  six  months'  life  seemed  un- 
rolled suddenly  before  him,  like  a 
blighting  scroll,  written  in  letters  of 
fire.  ^  Overcome  by  his  emotions,  his 
shaking  knees  refiised  their  support, 
and  he  sat  down  on  the  steps  of  a 
house  in  Piccadilly.  He  told  me  after- 
wards, that  he  distinctly  recollected 
feeling  for  some  implement  of  destruc- 
tion; and  that,  if  ne  had  discovered 
his  penknife,  he  should  assuredly  have 
cut  his  throat.  After  sitting  on  the 
stone  for  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
bareheaded,  for  he  had  removed  his 
hat,  that  his  burning  forehead  might 
be  cooled,  he  made  towards  his  lodg- 
ings. He  thundered  impetuously  at  the 
door,  and  was  instantly  admitted.  His 
shivering  half-asleep  servant  fell  back 
before  his  master's  affrighting  coun- 
tenance, and  glaring  bloodshot  eyes. 
"  Lock  the  door,  sir,  and  follow  me  to 
m^  room !  '*  said  Beauchamp,  in  a  loud 
voice. 

"  Sir — sir— sir,"  stammered  the  ser- 
vant, as  if  he  were  going  to  ask  some 
question. 

"Silence,  ^ir!"  thundered  his  mas- 
ter; and  the  man,  laying  down  his 
candle  on  the  stairs,  went  and  barred 
the  door.  Beauchamp  hurried  up- 
stairs, and  opened  the  door  of  his  sit- 
ting-room. He  was  astonished  and 
alarmed  to  find  a  blaze  of  light  in  the 
room.  Suspecting  fire,  he  rushed  into 
the  middle  of  the  room,  and  beheld — 
his  mother  and  cousin  bending  towards 
him,  and  staring  fixedly  at  nim  with 
the  hue  and  expression  of  two  marble 
images  of  horror !  His  mother's  white 
hair  hung  dishevelled  down  each  side 
of  her  ghastly  features ;  and  her  eyes, 
with  those  of  her  niece,  who  sat  be- 
side her,  clasping  her  aimt  convul- 
sively round  the  waist,  seemed  on  the 
point  of  starting  from  their  sockets. 
They  moved  not — they  spoke  not.  The 
hideous  apparition  vanisned  in  an  in- 
stant from  the  darkening  eyes  of  Beau- 
champ, for  he  dropped  the  candle  he 
held  m  his  hand,  and  fell  at  full  length 
senseless  on  the  floor. 
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It  was  no  ocular  delusion — ^nothing 
spectral  —  but  hosbor  looking  out 
tnrongh  breathing  flesh  and  bl^,  in 
the  ]>ersons  of  Mrs  Beauchamp  and 
her  niece. 

The  resolution  which  Mrs  Beau> 
champ  had  formed  on  an  occasion 
which  will  be  remembered  by  the  read- 
er, was  to  go  up  direct  to  London,  and 
try  the  effect  of  a  sudden  i^pearance 
before  her  erring,  but  she  hoped,  not 
irreclaimable  son.  Such  an  interview 
might  startle  him  into  a  return  to  vir- 
tue. Attended  by  the  faithful  Prit- 
chard,  they  had  arrived  in  town  that 
very  day,  put  u^  at  a  hotel  in  the 
neighbourhood,  and,  without  nausing 
to  take  refreshments,  hurried  to  Mr 
Beauchamp^s  lodgings,  which  he  reach- 
ed only  two  hours  after  he  had  gone 
out  to  dinner.  Seeing  his  desk  open, 
and  a  paper  lying  upon  it,  the  old  lady 
took  it  up,  and,  freezing  with  fright, 
read  the  oath  before  named,  evidently 
written  in  Hood.  Her  son,  then,  was 
gone  to  the  gaming-table  in -the  spirit 
of  a  forlorn  hope,  and  was  that  night 
to  complete  his  and  their  ruin !  let 
what  could  they  do  ?  Mr  Beauchamp*8 
valet  did  not  Imow  where  his  master 
was  gone  to  dinner,  nor  did  any  one 
in  the  house,  or  they  would  have  sent 
off  instantly  to  apprize  him  of  Aeir 
arrival.  As  it  was,  however,  they 
were  obliged  to  wait  for  it  ;^  and  it 
may,  therefore,  be  conceived  in  what 
an  ecstasy  of  agony  these  two  poor 
ladies  hadbeen  sittin?,  without  tasting 
wine  or  food,  till  half-past  two  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  when  they  heard  his 
startling  knock— his  fierce  voice  speak- 
ing in  curses  to  the  valet — and,  at 
length,  beheld  him  rush,  madman- 
like, into  their  presence,  as  has  been 
described. 

When  the  valet  came  up-stairs  from 
fastening  the  street  door,  he  saw  the 
sitting-room  door  wide  open ;  and  peep- 
ing through,  on  his  way  up  to  bed, 
was  confounded  to  see  tliree  prostrate 
figures  on  the  floor— his  master  here, 
and  there  the  two  ladies,  locked  in  one 
another's  arms,  all  motionless.  He 
hurried  to  the  bell ;  and  pulled  it  till 
it  broke,  but  not  before  it  had  rung 
such  a  startling  peal  as  woke  every- 1 


body  in  the  house,  who  presently  heard 
him  shouting,  at  the  top  of  his  voice, 
"Murder!  murder!  munler  I"  All  the 
affrighted  inmates  were,  in  a  few  se- 
conds, in  the  room,  half-dressed,  and 
their  faces  full  of  terror.  The  first  si- 
multaneous impression  on  the  minds 
of  the  group  was,  that  the  persons 
lying  on  the  floor  had  been  poisoned; 
and  under  such  impression  was  it  that 
I  and  two  neighbouring  surgeons  were 
summoned  on  the  scene.  Sy  the  time 
I  had  arrived,  Mrs  Beauchamp  was 
reviving ;  but  her  niece  had  swooned 
awav  again.  The  first  impulse  of  the 
motner,  as  soon  as  her  tottering  limbs 
could  support  her  weight,  was  to  crawl 
trembling  to  the  insensible  body  of  her 
son.  Supported  in  the  arms  of  two 
female  attendants,  who  had  not  as  yet 
been  able  to  lift  her  from  the  floor,  she 
leant  over  the  prostrate  form  of  Beau- 
champ, and  murmured,  "0,  Henry! 
Henry !  Love ! — ^my  only  love ! "  Her 
hand  played  slowly  over  his  damp  fea- 
tures, and  strove  to  part  the  hair  from 
the  forehead — ^but  it  suddenly  ceased 
to  move — and,  on  looking  narrowly  at 
her,^  she  was  found  to  have  swooned 
again.  -  Of  all  the  sorrowful  scenes  it 
has  been  mv  fate  to  witness,  I  never 
encountered  one  of  deeper  distress 
than  this. — ^Had  I  known  at  the  time 
the  relative  situations  of  the  parties ! 
I  directed  all  my  attentions  to  Mr 
Beauchamp,  while  the  other  medlcid 
gentlemen  Dusied  themselves  with  Mrs 
Beauchamp  and  her  niece.  I  was  not 
quite  sure  whether  my  patient  were 
not  in  a  fit  of  epilepsy  or  apoplexy ; 
for  he  lay  motionless^  'drawing  his 
breath  at  long  and  painful  intervals, 
with  a  little  occasional  convulsive 
twitching  of  the  features.  I  had  his 
coat  taken  off  immediately,  and  bled 
him  from  the  arm  copiously  *,  soon  af- 
ter which  he  recovered  his  conscious- 
ness, and  allowed  himself  to  be  led  to 
bed.  He  had  hardly  been  uncbressed, 
before  he  fell  fast  asleep.  His  mother 
was  bending  over  him  in  speechless 
agony — ^for,  ill  and  feeble  as  she  was, 
we  could  not  prevail  on  her  to  go  to 
bed— «nd  I  was  watching  both  with 
deep  interest  and  curiosity,  convinced 
that  I  was  witnessing  a  glimpse  of 
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some  domestic  tragedy,  when  there 
was  heard  a  violent  knocking  and  ring- 
ing at  the  street  door.  Everr  one 
started,  and,  with  alarm,  inquired  what 
that  could  be !  Who  could  he  seeking 
admission  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing ?  Sir  Edward  Streighton  !^ — whose 
cabriolet,  with  a  ease  of  duelling  pis- 
tols on  the  seat,  was  standing  at  the 
door,  waiting  to  convey  himself  and 
Beauchamp  to  the  scene  of  possible 
slauehter  fixed  on  over-night.  He 
would  take  no  denial  from  the  servant ; 
declared  his  business  to  be  of  the  most 
pressing  kind ;  and  aJffected  to  disbe- 
lieve the  fact  of  Beauchamp's  illness 
— "  It  was  all  miserable  fudge ; "  and 
he  was  heard  muttering  something 
about  "cowardice!"  The  strance per- 
tinacity of  Sir  Edward  brougnt  me 
down  stairs.  He  stood  fuming  and 
cursing  in  the  hall ;  but  started  on  see- 
ing me  come  down,  with  a  candle  in 
my  hand,  and  he  turned  pale. 

"  Doctor ! "  he  exclaimed,  tak- 
ing off  his  hat ;  for  he  had  once  or 
twice  seen  me,  and  instantly  recog- 
nised me — "Why,  in  the  name  of 
Heaven,  what  is  the  matter  ?  Is  he 
ill?    Is  he  dead?    What?" 

"  Sir  Edward,"  I  repUed  ooldlj,  "Mr 
Beauchamp  is  in  dangerous,  if  not 
dying,  circumstances." 

"  Sying  circumstances ! "  he  echoed, 
with  an  alarmed  air.  "  Why — has  he 
— ^has  he  attempted  to  commit  sui- 
cide?" he  stammered. 

"No,  but  he  has  had  a  fit,  and  is  in- 
sensible in  bed.  You  will  permit  me 
to  say.  Sir  Edward,"  I  continued,  a 
suspicion  occurring  to  me  of  his  de- 
sign in  calling,  "  that  this  untimely 
visit  looks  as  if" 

"  That  is  my  business,  doctor,"  he 
replied  haughtily,  "not  yours.  My 
errand  is  of  the  highest  importance  ; 
and  it  is  fitting  I  should  be  assured,  on 
your  solemn  word  of  honour,  of  the 
reali^  of  Mr  Beauchamp's  illness." 

"  Sir  Edward  Streighton,"  said  I  in- 
dimantly,  "  you  have  had  my  answer, 
which  you  may  believe  or  disbelieve, 
as  you  think  proper ;  but  I  will,  at  all 
events,  take  gooa  care  that  you  danot 
ascend  one  of  these  stairs  to-day." 

"  I  understand  it  all ! "  he  answered, 


with  a  significant  scowl,  and  left  the 
house.  1  then  hastened  back  to  my 
patient,  whom  I  now  viewed  with 
greater  interest  than  before ;  for  1  saw 
that  he  was  to  have  fought  a  duel  that 
morning.  Coupling  present  appear- 
ances with  Mr  jBeaucnamp's  visit  to 
me  the  day  before,  and  the  known  cha- 
racter of  Sir  Edward  as  a  professed 
gambler,  the  key  to  the  whole  seemed 
to  me,  that  there  had  been  a  gaming- 
house quarrel. 

The  first  sensible  words  that  Mr 
Beauchamp  spoke,  were  to  me : — "  Has 
Sir  Edward  Streighton  called  ? — ^Is  it 
four  o'clock  yet?"  and  he  started  up 
in  his  bed,  staring  wildly  around  him. 
Seeing  himself  in  bed — candles  about 
him — and  me  at  his  side — ^he  exclaim- 
ed, "  Why,  I  recollect  nothing  of  it ! 
Am  I  wounded?  What  has  oecome 
of  Apsley  ?  "  He  placed  his  hand  on 
the  arm 'from  which  he  had  been  bled, 
and,  feeling  it  bandaged — "  Ah ! — in 
the  arm — How  strange  that  I  have 
forgotten  it  all! — How  did  I  get  on 
at  Hazard  and  Rouge  et  Noir? — 
Doctor,  am  I 'badly  wounded? — ^Bone 
broken?" 

My  conjecture  was  now  verified  be- 
yond a  doubt.  He  dropped  asleep, 
from  excessiveexhaustion,  while  I  was 
gazing  at  him.  I  had  answered  none 
of  his  questions,  which  were  proposed 
ifi  a  dreamy  unconnected  style,  indi- 
cating that  his  senses  were  distmbed. 
Finding  that  I  could  be  of  no  further 
service  at  present,  I  left  him,  and  be- 
took myself  to  the  room  to  which  Mrs 
Beauchamp  had  been  removed  while 
1  was  conveising  with  Sir  Edward.  I 
found  her  in  bed,  attended 'by  Miss 
Beauchamp,  who,  though  still  extreme- 
ly languid,  and  looking  the  picture  of 
broken-heartedness,  had  made  a  great 
exertion  to  rouse  herself.  Mrs  Beau- 
champ looked  dreadfully  ill.  The 
nerves  seemed  to  have  received  a  shock 
from  which  she  might  be  long  in  re- 
covering. "Now,  what  is  breaking 
these  ladies'  hearts  ?  "  thought  I,  as  I 
looked  from  one  agitated  face  to  the 
other. 

"How  is  my  son?"  inquired  Mrs 
Beauchamp  faintly. 
I. told  her  I  thought  there  was  no 
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danger;  and  tliat,  with  repose,  he 
would  soon  recover. 

"Pray,  madam,  allow  me  to  ask — 
Has  he  had  any  sudden  fright?    I 

suspect" Both  shook  their  heads, 

ana  hung  them  down. 

"  Welf-— he  is  alive,  thank  Heaven 
— ^but  a  heggarT  murmured  Mrs  Beau- 
champ.  "  Oh,  doctor,  he  hath  fiUlen 
among  thiewil"  They  have  robbed, 
and  would  have  slain  my  son — ^my 
first-bom — ^my  only  son  I 

I  expressed  deep  sympathy.  I  said, 
''I  suspect,  madam,  that  something 
very  unfortunate  has  happened." 

She  interrupted  me,  by  asking,  after 
a  pause,  if  I  ^ew  nothing  of  his  prac- 
tices in  London  for  the  last  few  months, 
as  she  had  seen  my  name  several  times 
mentioned  in  his  letters,  as  his  medi- 
cal adviser.  I  made  no  reply.  I  did 
not  even  hint  my  suspicions  that  he 
had  been  a  frequenter  of  the  gaming- 
table ;  but  my  looks  startled  her. 

"Oh,  Doctor f  for  the  love  of 

God,  be  frank,  and  save  a  widowed 
mother's  heart  from  breaking!  Is 
there  no  door  open  for  him  to  escape?" 

Seeing  they  could  extract  little  or 
nb  satisfactory  explanation  from  me, 
they  ceased  asking,  and  resigned  them- 
selves to  tears  and  sorrow.  After  ren- 
dering them  what  little  service  was  in 
my  power,  and  looking  in  at  Mr  Beau- 
champ's  room,  where  I  found  him  stiH- 
in  a  comfortable  sleep,  I  took  my  de- 
parture; for  the  dull  light  of  a  winter 
morning  was  already  stealing  into  the 
room,  and  I  had  been  there  £ver  since 
a  little  before  four  o^clock.  All  my 
way  home  I  felt  sure  ths^t  my  patient 
was  one  of  the  innumerable  victims  of 
^amblin^,  and  had  involved  his  family 
in  his  rum. 

Mr  Beauchamp,  with  the  aid  of  quiet 
and  medicine,  soon  recovered  suffi- 
ciently to  leave  his  bed;  but  his  mind 
was  evidently  ill  at  ease.  Had  I  known 
at  the  time  what  I  was  afterwards 
apprised  of,  with  what  intense  and 
sorrowful  interest  should  I  have  re- 
garded him! 

The  next  week  was  all  agony,  hu- 
miliation, confessions,  and  forgiveness. 
The  only  one  item  in  the  black  cata- 
logue which  he  omitted  or  misrepre- 


sented, was  the  duel  he  was  to  have 
fought.  He  owned,  after  much  press- 
ing, in  order  to  quiet  his  mother  and 
cousin,  that  he  had  fought,  and  escaped 
unhurt.  But  Beauchamp,  in  his  own 
mind,  was  resolved,  at  all  events,  to 
give  Apsley  the  meeting  on  the  very 
earliest  opnortunity.  His  own  honour 
was  at  staike! — his  own  revenge  was 
to  be  sated!  The  first  thing,  therefore, 
that  Beauchamp  did,  after  he  was  suf- 
ficiently recovered  to  be  left  alone,  was 
to  drop  a  hasty  line  to  Sir  Edward 
Streighton,  informing  him  that  he  was 
now  ready  and  willing — nay,  anxious 
to  give  Apsley  the  meeting,  which  he 
had  been  prevented  doing  only  by  his 
sudden  and  severe  illness.  He  en- 
treated Sir  Edward  to  continue,  as 
heretofore,  his  friend^  and  to  hasten 
the  matteras  much  as  possible ;  adding 
that,  whatever  event  might  attend  it, 
was  a  matter  of  utter  indifference  to 
one  who  was  weary  of  life.  Sir  Ed- 
ward, who  began  to  wish  himself  out 
of  a  very  disagreeable  affair,  returned 
him  a  prompt,  polite,  but  not  venr 
cordial  answer;  the  substance  of  whicn 
was,  that  Apsley,  who  happened  to  be 
with  Sir  Edward  when  Beauchaonp's 
letter  arrived,  was  perfectly  ready  to 
meet  him  at  the  place  formerly  ap- 
pointed,  at  seven  o  clock  on  the  ensu- 
ing morning.  Beauchamp  was  some- 
what shocked  at  the  suddenness  of  the 
affair.  How  was  he  to  part,  over-night 
— ^possibly  for  ever — from  his  beloved, 
and  injured  as  beloved,  mother  and 
cousin  ?  Whatever  might  be  the  issue 
of  the  affair,  what  a  monster  of  perfidy 
and  ingratitude  must  he  appear  to 
them! 

Full  of  these  bitter,  distracting 
thoughts,  he  locked  his  room  door, 
and  proceeded  to  make  his  will.  He 
left  "  everything  he  had  remaining  on 
earth,  in  any  shape,"  to  his  mother, 
except  a  hundred  guineas  to  his  cousin, 
to  buy  a  mourning  ring.  That  over, 
and  some  few  other  arrangements 
completed,  he  repaired,  with  a  heart 
that  smote  him  at  every  step,  to  his 
mother's  bedside  ;  for  it  was  night, 
and  the  old  lady,  besides,  scarcely  ever 
left  her  bed.  The  unusual  fervour  of 
his  embraces,  together  with  momen- 
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tary  fits  of  absence,  might  have  chal- 
lenged observation  and  suspicion;  but 
they  did  'not.  He  told  me  afterwards, 
that  the  anguish  he  suffered  while  re- 
peating and  going  through  the  cus- 
tomary evening  adieus  to  his  mother 
and  cousin,  nught  have  atoned  for 
years  of  guilt ! 

After  a  nearly  sleepless  night.  Beau- 
champ  rose  about  five  o'dock,  and 
dressed  himself.  On  quitting  his  room, 
perhaps  the  last  time  he  should  quit  it 
alive,  he  had  to  pass  by  his  mother's 
door.  There  he  fell  down  on  his  knees ; 
and  continued,  with  clasped  hands  and 
closed  eyes,  till  his  smothering  emo* 
tions  warned  him  to  be  gone.  He 
succeeded  in  getting  out  of  the  house 
without  alarming  any  one;  and,  muf- 
fled in  his  cloak,  made  his  way,  as 
fast  as  possible,  to  Sir  Edward  Streigh- 
ton's.  It  was  a  miserable  morning, 
llie  imtrodden  snow  lay  nearly  a  foot 
deep  on  the  streets,  and  was  yet  flut- 
tering fast  down.  Beauchamp  found 
it  so  fatiguing  to  plunther  on  tnrough 
the  deep  snow,  and  was  so  benumbed 
with  cold,  that  he  called  a  coach.  He 
had  great  difficulty  in  rousing  the 
driver,  who,  spite  of  the  bitter  inclem- 
ency of  the  weather,  was  sitting  on 
his  box,  poor  fellow,  fast  asleep,  and 
even  snoring — a  complete  hillock  of 
snow,  which  lay  nearly  an  inch  thick 
upon  him.  How  Beauchamp  envied 
hmi !  The  very  horses,  too,  lean  and 
scraggy  as  they  looked — fast  asleep — 
their  scanty  harness  all  snow-laden — 
how  he  envied  them  I 

It  was  nearly  six  o'clock  when 
Beaiuchamp  reacned  Sir  Edward's  resi- 
dence. The  baronet  was  up,  and  wait- 
ing for  him. 

"How  dVe  do,  Beauchamp — how 

d'ye  do  ? — How  the  d are  you  to 

fight  in  such  a  fog  as  this?"  he  in- 
quired, looking  through  the  window, 
and  shuddering  at  the  cold. 

"It  must  bd  managed,  I  suppose. 
Put  us  up  as  close  as  you  like,  re- 
plied Beauchamp  gloomily. 

"I've  done  all  in  my  power,  my 
dear  fellow,  to  settle  matters  amicably, 
but  'tis  in  vain,  I'm  afraid.  You  must 
exchange  shots,  you  know! — ^I  have 


no  doubt,  however,"  he  continued,  with 
a  significant  smile,  "that  the  thing 
will  be  properly  conducted.  Life  is 
vcduablCj  Beauchamp!  You  understand 
me?" 

"  It  is  not  to  me — I  hate  Apsley  as  I 
hate  hell." 

"My  Ood,  Beauchamp!  what  a 
bloody  humour  you  have  risen  in !  ^' 
exclaimed  the  baronet,  with  an  anxious 
smile.  He  paused,  as  if  for  an  answer, 
but  Beauchamp  continued  silent.  "Ah, 
then,  the  sooner  to  business  the  better! 
And  harkee,  Beauchamp,"  said  Sir 
Edward  briskly,  "have  your  wits  about 
you ;  for  Apsley,  let  me  tell  you,  is  a 
splendid  shot ! 

"  Pooh  !  "  exclaimed  Beauchamp, 
smiling  bitterly.  He  felt  cold  from 
head  to  foot,  and  even  trembled ;  for 
a  thousand  fond  thoughts  gushed  over 
him.  He  felt  faint,  and  would  have 
asked  for  a  gl$iss  of  wine  or  spirits ; 
but  after  Sir  Edward's  last  remark, 
that  was  out  of  the  question.  It  might 
be  misconstrued ! 

They  were  on  the  ground  by  seven 
o'clock.  It  had  ceased  snowing,  and 
in  its  stead  a  small  drizzling  rain  was 
falling.  The  fog  continued  so  dense 
as  to  prevent  their  seeing  each  other 
distinctly  at  more  than  a  few  yards' 
distance.  This  puzzled  the  psurties 
not  a  little,  and  threatened  to  interfere 
with  husiness. 

"Everything,  by  ,  is  against 

us  to-day  1 "  exclaimed  Sir  Edward, 
placing  under  his  arm  the  pistol  he 
was  loading,  and  buttoning  his  great- 
coat up  to  the  chin — "this  fog  will 
hinder  your  seeing  one  another,  and 

this rain  will  soak  through  to  the 

priminff!  In  fact,  you  must  be  put 
up  within  eight  or  ten  feet  of  one 
another." 

"  Settle  all  that  as  soon,  and  as  you 
like,"  replied  Beauchamp,  walHng 
away  a  tew  steps. 

"Hallo— here!— here!"  cried  Sir 
Edward — "Here!  here  we  are,  Hil- 
lier,"  seeing  three  figures  within  a 
few  yards  of  them,  searching  about 
for  them.  Apsley  had  brought  with 
him  Hillier  and  a  young  surg^n. 

The  fog  thickened  rapidly  as  soon 
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as  they  had  come  together,  and  Apsley 
and  Beanchamp  took  their  stand  at  a 
little  distance  from  their  respective 
friends. 

"  Any  chance  of  apology  ? "  in- 
quired HiUier — a  keen-ey^,  hawk- 
nosed  cirdevant  militaire. 

"  The  devil  a  bit.  Horridly  savace." 

"  Then  let  us  make  haste/*  rejuied 
Hillier,  with  sang-froid. 

"  Apsley  got drunk  after  you 

left  tms  morning,  and  I've  had  only 
half  an  hour's  sleep,"  continued  Hil- 
lier, little  suspecting  that  ev^*y  word 
they  were  saying  was  overheard  by 
Beauchamp,  who,  shrouded  by  the 
fog,  was  standing  at  but  three  or  four 
yawls'  distance. 

"  Apsley  drunk?  Then  'twill  give 
Beaucnamp,  poor  devil,  a  bit  of  a 
chance." 

"  And  this  fog !  How  does  he  stand 
it?    Cool?" 

"  As  a  cucumber.  That  is  to  say, 
he  is  cold — ^very  cold — ^ha,  ha !  But  I 
don't  think  he  funks  either.  Told  me 
he  hated  Apsley  like  hell,  and  we 
might  put  him  up  as  we  liked.  What 
does  your  man  say  ?  " 

"  Oh,  full  of  *  pooh-poohs  ! '  and  calls 
it  a  mere  bagatelle.' 

"Do  mischief ?^~eh?" 

"  Oh — ^he's  going  to  try  for  the  arm 
or  knee;  for  the  fellow  hurt  his  eye 
the  other  night." 

"What— in  this  fog?    My !" 

"  Oh,  true !  Forgot  that— Ha,  ha  I 
— What's  to  be  done? — Come,  it's 
clearing  off  a  bit." 

"  I  say,  Hillier,"  whispered  Sir  Ed- 
ward,  in  a  low  tone — "suppose  »»*»- 
cAiief  should  be  done  ?" 

"  Suppose ! — and  sfuppose — ^it  should- 
n't? You'll  never  get  your  pistol 
done ! — So,  now  I " 

"Now,  how  far?" 

"Oh,  the  usual  distance!  Step  them 
out  the  baker's  dozen.  Give  them 
eve^  chance,  for  God  favours  them." 

"fiut  they  won't  see  one  another 
any  more  than  the  dead !  'Tis  a  com- 
plete farce — and  the  men  themselves 
will  ffTumble.    How  can  they  mark  f  " 

"  Why,  here's  a  gate  close  by.    I 
came  past  it.    'Tis  white  and  lar 
Put  them  in  a  line  with  it.' 


large. 


"  Why,  Beauchamp  will  be  hit,  poor 
devil  I" 

"Never  mind — deserves  It,  d • 

fool!" 

The  distance  duly  stepped  out,  each 
stationed  his  man. 

"  I  shall  not  stand  against  this  gate, 
Streighton,"  said  Beauchamp  camily. 
The  baronet  laughed,  ana  replied, 
"  Oh,  you're  right,  my  dear  fellow  I 
We'U  put  vou,  then,  about  three  or 
four  yards  nrom  it  on  one  side."  They 
were  soon  stationed,  and  pistols  put 
into  their  hands.  Both  exclaimed 
loudly  that  they  could  not  see  their 
man.  "  So  much  the  better.  A  chance 
shot ! — We  sha'n'tputyou  any  nearer," 
said  Sir  Edward — ^and  the  principsds 
suddenly  acauiesced. 

"Now,  take  care  to  shoot  at  one 
another,  not  at  tM,  in  this  cursed  fog," 
said  Sir  Edward,  so  as  to  be  heard  by 
both.  "  We  shall  move  off  about  twenty 
yards  away  to  the  right  here.  I  wiU 
gay— one  I  two !  three ! — and  then  do 
as  you  like." 

"  The  Lord  have  mercy  on  you ! " 
added  Hillier. 

"Come,  quick  I  quick! — 'Tis  cur- 
sedly cold,  and  I  must  be  at ''a  by 

ten,"  cried  Apsley  petulantly.  The 
two  seconds  and  the  surgeon  moved 
off.  Beauchamp  could  not  catch  even 
a  glimpse  of  his  antagonist,  to  whom 
he  was  equally  invisible.  "Well," 
thought  they,  "  if  we  miss,  we  can 
fire  again ! "  In  a  few  moments.  Sir 
Edwjud's  voice  called  out  loudly — 
"  One  I— t^o !— THREE ! " 

Both  pistol-fires  flashed  through  the 
fog  at  once,  and  the  seconds  rushed 
up  to  their  men. 

"Beauchamp,  where  are  you?"— 
"  Apsley,  where  are  you?  " 

"  Here  ! "  replied  Beauchamp ;  but 
there  was  no  answer  from  Apsley. 
He  had  been  shot  through  the  nead ; 
and  in  groping  about,  terror-struck,  in 
search  of  him,  they  stumbled  over  his 
corpse.  The  surgeon  was  in  an  in- 
stant on  his  knees  beside  him,  with 
his  instruments  out — but  in  vain.  It 
was  all  over  with  Apsley.  That  heart- 
less villain  was  gone  to  his  account. 
Beauchamp's  bullet,  chance-shot  as  it 
was,  had  entered  the  right  temple, 
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|)assed  through  the  brain,  and  lodged 
m  the  opposite  temple.  The  only 
blood  about  him  was  a  little  which 
had  trickled  from  the  wonnd,  down 
the  cheek,  on  the  shirt-collar. 

"  Is  he  hiUed  f  "  g^roaned  Beauchamp, 
bending  over  the  body,  and  staring  at 
it  affrightedly ;  but  before  he  could  re- 
ceive an  answer  from  Sir  Edward  or 
Hillier,  who,  almost  petrified,  grasped 
each  a  hand  of  the  dead  body — ^he  had 
swooned.  The  first  words  he  heard, 
on  recovering  his  senses,  were — "Fly  ! 
fly !  fly ! "  Not  comprehending  their 
import,  he  languidly  opened  his  eyes, 
and  saw  peoploj  some  standing  round 
him,  and  others  bearing  away  the 
dead  body.  Again  he  relansea  into 
unconsciousness,  from  which  he  was 
aroused  by  some  one  grasping  him 
rather  roughly  by  the  shoulder.  His 
eyes  glanced  on  the  head  of  a  con- 
stabled  staff,  and  he  heard  the  Words 
— "  You're  in  my  custody,  sir." 

He  stsurted,  and  stared  in  the  officer's 
face. 

"  There's  a  coach  awaiting  for  you, 
sir,  by  the  roadside,  to  take  you  to 

Office."    Beauchamp  offered  no 

resistance.  He  whispered  merely — 
"  Does  my  mother  know  ?  " 

How  he  rode,  or  with  whom,  he 
knew  not,  but  he  found  himself,  about 
nine  o'clock,  alighting  afr  the  door  of 
the  police-office,  more  dead  than  alive. 

While  Beauchamp  had  lain  insen- 
sible on  the  ground,  the  fog  had  com- 
pletely vanished ;  and  Sir  Edward  and 
billier,  finding  it  dangerous  to  remain, 
as  passengers  from  the  roadside  could 
distinctly  see  the  gloomy  group,  made 
off,  leaving  Beauchamp  and  tne  sur- 
geon with  the  corpse  of  Apsley.  Sir 
Edward  flew  to  his  own  house,  accom- 
panied by  Hillier.  The  latter  hastily 
wrote  a  note  to  Apsley's  brother,  in- 
forming him  of  the  event;  and  Sir 
Edward  despatched  his  own  valet,  con- 
fidentially, to  the  valet  of  Beauchamp, 
communicating  to  him  the  dreadful 
situation  of  his  master,  and  telling 
him  to  break  it  as  he  could  to  his 
friends.  The  valet  instantly  set  off 
for  the  field  of  death,  not  however 
without  apprising,  by  his  terrified 
movements,  his  fellow-servants,  that 


something  dreadful  had  happened .  He 
found  a  few  people  still  standing  on 
the  fatal  spot,  from  whom  he  learned 
that  his  master  had  been  conveyed,  a 

few  minutes  before,  to  the Street 

Office,  whither  he  repaired  as  fast  as 
a  hackney-coach  could  carry  him. 
When  he  arrived,  an  officer  was  en- 
deavouring to  rouse  Mr  Beauchamp 
from  his  stupor,  by  forcing  on  him  a 
little  brandy  and  water,  in  which  he 
partly  succeeded.  Pale  and  breath- 
less, the  valet  rushed  through  the 
crowd  of  officers  and  people  about  the 
door,  and  flung  himself  at  his  master's 
feet,  wringing  his  hands,  and  crying 
— "  Oh,  master ! — dear  master ! — what 
have  you  done!  You'll  kill  your 
mother!'*  Even  the  myrmidons  of 
justice  seemed  affected  at  the  poor 
fellow's  anguish;  but  his  unhappy 
master  only  stared  at  him  vacant!}', 
without  speaking.  When  he  was  con- 
ducted into  the  presence  of  the  magis- 
trate, he  was  obliged  to  be  supported 
with  a  chair,  for  he  was  overcome,  not 
only  by  the  horrible  situation  to  which 
he  had  brought  himself,  but  his  spirits 
and  health  were  completely  broken 
down,  as  well  by  his  recent  illness,  as 
the  wasting  anxieties  and  agonies  he 
had  endured  for  months  past.  The 
brother  of  Apsley  was  present,  raving 
like  a  madman;  and  he  pressed  the 
case  vehemently  against  the  prisoner. 
Bail,  to  a  very  great  amount,  was 
offered,  but  refused;  and  Beauchamp 
was  eventually  committed  to  Newgate, 
to  take  his  trial  at  the  next  old  Bailey 
Sessions.  Sir  Edward  Streighton  and 
Hillier  surrendered  in  the  course  of 
the  day,  but  were  liberated  on  their 
own  heavy  recognisances,  and  two 
sureties,  each  in  a  thousand  pounds, 
to  appear  and  take  their  trial  at  the- 
Old  Bailey. 

But  what  tongfue  can  tell,  what  pen 
describe,  the  maddening  horrors- — the 
despair—of  the  mother  and  the  be- 
trothed bride  ?  Not  mine.  Their  sor- 
rows shall  be  sacred  for  me. 


■■'    '  For  not  to  Tne  belongs 

To   sound  the  mighty   sonuwa  of  thy 

breast. 
But  rather  &r  ofif  stand,  with  head  and 

hands 
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Hung  down,  in  fearful  sympathy.    Thy 

Ark  of  grief 
Let  me  not  touch,  presumptuoua. 

To  keep  up,  however,  in  some  de- 
gree, the  continuity  of  this  melancholy 
narrative,  I  shall  state  merely,  that  I 
— who  was  called  in  to  both  mother 
and  niece  a  few  minutes  after  the  news 
had  smitten  them,  like  the  stroke  of 
lightning,  to  the  earth — wondered, 
was  even  confounded  to  find  either  of 
them  survive  it,  or  retain  a  fflimpse  of 
reason.  The  conduct  of  Ellen  beau- 
champ  ennobled  her,  in  my  estima- 
tion, into  something  above  humanity. 
She  succeeded,  at  length,  in  overmas- 
tering her  anguish  and  a^tation,  in 
order  that  she  might  minister  to  her 
afflicted  aunt,  in  whose  sorrow  all 
consciousness  or  appreciation  of  her 
own  seemed  to  have  merged.  For  a 
whole  week  Mrs  Beauchamp  hovered, 
80  to  speak,  about  the  open  door  of 
death,  held  back,  apparently,  only  by 
a  sweet  spirit  of  sympathy  and  con- 
solation— ^her  niece  1  The  first  words 
she  distinctly  articulated,  after  many 
hours  spent  in  delirious  muttering, 
were — "I  will  see  my  son! — ^I  will 
see  my  son !  "  It  was  not  judged  safe 
to  trust  her  alone,  without  medical 
assistance,  for  at  least  a  fortnight. 
Poor  Pritchard,  for  several  nights, 
slept  outside  her  bedroom  door ! 

The  first  twenty-four  hours  of  Beau- 
champ^s  incarceration  in  Newgate 
were  horrible.  He  who,  on  such  slight 
temptation,  had  beggared  himself,  and 
squandered  away  in  infamy  the  for- 
tunes of  his  fathers — who  had  broken 
the  hearts  of  his  idolising  mother — 
his  betrothed  wife — who  had  murdered 
A  MA» — was  now  alone  ! — alone  in  the 
sullen  gloom  of  a  prison  I 

The  transaction  above  detailed  made 
much  noise  in  London ;  and,  disguised 
as  it  here  is,  in  respect  of  names, 
dates,  and  places,  there  must  be  many 
who  will  recollect  the  tribe  facte.  There 
is  ONE  whose  heart  these  pages  will 
wither  while  he  is  reading ! 

Most  of  the  journals,  influenced  by 
the  vindictive  misrepresentations  of 
Apsley's  brother,  gave  a  most  dis- 
torted version  of  the  affair,  and,  pre- 
sumptuously anticipating  the  decrees 


of  justice,  threw  a  gloomy  hue  over 
the  prospects  of  the  prisoner.  He 
would  certainly  be  convicted  of  nmr- 
dety  they  said,  executed,  and  dissected! 
The  judges  were,  or  ought  to  be,  re- 
solved to  put  down  duelling,  and 
"  never  was  there  a  more  fitting  op- 
portunity for  making  a  solemn  ex- 
ample," &c.  &c.  One  of  the  papers 
gave  dark  hints,  that,  on  the  day  of 
trial,  some  extraordinary  and  incul- 
pating disclosures  would  be  made  con- 
cerning the  events  which  led  to  the  duel . 
Mrs  Beauchamp  made  three  at- 
tempts, during  the  third  week  of  her 
son's  imprisonment,  to  visit  him,  but, 
on  each  instance,  fainted  on  being 
lifted  into  the  carriage ;  and  at  length 
desisted,  on  my  representing  the  din- 
ger which  accompanied  her  attempts. 
Her  niece  also  seemed  more  dead  than 
alive  when  she  attended  her  aunt. 
Pritchard,  however — ^the  faithful,  at- 
tached Pritchard — often  went  to  and 
fro  between  Newgate  and  the  house 
where  Mrs  Beauchamp  lodged,  two  or 
three  times  a-day,  so  that  they  were 
thus  enabled  to  keep  up  a  constant 
but  sorrowful  correspondence.  Seve- 
ral members  of  the  family  had  hurried 
up  to  London  the  instant  they  received 
intelligence  of  the  disastrous  circum- 
stances above  detailed;  and  it  was 
well  they  did.  Had  it  not  been  for 
their  affectionate  interference,  the 
most  lamentable  consequences  might 
have  been  anticipated  to  mother,  niece, 
and  son.  I  also,  at  Mrs  Beauchamp's 
pressing  instance,  called  several  times 
on  her  son,  and  found  him,  on  each 
visit,  sinking  into  deeper  and  deeper 
despondency ;  yet  he  seemed  hardly 
sensible  of  the  wretched  reality  and 
extent  of  his  misery.  Many  a  time 
when  I  entered  his  room — ^which  was 
the  most  comfortable  the  governor 
could  supply  him — I  found  him  seated 
at  the  table,  with  his  head  buried  in 
his  arms;  and  I  was  sometimes  ob- 
li^d  to  shake  him,  in  order  that  I 
might  arouse  him  from  his^  lethargy. 
Even  then,  he  could  seldom'be  drawn 
into  conversation.  When  he  spoke  of 
his  mother  and  dousin,  it  was  with  an 
apathy  which  affected  me  more  than 
the  most  passionate  lamentations. 
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I  brought  him  one  day  a  couple  of 
white  winter  roses  from  his  mother  and 
Ellen,  telling  him  they  were  sent  as 
pledges  of  love  and  hope.  He  snatch- 
ed them  out  of  my  hands,  kissed  them, 
and  buried  them  in  his  bosom,  saying, 
"  Lie  you  there,  emblems  of  innocence, 
an(i  blanch  this  black  heart  of  mine, 
if  you  can ! "  I  shall  never  forget  the 
expression,  nor  the  stem  and  gloomy 
manner  in  which  this  was  uttered.  I 
sat  silent  for  some  minutes. 

"Doctor,  doctor,"  said  he  hastily, 
placing  his  hands  on  his  breast,  "  they 
are — I  feel  they  are — ^thawing  my  fro- 
zen feelings  !^ — ^they  are  softening  my 
hard  heart!  0  God!  merciful  Godl 
I  am  becoming  kmnan  again!"  He 
looked  at  me  with  an  eagerness  and 
vivacity  to  which  he  had  long  been  a. 
stranger.  He  extended  to  me  both  his 
hands;  I  clasped  them  heartily,  and 
he  burst'  into  tears.  He  wept  loud  and 
long. 

"  The  light  of  eternal  truth  breaks 
in  upon  me!  Oh,  my  God !  hast  thou, 
then,  not  forgotten  me?"  He  fell 
down  on  his  knees,  and  continued, 
"Why,  what  a  wretch — what  a  mon- 
ster have  I  been ! "  He  started  to  his 
feet.  "  Ah,  ha !  I've  been  in  the  lion's 
den,  and  am  plucked  out  of  it ! "  I 
saw  that  his  heart  was  overburdened, 
and  his  head  not  yet  cleared.  I  said, 
therefore,  little,  and  let  him  go  on  by 
fits  and  starts. 

"Why,  I've  been  all  along  in  a 
dream !  Henry  Beauchamp ! — in  New- 
gate!—  on  a  charge  of  murder  I — 
Frightful!"  He  shuddered.  "And 
my  mother. — my  blessed  mother! — 
where — how  is  she !  Her  heart  bleeds 
— but  no,  no,  no,  it  is  not  broken ! — 
and  EUen,  Ellen,  Ellen ! "  After  seve- 
ral short  choking  sobs,  he  burst  again 
into  a  torrent  of  tears.  I  strove  to 
soothe  him;  but  "he  would  not  be 
comforted."  "  Doctor,  say  nothing  to 
console  me ! — Don't,  don't,  or  I  shall 
go  mad !  Let  me  feel  all  my  guilt ; 
let  it  crush  me ! " 

My  time  being  expired,  I  rose  and 
bade  him  adieu.  He  was  in  a  musing 
mood,  as  if  he  were  striving,  with 
painful  effort,  to  propose  some  subject 
to  his  thoughts — to  keep  some  object 


before  his  mind — but  could  not.  I  pro- 
mised to  call  again,  between  then  and 
the  day  of  his  trial,  which  was  but  a 
week  off. 

The  excruciating  anxiety  endured 
by  these  unhappy  ladies,  Mrs  Beau- 
champ  and  her  niece,  as  the  day  of 
trial  approached,  when  the  life  or  death 
of  one  m  whom  both  their  souls  were 
bound  up  must  be  decided  on,  defies 
description.  I  never  saw  it  equalled. 
To  look  on  the  settled  pallor,  the  hol- 
low, haggard  features,  the  quivering 
limbs  of  Mrs  Beauchamp,  was  heart- 
breaking. She  seemed  like  one  in  the 
palsy.  AH  the  soothing  as  well  as 
strengthening  medicines,  which  all  my 
experience  could  suggest,  were  render 
ed  unavailing  to  such  a  "mind  dis- 
eased," to  "  raze  "  such  "  a  written  sor- 
row from  the  brain."  Ellen,  too,  was 
wasting  by  her  side  to  a  mere  shadow. 
She  had  written  letter  after  letter  t(5 
her  cousin,  and  the  only  answer  she 
received  was — 

"  Cousin  Ellen !  How  can  you — ^how 
dare  you — write  to  such  a  wretch  as 
— Henry  Beauchamp?" 

These  two  lines  almost  broke  the 
poor  girl's  heart.  What  was  to  be^ 
come  of  her?  Had  she  clung  to  her 
cousin  through  guilt  and  through  blood, 
and  did  he  now  refuse  to  love  her,  or 
receive  her  proffered  sympathy  ?  She 
never  wrote  again  to  him  till  her  aunt 
implored,  nay,  commanded  her  to  write, 
for  the  purpose  of  inducing  him  to  see 
them  if  they  called.  He  refused.  He 
was  inflexible.  Expostulation  was  use- 
less. He  turned  out  poor  Pritchard, 
who  had  undertaken  to  plead  their 
cause,  with  violence  from  his  room. 
Whether  he  dreaded  the  effects  of  such 
an  interview  on  the  shattered  nerves, 
the  weakened  frame  of  his  mother  and 
cousin,  or  feared  that  his  own  fortitude 
would  be  overpowered — or  debarred 
himself  of  their  sweet  but  sorrowful 
society,  by  way  oipenaiuie^  I  know  not: 
but  he  returned  an  unwavering  defliaf 
to  every  such  application.  I  think 
the  last  mentioned  was  the  motive 
which  actuated  him ;  for  I  said  to  him, 
on  one  occasion,  "Well,  but  Beau- 
champ, suppose  your  mother  should 
die  liefore  you  have  seen  her,  ^  and 
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received  her  forgiveness  ?"  He  replied 
sternlv,  "Well,  I  shall  have  deserved 
it."  J  conid  thus  account  for  his  feel- 
ings, without  referring  them  to  sullen- 
ness  or  obstinacy.  His  heart  bled  at 
every  pore  under  the  unceasing  lash- 
ings of  remorse !  On  another  occasion, 
he  said  to  me,  "  It  would  kiU  my  mo- 
ther to  see  me  here.  She  shall  never 
die  in  a  prison." 

The  day  previous  to  his  trial  I  call- 
ed upon  him,  pursuant  to  my  promise. 
The  room  was  fall  of  counsel  and  at- 
torneys ;  and  numerous  papers  were 
lying  on  the  table,  which  a  clerk  was 
beginning  to  gather  up  into  a  bag  when 
I  entered.  They  had  been  holding 
their  final  consultation ;  and  left  their 
client  more  disturbed  than  I  had  seen 
him  for  some  days.  The  eminent 
counsel  who  had  been  retained,  spoke 
by  no  means  encouragingly  of  the  ex- 
pected issue  of  the  trial,  and  reiterated 
the  determination  to  "  do  the  very  ut- 
termost on  his  behalf."  They  repeated, 
also,  that  the  prosecutor  was  following 
him  up  like  a  blood-hound;  that  he 
had  got  scent  of  some  evidence  against 
Beauchamp,  in  particular,  which  would 
tell  terribly  against  him — and  make 
out  a  case  of  "malice  {)repense." — 
And,  as  if  matters  had  not  been  al- 
ready sufficiently  gloomy,  the  attorney 
had  learned,  only  that  afternoon,  that 
the  case  was  to  be  tried  by  one  of  the 
judges  who,  it  was  rumoured,  was  re- 
solved to  make  an  example  of  the  first 
duellist  he  could  convict ! 

"  I  shall,  undoubtedly,  be  sacrificed, 
as  my  fortune  has  been  already,"  said 
Beauchamp,  with  a  little  trepidation. 
"  Everything  seems  against  me.  If 
I  shofud  be  condemned  to  death — 
what  is  to  become  of  my  mother  and 
Ellen?" 

"  I  feel  assured  of  your  acquittal, 
Mr  Beauchamp,"  said  I,  not  knowing 
exactly  u>%,  if  he  had  asked  me. 

"  I  am  a  little  given  to  superstition, 
doctor,"  he  replied — "  and  I  feel  a  pei^ 
suasion,  an  innate  conviction,  that  the 
grand  finishing  stroke  has  yet  to  de- 
scend— ^my  misery  awaits  its  climax." 

"Why,  what  can  you  mean,  mjr 
dear  sir  9  Nothing  new  has-  been  eh- 
Oited." 


"Doctor,"  he  replied  gloomily — "111 
tell  you  something.  I  feel  I  ouaHT  to 
diel" 

"Why,  Mr  Beaudiamp?"  I  asked 
with  surprise. 

"Ought  not  he  to  die  who  is  at 
heart  a  murderer?"  he  inquired. 

"Assuredly." 

"  Then  I  am  such  an  one.  I  meant 
to  kill  Apsley.  I  prayed  to  Gk>d  that 
I  might.  I  would  nave  shot  breast  to 
breast,  but  I  would  have  killed  him, 
and  rid  the  earth  of  such  a  ruffian," 
said  Beauchamp,  rising  with  much  ex- 
citement from  his  chair,  and  walking 
hurriedly  to  and  fro.  I  shuddered  to 
hear  him  make  such  an  avowal,  and 
continued  silent.  I  felt  tpy  colour 
changed.  \ 

"  Are  you  shocked, doctor?"  he  in- 
quired, pausing  abruptly,  and  looking 
me  full  in  the  face.  "  I  repeat  it," 
clenching  his  fist,  "I  would  have 
perished  eternally,  to  gratify  my  re- 
venge. So  would  you,"  he  continued, 
"  if  you  had  suffered  as  I  have."  With 
the  last  words  he  elevated  his  voice  to 
a  high  key,  and  his  eye  glanced  on  me 
like  lightning,  as  he  passed  and  re- 
passed me. 

"  How  can  we  expect  the  mercy  we 
will  not  show?"  I  inquired  mildly. 

"  Don't  mistake  me,  doctor,"  he  re- 
sumed, without  answering  my  last 
question.  "  It  is  not  death  I  dread,  dis- 
turbed as  I  appear,  but  only  the  mode 
of  it.  Death  1  covet,  as  a  relief  from 
life,  which  has  grown  hateful;  but, 
great  Heaven,  to  be  huno  like  a 
dog!" 

"  Think  of  hereafter ! "  I  exclaimed. 

"  Pshaw !  I'm  past  thoughts  of 
that.  Why  did  not  God  keep  me 
from  the  snares  into  which  I  have 
faUen?" 

At  that  moment  came  a  letter 
from  Sir  Edward  Streighton.  When 
he  recognised  the  superscription,  he 
threw  it  down  on  the  table,  exclaim- 
ing— "  There  I  this  is  the  first  time  I 
have  heard  from  this  accomplished 
scoundrel,  since  the  day  I  killed  Aps- 
ley." He  opened  it,  a  scowl  of  fury 
and  contempt  on  his  brow,  and  read 
the  following  flippant  and  unfeeling 
letter:— 
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"Dear  Brother  in  the  honds  of 
blood! 

"  My  right  trusty  and  well-beloved 
counsellor,  and  thme  —  Hillier,  and 
thv  unworthy  E.  S.,  intend  duly  to 
take  our  stand  beside  thee,  at  nine 
o*clock  to-morrow  morning,  in  the 
dock  of  the  Old  Bailey,  as  per  recog- 
nisances. Be  not  thou  cast  down,  0 
my  soul ;  but  throw  thou  fear  unto  the 
dogs  I  There's  never  a  jury  in  Eng- 
land will  convict  us,  even  though,  as  I 

hear,  that  bloody-minded  old is 

to  try  us  I  We  Ve  got  a  good  fellow 
(on  reasonable  terms,  considering)  to 
swear  he  happened  to  be  present,  and 
that  we  put  you  up  at  forty  paces! 
and  that  ne  heard  you  tender  an  apo- 
logy to  Apsley !  The  sweet  conveni- 
ent rogue ! ! !  What  think  you  of  that, 
dear  Beau  ?  Yours  ever — ^but  not  on 
the  gallows. — Eniwr.  STREiaHTON. 

"  F.S. — I  wish  Apsley,  by  the  way, 
poor  devil!  had  paid  me  a  trifling 
nundred  or  two  he  owed  me,  before 
going  home.  But  he  went  in  a  hurry, 
tis  true.  Catch  me  ever  putting  up 
another  man  before  asking  him  if  he 
has  any  debts  unprovided  for !  '* 

"There,  there,  doctor!"  exclaimed 
Beauchamp,  flinging  the  letter  on  the 
floor,  and  stamping  on  it — "  ought 
not  1  to  go  out  of  the  world,  for  allow- 
ing such  a  fellow  as  this  to  lead  me 
the  dance  of  ruin?'* 

I  shook  my  head. 

"  Oh,  did  you  but  know  the  secret 
history  of  tne  last  six  months,"  he 
continued  bitterly — "the  surpassing 
folly — ^the  black  ingratitude«-the  vil- 
lanies  of  all  kinds  with  which  it  was 
stained — ^you  would  blush  to  sit  in  the 
same  room  with  me  I  Would  it  not 
be  so?" 

"  Come,  come,  Mr  Beauchamp,  you 
are  raving!"  I  replied,  ffivinff  nim 
my  hand,  while  the  tears  half-blinded 
me ;  for  he  looked  the  picture  of  con- 
trition and  hopelessness. 

"  Well,  then,"  he  continued,  eyeing 
me  steadfastly,  "  I  may  do  what  I 
have  often  thought  of.  You  have  a 
kind  considerate  heart,  and  I  will 
trust  you.  By  way  of  the  heaviest 
penance  I  could  think  of— but,  alas ! 


how  unavailing!  —  I  have  employed 
the  last  week  in  writing  my  short 
but  wretched  history.  Read  it — and 
curse,  as  you  go  on,  my  folly,  my 
madness,  my  villany !  I've  often  laid 
down  my  pen,  and  wept  aloud,  while 
writing  it;  and  yet  the  confession 
has  eased  my  heart.  One  thing,  I 
think,  you  will  see  plainly — that,  all 
along,  1  have  been  tne  victim  of  some 
deep  diabolical  conspiracy.  Those 
two  vile  fellows  who  will  stand  be- 
side me  to-morrow  in  the  dock,  like 
evil  spirits — and  the  monster  I  have 
killed — have  been  the  main  agents 
thjfoughout.  I'm  sure  something  will, 
ere  long,  come  to  light,  and  show  you 
I  am  speaking  the  truth.  Eetnm  it 
me,"  he  contmued,  taking  a  packet 
from  his  table  drawer,  sealea  with 
black,  "  in  the  event  of  my  acquittal, 
that  I  may  bum  it ;  but,  if  I  am  to 
die,  do  what  you  will  with  it.  Even 
if  the  world  know  of  it,  it  cannot  hurt 
me  in  the  grave,  and  it  may  save 
some  from  &aard  and  Bouge  et  Nair  ! 
Horrible  sounds ! " 

I  received  the  packet  in  silence, 
promising  him  to  act  as  he  wished. 
.  "  How  will  my  mother,  how  will 
Ellen,  get  over  to-morrow?  Heaven 
have  them  in  its  holy  keeping !  My 
own  heart  quails  at  to-morrow!— I 
must  breathe  a  polluted  atmosphere ; 
I  must  stand  on  tne  precise  spot  which 
has  been  occupied  oy  none  but  the 
vilest  of  my  species;.  I  shall  have 
every  eye  in  court  fixed  upon  me — 
some  with  horror,  others  detestation 
— and  some  pity^  which  is  worse  than 
either.  I  must  stand  between  two 
whom  I  can  never  look  on  as  other 
than  devils  incarnate  !  My  every 
gesture  and  motion,  every  turn  of  my 
face,  will  be  noted  down  and  published 
all  over  the  kingdom,  with  severe, 
possibly  insulting  comments.  Qood 
God!  how  am  I  to  bear  it  all?"    *   * 

"  Have  you  prepared  your  defence, 
Mr  Beaucnamp?"  I  inquired.  He 
pointed  languidly  to  several  sheets  of 
foolscap,  full  of  scorings  out,  and  said, 
wiUi  a  sigh,  "  I'm  afraid  it  is  labour 
lost.  I  can  say  little  or  nothing. 
r  shall  not  He,  even  for  my  life !  I 
have  yet  to  finish  it." 

digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


«80 


DIAKY  OF  A  LATE  PHYSICIAN. 


"  Don't,  then,  let  me  keep  you  from 
it !  May  God  bless  you,  my  dear  sir, 
and  send  you  an  acquittal  to-morrow ! 
What  shall  I  ss^  to  your  mother — ^to 
Miss  Beauchamp,  if  I  see  them  to- 
night?" 

His  eyes  glistened  with  tears,  he 
trembled,  shook  his  head,  and  whis- 
pered, *'  What  CAN  be  said  to  them  ?" 

I  shook  him  fervently  by  the  hand. 
As  I  was  quitting  the  door,  he  beck- 
oned me  back. 

"  Doctor,"  he  whispered,  in  a  shud- 
dering tone,  "  there  is  to  be  an  execu- 
tion to-morrow!  Five  men  will  be 
hanged  within  ten  yards  of  me !  I  shall 
hear  them  in  the  night  putting  up  the 
— ^gallowB ! " 

The  memorable  morning — for  such 
it  was,  even  to  me — at  length  dawned. 
The  whole  day  was  rainy,  cold,  and 
foggy,  as  if  the  elements  had  combined 
to  depress  hearts  already  prostrate! 
After  swallowing  a  hasty  oreakfast, 
I  set  off  for  the  Old  Bailey,  calling  for 
a  few  minutes  on  Mrs  Beauchamp,  as 
I  had  promised  her.  Poor  old  lady ! 
She  had  not  slept  half  an  hour  during 
the  whole  night ;  and  when  I  entered 
the  room  she  was  lying  in  bed,  with 
her  hands  clasped  together,  and  her 
eyes  closed,  listening  to  one  of  the 
church  prayers,  which  her  niece  was 
reading  her.  X  sat  down  in  silence ; 
and  when  the  low  tremulous  voice  of 
Miss  Beauchamp  had  ceased,  I  shook 
her  cold  hand,  and  took  my  seat  by 
her  aunt.  I  pushed  the  curtain  aside, 
that  I  might  see  her  distinctly.  Her 
features  looked  ghastly.  What  savage 
work  grief  had  wrought  there  1 

"  I  don't  think  I  shall  live  through 
this  dreadful  day,"  said  she ;  "  I  feel 
everything  dissolving  within  me !  — 
I  am  dea£y  sick  every  moment ;  my 
heart  flutters  as  if  it  were  in  expiring 
agonies ;  and  my  limbs  have  little  in 
them  more  than  a  corpse !  Ellen,  too, 
my  sweet  love  \  sheis&a  bad ;  and  yet 
she  conquers  it,  and  attends  me  like 
an  angel ! " 

"  Be  of  good  heart,  my  dear  madam,*' 
said  I ;  "  matters  are  by  no  means  des- 
perate. This  evening,  I'll  stake  my 
life  for  it,  you  shall  have  your  son  in 
your  arms !" 


"  Ha! "  quivered  the  old  lady,  clap- 
ping her  hands,  while  a  faint  hysteric 
laugh  broke  from  her  colourless  lips. 

"  Well,  I  must  leave  you — for  I  am 
going^  to  hear  the  opening  of  the  trial ;  I 
promised  your  son  as  much  last  night. " 

"How  was  he?"  faintly  inquired 
Miss  Beauchamp,  who  was  sitting  be- 
side the  fire,  her  face  buried  in  her 
hands,  and  her  elbows  resting  on  her 
knees.  The  anguished  eyes  of  her  aunt 
also  asked  me  the  question,  though  her 
lips  spoke  not.  1  assured  them  that 
he  was  not  in  worse  spirits  than  I  had 
seen  him,  and  that  I  left  him  preparing 
his  defence. 

"  The  Lord  God  of  his  fathers  bless 
him,  and  deliver  him ! "  moaned  Mrs 
Beauchamp.  As,  however,  time  pass- 
ed, and  I  wished  to  look  in  on  one  or 
two  patients  in  my  way,  I  began  to 
think  of  leaving,  though  I  scarcely 
knew  how.  I  enjoined  them  to  keep 
constantly  by  Mrs  Beauchamp  a  glass 
of  brandy  and  water,  with  half  a  tea- 
spoonful  of  laudanum  in  it,  that  she  or 
her  niece  might  drink  of  it  whenever 
they  felt  a  sudden  faintness  come  over 
them.  For  further  security,  I  had  also 
stationed,  for  the  day,  in  her  bedroom, 
a  young  medical  friend,  who  might 
pay  her  constant  attention.  Arrange- 
ments had  been  made,  I  found,  with  the 
attorney,  to  report  the  progress  of  the 
trial  every  hour  by  four  regular  runners. 

Shaking  both  the  ladies  affection- 
ately by  the  hand,  I  set  off.  After 
seeing  the  patients  I  spoke  of,  I  hur- 
ried on  to  the  Old  Bailey.  It  was 
striking  ten  by  St  Sepulchre's  clock 
when  I  reached  that  gloomy  street. 
The  rain  was  pouring  down  in  drench- 
ing showers.  X  passed  by  the  gallows, 
which  they  were  taking  down,  and  on 
which  five  men  had  been  executed  only 
two  hours  before.  Horrid  sight  I  The 
whole  of  the  street  along  the  sessions* 
house  was  covered  with  straw,  tho- 
roughly soaked  with  wet ;  and  my  car- 
riage wheels  rolled  along  it  noiselessly. 
I  felt  my  colour  leaving  me,  and  my 
heart  beating  fast,  as  I  descended,  and 
entered  the  area  before  the  court-house, 
which  was  occupied  with  many  anxious 
groups,  conversing  together,  heedless 
of  the  rain,  and  endeavouring  lo  get 
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admittance  into  the  court.  The  street 
entrance  was  crowded ;  and  it  was  such 
a  silent,  gloomy  crowd,  as  I  never  hefore 
saw ! '  I  found  the  trial  had  commenced 
— so  I  made  my  way  instantly  to  the 
counsel's  benches.  The  court  was 
crowded  to  suffocation ;  and,  among  the 
spectators,  I  recognised  several  of  the 
nobility.  Three  prisoners  stood  in  the 
dock — all  of  gentlemanly  appearance ; 
and  the  strong  startling  light  thrown 
on  them  from  the  mirror  over-head, 

fave  their  anxious  faces  a  ghastly  hue. 
[ow  vividly  is  that  group,  even  at  this 
distance  of  time,  before  my  eyes !  On 
the  right-hand  side  stood  Sir  Edward 
Strei^ton — dressed  in  military  style, 
with  a  black  stock,  and  his  blue  frock- 
coat,  with  velvet  collar,  buttoned  up 
close  to  his  neck.  Both  his  hands  rest- 
ed on  his  walking-stick ;  and  his  head, 
bent  a  little  aside,  was  attentively  di- 
rected towards  the  counsel  for  the 
crown,  who  was  stating  the  case  to 
the  jury.  Hillier  leaned  against  the 
left-hand  side  of  the  dock,  his  arms 
folded  over  his  breast,  and  his  stern 
features,  clouded  with  anxiety,  but 
evincing  no  agitation,  were  slathered 
into  a  fi-own,  as  he  listened  to  the 
strong  terms  in  which  his  conduct 
was  being  described  by  the  counsel. 
Between  these  stood  poor  Beauchamp, 
with  fixed  and  most  sorrowful  counte- 
nance. He  was  dressed  in  black,  with 
a  full  black  stock,  in  the  centre  of  which 
glistened  a  dazzling  speck  of  diamond. 
Both  his  hands  leaned  upon  the  dock, 
on  which  stood  a  glass  of  spring  water; 
and  his  face  was  turned  full  towards 
the  judge.  There  was  an  air  of  mel- 
ancholy composure  and  resignation 
about  his  wasted  features;  and  he 
looked  dreadfully  thin  and  fallen  away. 
His  appearance  evidently  excited  deep 
and  respectful  sympathy.  How  my 
heart  ached  to  look  at  him,  when  m^ 
thoughts  reverted  for  an  instant  to  his 
mother  and  cousin !  There  was,  how- 
ever, one  other  object  of  the  gloomy 
picture  which  arrested  my  attention, 
and  has  remained  with  me  ever  since. 
Just  beneath  the  witness-box,  there 
was  a  savage  face  fixed  upon  the  coun- 
sel, gloating  upon  his  exaggerated  vio- 
lence of  tone  and  manner.    It  was  Mr 


Frederick  Apsley,  the  relentless  pro- 
secutor. I  never  saw  such  an  imper- 
sonation of  malignity.  On  his  knees 
lay  his  fists,  clencljed,  and  quiver- 
ing with  irrepressible  fury ;  and  the 
glances  he  occasionally  cast  towards 
the  prisoners  were  absolutely  fiendish. 

The  counsel  for  the  prosecution  dis- 
torted and  aggravated  every  occur- 
rence on  the  fatal  night  of  the  quarrel. 
Hillier  and  Streighton,  as  he  went  on, 
exchanged  confounded  looks,  and  mut- 
tered between  their  teeth ;  but  Beau- . 
champ  seemed  unmoved — even  when 
the  counsel  seriously  asserted  he  should 
be  in  a  condition  to  prove,  that  Beau- 
champ  came  to  the  house  of  the  de- 
ceased with  the  avowed  intention  of 
provoking  him  into  a  duel;  that  he 
had  been  attempting  foul  play  through- 
out the  evening ;  and  that  the  cause 
of  his  inveteracy  against  the  deceased, 
was  the  deceased's  having  won  consi- 
derably. 

"  Did  this  quarrel  originate,  then,  in 
a  gaming-house?"  inquired  the  judge 
sternly. 

"miy — yes,  my  lord — ^it  did,  un- 
doubtedly." 

"Pray,  are  the  parties  professed 
gamblers?" 

The  counsel  hesitated.  "  I  do  not  ex- 
actly know  what  your  lordship  means 
^J professed  gamblers,  my  lord?" 

"  Oh ! "  exclaimed  the  judge  signifi- 
cantly, "go  on— go  on,  sir."  I  felt 
shocked  at  the  virulence  manifested 
by  the  counsel ;  and  I  could  not  help 
suspecting  him  of  uttering  the  gross- 
est falsehoods,  when  I  saw  all  three 
of  the  prisoners  involuntarily  turn  to- 
wards one  another,  and  lift  up  their 
hands  with  amazement.  As  nis  ad- 
dress seemed  likely  to  continue  much 
longer,  profound  as  was  the  interest 
I  felt  in  the  proceedings,  I  was  com- 
pelled to  leave.  I  stood  up  for  that  pur- 
pose, and  to  take  a  last  took  at  Beau- 
champ — when  his  eye  suddenly  fell  up- 
on  me.  He  started — ^his  lips  moved — 
he  looked  at  me  anxiouslv — ^gave  me  a 
hurried  bow,  and  resumed  the  attentive 
attitude  in  which  he  had  been  standing. 

I  hurried  away  to  see  my  patients, 
several  of  whom  were  in  most  critical 
circumstances.  Having  gone  through 
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most  on  my  list,  and  being  in  the 
neighbom'hood,  I  stepped  in  to  see  how 
Mrs  Beauchamp  was  going  on.  When 
I  entered  her  bedroom,  after  gently 
tapping  at  the  door,  I  heard  a  hurried 
feeble  voice  exclaim — "  There  !  there  1 
who  is  that  ?"  It  was  Mrs  Beauchamp, 
who  endeavoured,  but  in  vain,  to  raise 
herself  up  in  bed,  while  her  eyes  stared 
at  mewitn  an  expression  of  wild  alarm, 
which  abated  a  uttle  on  seeing  who  I 
was.  She  had  mistaken  me,  I  found, 
for  the  hourly  messenger.  I  sat  down 
beside  her.  Several  of  her  female  re- 
latives were  in  the  room  —  a  pallid 
group — ^having  arrived  soon  after  I 
had  left. 

"Well,  my  dear  madam,  and  how 
are  you  now?"  I  inquired,  taking  the 
aged  sufferer^s  hand  in  mine. 

"  I  may  be  better,  doctor — but  can- 
not be  worse.  Nature  tells  me  the 
hour  is  come  I " 

"  I  am  happy  to  see  you  so  well— so 
affectionately  attended  in  these  trying 
circumstances,"  said  I,  looking  around 
the  room.  She  made  me  no  reply 
—but  moaned—"  Oh !  Henry,  Henry, 
Henry! — I  would  to  God  you  had 
never  been  born  1 — ^Why  are  you  thus 
breaking  the  heart  that  always  loved 
you  so  fondly !  "  She  shook  her  head, 
and  the  tears  trembled  through  her 
closed  eyelids.  Miss  Beauchamp, 
dressed  in  black,  sat  at  the  foot  of 
the  bed,  speechless,  her  head  leaning 
against  the  bed-post,  and  her  pale  face 
dnrected  towards  her  aunt. 

"  How  are  youj  my  dear  Miss  Beau- 
champ?" inquired  I.  She  made  me 
no  answer,  but  continued  looking  at 
her  aunt. 

"  My  sweet  love ! "  said  her  mother, 
drawing  her  chair  to  her,  and  proffer- 
ing  her   a   little  wine    and   water. 

"Doctor  is    speaking  to   you. 

He  asks  you  how  you  are?"  Miss 
Beauchamp  looked  at  me,  and  pressed 
her  white  hand  upon  her  heart,  with- 
out speaking.  Her  mother  looked  at 
me  significantly,  as  if  she  begged  I 
would  not  ask  her  daughter  any  more 
questions,  for  it  was  evident  she  could 
not  bear  them.  I  saw  several  slips  of 
paper  lying  on  a  vacant  chair  beside 
th©  bed.   TSiey  wer©  the  hourly  billets 


from  the  Old  Bailey.  One  of  them 
was — "  12  o'dockf  0.  B. — ^Not  quite  so 
encouraging.  Our  counsel  can  t  make 
much  impression  in  cross-examination. 
Judge  seems  rather  turning  against 
prisoner." 

"1  oldock,  0.  J?.— Nothing  parti- 
cular since  last  note.  Prisoner  very 
calm  and  firm." 

"  2  o'dockf  0.  B. — Still  going  on  as 
in  last." 

"3  o'docky  0,  JB.— Mr  Beauchamp 
just  read  his  defence.  Made  favour- 
able impression  on  the  court.  Manj  in 
tears.  Acknowledged  himself  ruined 
by  play.  General  impression,  prisoner 
victim  of  conspiracy. ' 

Such  were  the  hourly  annunciations 
of  the  progress  of  the  trial,  forwarded 
by  the  attorney,  in  whose  handwriting 
each  of  them  was.  The  palsying  sus- 
pense in  which  the  intervals  between 
the  receipt  of  each  was  passed,  and 
the  trepiaation  with  which  they  were 
opened    and    read  —  no    one    daring 

scarcely  to  touch  them  but  Mr  M ^ 

the  medical  attendant — cannot  be  de- 
scribed.   Mr  M' informed  me  that 

Mrs  Beauchamp  had  been  wandering 
deliriously,  more  or  less,  all  day,  and 
that  the  slightest  noise  in  the  street, 
like  hurrying  footsteps,  spread  dismay 
through  the  room,  and  nearly  drove 
the  two  principal  sufferers  frantic. 
Miss  Beauchamp,  I  found,  had  been 
twice  in  terrible  hysterics,  but,  with 
marvellous  self-possession,  calmly  left 
the  room  when  she  felt  them  coming 
on,  and  retired  to  the  farthest  part  of 

the  house.     While  Mr  M and  I 

were  conversing  in  alow  whisper  near 
the  fireplace,  a  heavy  but  muffled  knock 
at  the  street  door  announced  the  arrival 
of  another  express  from  the  Old  Bailey. 
Mrs  Beauchamp  trembled  violently, 
and  the  very  bed  quivered  under  her, 
as  she  saw  the  billet  delivered  into  my 
hands.    I  opened  it,  and  read  aloud — 

"  4  o^dock,  O.  B, — Judge  summing 
up — ^sorry  to  say,  a  little  unfavourably 
to  prisoner.  Don't  t^ini^  however, 
prisoner  will  be  capUaUy  convicted. 
Within  this  slip  was  another,  which 
was  from  Beauchamp  himself^  and  ad- 
dressed— 

"  Sweet  loves ! — Courage !  The  crisis 

Jigitized  by  VjOO^^ 


MOTHEB  AND  SON. 


approaches.  I  am  not  in  despair.  God 
is  merciful !  May  he  bles^  yoa  for  ever 
and  ever,  my  mother,  my  £Uea! — 
H.  B." 

The  gloomy  tenor  of  the  last  billet 
— ^for  we  could  not  conceal  them  from 
either,  as  they  insisted  on  seeing  them 
after  we  had  read  them—excited  Mrs 
and  Miss  Beauchamp  almost  to  frenzy. 
It  was  heart-rending  to  see  them  both 
shaking  in  every  muscle,  and  uttering 
the  most  piteous  moans.  I  resolved 
not  to  qmt  them  till  the  event  was 
known  one  way  or  another,  and  dis- 
missed Mr  M f  begging  him  to 

return  home  with  the  carriage,  and 
inform  my  wife  that  I  should  not  dine 
at  home.  I  then  begged  that  some 
refreshment  might  be  brought  in, 
ostensibly  for  my  dinner,  but  really 
to  give  me  an  opportunity  of  forcing 
a  little  nourishment  on  my  wretched 
patients.  My  meal,  however,  was 
scanty  and  solitary ;  for  I  could 
scarcely  eat  myself  and  could  not 
induce  any  one  else  to  touch  food. 

"This  must  be  a  d&y  of  fasting/" 
sighed  Mrs  Beauchamp;  and  I  de- 
sisted from  the  attempt. 

"Mrs  Beauchamp,  inquired  her 
sister-in-law,  "  would  you  like  to  hear 
a  chapter  in  the  Bible  read  to  you  ?  " 

"Y — ^ye^yes  I "  she  replied  eagerly ; 
"  Let  it  be  the  parable  of  the  prodiaal 

son;  and  perhaps  Dr will  read  it 

tons?" 

What  an  affecting  selection ! — ^Think- 
ing it  might  serve  to  occupy  their 
minds  for  a  short  time,  I  commenced 
reading  it,  but  not  very  steadily  or 
firmly.  The  relieving  tears  gushed 
forth  freely  from  Mrs  Beauchamp,  and 
every  one  in  the  room,  as  I  went  on 
with  that  most  touching,  beautiful, 
and  appropriate  narable.  When  I 
had  concluded,  ana  amidst  a  pause  of 
silent  expectation,  another  bulet  was 
brought : — 

"  6  o'doek,  0.  jB.— Judjje  still  sum- 
ming up  with  great  pains.  Symp- 
toms of  leaning  towards  the  prisoner." 

Another  antating  hour  elaped — 
how,  I  scarcely  know ;  and  a  breath- 
less messenger  brought  a  sixth  billet : — 

"  a  o'dock  O.  ^.— Jury  retired  to 
consider  verdict-^beeu  absent  half  an 


hour.  Bumoured  in  court  that  two 
hold  out  against  the  rest — ^not  known 
on  which  side." 

Afier  the  reading  of  this  torturing 
note,  whioh  Mrs  Beauchamp  did  not 
ask  to  see,  she  lifted  up  her  shak- 
ing hands  to  heaven,  and  seemed  lost 
in  an  agony  of  prayer.  After  a  few 
minutes  spent  in  this  way,  she  gasped, 
almost  inaudibly — "  Oh .'  doctor,  read 
once  more  the  parable  you  have  read, 
beginning  at  the  twentieth  verse."  I 
took  the  Bible  in  my  hands,  and  tre- 
mulously read — 

"And  he  arose,  and  came  to  his 
father.  But  when  he  was  yet  a  great 
way  off,  his  father  saw  him,  and  had 
compassion" — (a  short,  bitter,  hys- 
teric laugh  broke  from  Mrs  Beau- 
champ)— "and  ran,  and  fell  on  his 
neck,  and  kissed  him. 

*  *  *  "And  bring  hither  the 
fatted  calf^  and  kill  it :  and  let  us  eat 
and  be  merry ; 

"  For  this  my  son  was  dead  and  is 
alive  again ;  he  was  lost,  and  is  found : 
and  they  began  " 

The  death-like  silence  in  which 
my  trembling  voice  was  listened  to, 
was  broken  by  the  sound  of  a  slight 
bustle  in  the  street  beneath,  and  the 
noise  of  some  approaching  vehicle. 
We  scarcely  breathed.  The  sound 
increased.  Miss  Beauchamp  slowly 
dr<n>ped  on  her  knees  beside  the  bed, 
and  buried  her  ashy  face  in  the  clothes. 
The  noise  outside  increased;  voices 
were  heard;  and  at  length  a  short 
faint  "  huzza  I "  was  audible. 

"There!— I  told  you  so!  He  is 
free  I — My  son  is  acquitted  ! "  exclaim- 
ed Mrs  Beauchamp,  sitting  in  an  in- 
stant upright  in  bed,  stretclidnff  her 
arms  upwwrds,  and  clapping  her  hands 
in  ecstasy.  Her  features  were  lit  up 
with  a  glorious  smile.  She  pushed  back 
her  dishevelled  greyhair,  and  sat  strain- 
ing her  eye  and  ear,  and  stretching  for- 
ward her  hands,  as  if  to  enjoin  silence. 

Then  was  heard  the  sound  of  foot- 
steps rapidly  ascending  the  stairs ;  the 
door  was  knocked  at,  and,  before  I 
could  reach  it,  for  the  purpose  of  pre- 
venting any  sudden  surprise,  in  rusned 
the  old  steward,  frantic  with  joy,  wav- 
ing his  hat  over  his  head. 
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"  Not  Guilty  !  Not  Guilty  ! — ^Not 
Guilty,  my  lady ! "  he  gasped,  all  in 
a  breath,  in  defiance  of  my.  cautionary 
movements.  "He's  coming!  He's 
coming!  He's  coming,  my  lady ! " 
Miss  &auchamp  sank  in  an  instant 
on  the  floor  with  a  faint  scream,  and 
was  carried  out  of  the  room  in  a 
swoon. 

Mrs  Beauchamp  again  clapped  her 
hands.  Her  son  rushed  into  the  room, 
flung  himself  at  her  feet,  and  threw 
his  arms  around  her.  For  several 
moments,  he  locked  her  in  his  em- 
braces, kissing  her  with  convulsive 
fondness.  "My  mother!  My  own 
mother  I — ^Your  son ! "  he  gasped ;  but 
she  heard  him  not.  She  haa  expired 
in  his  arms. 


To  proceed  with  my  narrative,  after 
recounting  such  a  lamentable  catas- 
trophe, is  like  conducting  a  spectator 
to  the  death-strewn  plain,  after  the 
day  of  battle !  All  in  the  once  happv 
family  of  Beauchamp  was  thenceforth 
sorrow,  sickness,  broken-heartedness, 
and  deatfi.  As  for  the  unhappy  Beau- 
champ, he  was  released  from  the  hor- 
rors of  a  prison,  "  only  to  turn  his  pale 
face  to  the  wall,"  on  a  lingering,  lan- 
guishing bed  of  sickness,  which  he 
could  not  quit,  even  to  follow  the  poor 
remains  of  his  mother  to  their  nnal 

resting-place  in shire.    He  was 

not  only  confined  to  his  bed,  but 
wholly  unconscious  of  the  time  of  the 
burial,  for  a  fierce  nervous  fever  kept 
him  in  a  state  of  continual  delirium. 
Another  physician  and  myself  were 
in  constant  attendance  on  him.  Poor 
Miss  Beauchamp  also  was  ill,  and,  if 
possible,  in  a  worse  plight  than  her 
cousin.  The  reader  cannot  be  sur- 
prised that  such  long  and  intense 
sufferings  should  have  shattered  her 
vital  energies — should  have  sown  the 
seeds  of  consumption  in  her  constitu- 
tion. Her  pale,  emaciated,  shadowy 
figure,  is  now  before  me ! — After  con- 
tinuing under  my  care  for  several 
weeks,  her  mother  carried  her  home 

into shire,  in  a  most  precarious 

state,  hoping  the  usual  beneficial  re- 
sults expected  from  a  return  to  native 
air.    Poor  gii^l !  she  gave  me  a  little 


pearl  ring,  as  a  keepsake,  the  day 
she  left;  and  intrusted  to  me  a  rich 
diamond  ring,  to  give  to  her  cousin 
Henry.  "  It  is  too  large  now,  for  wy 
fingers,"  said  she  with  a  sigh,  as  she 
dropped  it  into  my  hand  from  her 
wasted  finger !  "  Tell  him,"  said  she, 
"  as  soon  as  you  consider  it  safe,  that 
my  love  is  his — my  whole  heart! 
And  though  we  may  never  meet  on 
this  side  the  grave,  let  him  wear  it  to 
think  of  me,  and  hope  for  happiness 
hereafter ! "  These  were  amongst  the 
last  words  that  sweet  young  woman 
ever  spoke  to  me. 

tt  «  «  « 

As  the  reader,  possibly,  may  think 
he  has  been  long  enough  detained 
among  these  sorrowful  scenes,  I  shall 
draw  them  now  to  a  close,  and  omit 
much  of  what  I  had  set  down  for 
publication. 

Mr  Beauchamp  did  not  once  rise 
from  his  bed  during  two  months,  the 
greater  part  of  whicn  time  was  passed 
in  a  state  of  stupor.  At  other  periods 
he  was  delirious,  and  raved  dread- 
fully about  scenes  with  which  the 
manuscript  he  committed  to  me  in 
prison  had  made  me  long  and  pain- 
fully familiar.  He  loaded  himself 
with  the  heaviest  curses,  for  the 
misery  he  had  occasioned  to  his  mo- 
ther and  Ellen.  He  had  taken  it  into 
his  head  that  the  latter  was  also  dead, 
and  that  he  had  attended  her  funeral. 
He  was  not  convinced  to  the  contrary, 
till  I  judged  it  safe  to  allow  him  to 
open  a  letter  she  had  addressed  to 
him,  under  cover  to  me.  She  told  him 
she  thought  she  was  "  getting  strong 
again ; "  and  that,  if  he  would  still  ac- 
cept her  heart  and  hand,  in  the  event 
of  his  recovery,  they  were  his  un 
changeably.  Nothing  contributed  so 
much  to  Bieauchamp's  recovery  as  this 
letter.  With  what  fond  transports  did 
he  receive  the  ring  Ellen  had  intrusted 
to  my  keeping ! 

His  ola  steward,  Pritchard,  after 
accompanying  his  venerated  lady's 
remains  into  the  country,  returned 
immediately  to  town,  and  scarcely 
ever  after  left  his  master's  bedside. 
His  ofiicious  affection  rendered  the 
office  of  the  valet  a  comparative  sine- 
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cure.  Many  were  the  piques  and 
heart-burnings  between  these  two 
zealous  and  emulous  servants  of  an 
unfortunate  master,  on  account  of  the 
one  usurping  the  other's  duty  1 

One  of  the  earliest  services  that  old 
Fritchard  rendered  his  master,  as  soon 
as  I  warranted  him  in  so  doing,  was 
to  point  out  who  had  been  the  "  ser- 
pent in.  his  path" — the  origin — the 
deliberate,  diabolical  designer  of  his 
ruin — ^in  the  person  of  his  tutor.  The 
shock  of  this  discovery  rendered  Beau- 
champ  speechless  for  the  remainder  of 
the  aay.  Strange  and  wise  are  the 
ways  of  Providence !  How  does  the 
reader  imagine  the  disgraceful  dis- 
closures were  brought  about  ?  Sir 
Edward  Streighton,  who  had  got  into 
his  hands  the  title-deeds  of  one  of 
the  estates,  out  of  which  he  and  his 
scoundrel  companions  had  swindled 
Beauchamp,  had  been  hardy  enough 
— quern  Deu8  vtiU  perderCf  priua  de- 
mentat  —  to  venture  into  a  court  of 
law,  to  prosecute  his  claim !  In  spite 
of  threatened  disclosures,  he  pressed 
on  to  trial ;  when  such  a  series  of 
flagrant  iniquities  was  developed,  un- 
expectedly to  aU  parties,  as  compelled 
Sir  Edward,  who  was  in  court  incog- 
nito, to  slip  away,  and,  without  even 
venturing  home,  embark  for  the  Con- 
tinent, and  from  thence  to  that  com- 
mon-sewer of  England  —  America.* 
His  papers  were  all  seized,  under  a 
judge's  order,  by  Mr  Beauchamp's 
agents;  and  among  them  was  found 
the  letter  addressed  to  him  by  Eccles, 
coolly  commending  his  unsuspicious 
pupil  to  destruction ! 

Under  Beauchamp's  order,  his  stew- 
ard  made  a  copy  of  the  letter,  and 
enclosed  it,  with  the  following  lines, 
to  the  tutor,  who  had  since  contrived 
to  gain  a  vicarage ! 

*  His  companion  in  villany,  who,  in  this 
narrative,  is  called  Hiilier,  brazened  out  the 
affair  with  unequalled  eflrontery,  and  con- 
tinued in  England  till  within  the  last  very 
few  years;  when,  rank  with  roguery,  he 
tumbled  into  the  grave,  and  so  cheated  jus- 
tice.  The  hoary  villain  might  be  seen  nightly 

at Street,  with  huge  green  glasses — now 

up  to  his  knees  in  cards— and  then  endeavour- 
ing, with  palsied  hand,  to  shake  the  dice 
with  which  he  had  ruined  so  many. 


"To  the  Reverend  Peter  Eccles, 
vicar  of . 

"  Sib,— A  letter,  of  which  the  fol- 
lowing is  a  cop^,  has  been  discovered, 
in  your  handwriting,  among  the  papers 
of  Sir  Edward  Streighton  ;  and  the 
same  post  which  brings  you  this,  en- 
closes your  own  original  letter  to  Sir 
Edward,  with  all  necessary  explana- 
tions, to  the  bishop  of  your  diocese.  > 

"  The  monstrous  perfidy  it  discloses, 
will  be  forthwith  made  as  public  as  the 
journals  of  the  day  can  make  it. 

"  Thomas  Pritchakd, 
Agent  for  Mr  Beaucliampy 

What  results  attended  the  applica- 
tion  to  the  bishop,  and  whether  or  not 
the  concluding  threat  was  carried  into 
effect,  /  have  reaoom  for  concecding. 
There  ore,  who  do  not  need  informa- 
tion on  those  points. 

The  first  time  that  I  saw  Mr  Beau- 
champ  down  stairs  after  his  long,  pain- 
ful, and  dangerous  Ulness,  was  on  an 
evening  in  the  July  following.  He 
was  sitting  in  his  easy-chair,  which 
was  drawn  close  to  a  bow-window, 
commanding  an  uninterrupted  view  of 
the  setting  sun.  It  was  piteous  to  see 
how  loosely  his  black  clothes  hung 
about  him.  If  you  touched  any  of  his 
limbs,  they  felt  like  those  of  a  skeleton 
clothed  with  the  vestments  of  the  liv- 
ing. His  long  thin  fingers  seemed  at- 
tenuated and  blanched  to  a  niore  than 
feminine  delicacy  of  size  and  hue. 
His  face  was  shrunk  and  sallow,  and 
his  forehead  bore  the  searings  of  a 
"  scorching  woe."  His  hair,  natursdly 
black  as  jet,  was  now  of  a  sad  iron- 
grey  colour ;  and  his  eyes  were  sunk, 
but  full  of  vivid,  though  melancholy 
expression.  The  air  of  noble  frank- 
ness, spirit,  and  cheerfulness,  which 
had  heretofore  graced  his  countenance, 
was  fled  for  ever.  In  short,  to  use  the 
quaint  expression  of  a  sterling  old 
English  writer,  "care  had  scratched 
out  the  comeliness  of  his  visage."  He 
appeared  to  have  lost  all  interest  in 
life,  even  though  Ellen  was  aUve,  and 
they  were  engaged  to  be  married  with- 
in a  few  months  !  In  his  right  hand 
was  a  copy  of  Bacon's  Essays ;  and,  on 
the  little  finger  of  his  left,  I  observed 
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the  rich  ring  given  him  by  his  consin. 
As  he  sat,  I  thought  hiip  a  fit  subject 
for  a  painter !  Old  Pritchard,  dressed 
also  in  plain  mourning,  sat  at  a  table 
busily  engaged  with  account  books 
and  piles  of  papers,  and  seemed  to  be 
consulting  his  master  on  the  affairs  of 
his  estate,  when  I  entered. 

"I  hope,  doctor,  youll  excuse  Mr 
Pritchara  continuing  in  the  room  with 
us.  He's  in  the  midst  of  important 
business,"  he  continued,  seeing  the 
old  man  preparing  to  leave  the  room ; 
*'  he  is  my  friend  now,  as  well  as  stew- 
ard ;  and  the  oldest,  I  may  say  only 
friend,  I  have  left ! "  I  entreated  him 
not  to  mention  the  subject,  and  the 
faithful  old  steward  bowed,  and  re- 
sumed his  seat. 

"  Well,"  said  Mr  Beauchamp,  after 
answering  the  usual  inquiries  respect- 
ing his  health,  "I  am  not,  after  lUl, 
alwolutely  ruined  in  point  of  fortune. 
Pritchard  has  just  been  telling  me  that 
I  have  more  than  four  hundred  a-year 
left" 

"  Sir,  sir,  you  may  as  well  call  it  a 
good  £500  a-year,*^"  said  Pritchard 
eagerly,  taking  off  his  spectacles.  "  I 
am  but  £20  a-year  short  of  the  mark, 
and  V\\  manage  thatj  by  hook  or  by 
crook,  and  you — see  if  I  don't ! "  Beau- 
champ  smiled  faintly.  "  You  see,  doc- 
tor, Pritchard  is  determined  to  put  the 
best  face  upon  matters." 

"  Well,  Mr  Beauchamp,"  I  replied, 
"taking  it  even  at  the  lower  sum 
mentioned,  I  am  sincerely  rejoiced  to 
find  you  so  comfortably  provided  for." 
While  I  was  speaking,  the  tears  rose 
in  his  eyes — ^trembled  there  for  a  few 
moments — and  then,  spite  of  all  at- 
tempts to  prevent  them,  overflowed. 

"What  distresses  you  ?"  I  inquired, 
taking  his  slender  fingers  in  mine. 
When  he  had  a  little  recovered  him- 
self, he  replied,  with  emotion,  "  Am  I 
not  comparatively  a  beggar?  Does  it 
suit  to  hear  that  Henry  Beauchamp  is 
a  beggar  f  Alas  1 1  have  nothingnow 
but  misery — ^hopeless  misery !  Where 
shall  I  go,  what  shall  I  ao,  to  find 
peace  ?  Wherever  I  go,  I  shall  carry 
a  broken  heart,  and  a  consciousness 
that  I  have  deserved  it  I—I — ^I,  the 
murderer  of  two  "— 


"  TtcOf  Mr  Beauchamp  ?  What  can 
you  mean  ?  The  voice  of  justice  has 
solemnly  acquitted  you  of  murdering 
the  miserable  Apsley  —  and  who  the 
oOier  is  " 

"  My  mother! — my  poor,  fond,  doat- 
ing  mothef !  I  have  killed  Aer,  as  cer- 
tainly as  I  slew  the  guilty  wretch  that 
ruined  me  !  My  ingratitude  pierced 
her  heart,  as  my  bullet  his  keadt  That 
it  is  which  distracts — which  maddens 
me !  The  rest  I  might  have  borne— 
even  the  anguish  I  have  occasioned 
my  sweet  forgiving  Ellen,  and  the  pro- 
fligate destruction  of  the  fortunes  of 
my  house ! "  I  saw  he  was  in  one  of 
the  frequent  fits  of  despondency  to 
which  he  was  latterly  subject,  and 
thought  it  best  not  to  interrupt  the 
strain  of  his  bitter  retrospections.  I 
therefore  listened  to  his  self-accusa* 
tions  in  silence. 

"  Surely  you  have  ground  for  com- 
fort and  consolation  in  the  unalterable, 
the  increasing  attachment  of  your  cou- 
sin ?"  said  I,  after  a  melancholy  pause. 

"Ah,  my  God!  it  is  that  which 
drives  the  nail  deeper !  I  cannot,  can- 
not bear  it !  How  shall  I  dabe  to  wed 
her  ?  To  bring  her  to  an  impoverish- 
ed house — ^the  house  of  a  ruined  game- 
ster— ^when  she  has  a  right  to  rule  in 
the  halls  of  my  fathers  ?  To  hold  out 
to  her  the  arms  of  a  mitrdebbb  I"  He 
ceased  abruptly — ^trembled,  clasped  his 
hands  together,  and  seemed  lost  in  a 
painful  reverie. 

"God  has,  after  all,  intermingled 
some  sweets  in  the  cup  of  sorrows  you 
have  drained:  why  cast  them  scorn- 
fully away,  and  dwell  on  the  state  of 
the  bitter?" 

"Because  my  head  is  disordered; 
my  appetites  are  corrupted.    I  cannot 
now  taste  happiness.    1  know  it  not ; 
the  relish  is  gone  for  ever  1 " 
«  «  *  « 

"  In  what  part  of  the  country  do 
you  propose  residing?"  I  inquired. 

"  I  can  never  be  received  in  English 
society  again —  and  I  will  not  remain 
here  m  a  perpetual  pillory — to  be 
pointed  at ! — ^I  shall  quit  England  for 
ever  " 

"You  eha^nX  though!"  exclaimed 
the  steward  bursting  into  tears,  and 
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rising  from  his  chair,  no  longer  able  to 
control  himself — "You  sha'n't  goV^ 
he  continued,  walking  hurriedly  to 
and  fro,  snapping  his  fingers.  "  You 
sha'n't — ^no,  you  sha'n't,  Master  Beau- 
champ— though  I  say  it  that  shouldn't ! 
— ^You  shall  trample  on  my  old  hones 
first." 

"Come,  come,  kind  old  man! — Give 
me  your  hand  1 "  exclaimed  Mr  Beau- 
champ,  affected  by  this  lively  show  of 
feeling  on  the  part  of  his  old  and  tried 
servant — "Come,  I  won't  go,  then — 
I  won't!" 

"  Ah ! — ^point  at  you— potfrf  at  you  / 

did  you  say,  sir  ?  I'll  be if  I  won't 

do  for  any  one  that  points  at  you, 
what  you  did  for  that  rogue  Aps  " 

"  Hush,  Pritchard ! "  said  his  mas- 
ter, rising  from  his  chair,  and  looking 
shudderingly  at  him. 

The  sun  was  fast  withdrawing,  and 
a  portion  of  its  huge  blood-red  disc 
was  already  dipped  beneath  the  hori- 
zon. Is  there  a  more  touching  or  awfrtl 
object  in  nature  ?— We  who  were  gaz- 
ing at  it,  felt  that  there  was  not.  All 
before  us  was  calmness  and  repose. 
Beauchamp's  kindling  eye  assured  me 
that  his  soul  sympathised  with  the 
scene. 

"  Doctor,  doctor ! "  he  exclaimed  sud- 
denly, "what  has  come  to  me?  Is 
there  a  devil  mocking  me  ?  Or  is  it  an 
angel  whispering  that  I  shall  yet  be 
happy  ?  May  I  listen — may  I  listen 
to  It  ?  " — He  paused.  His  excitement 
increased.  "  Oh !  yes,  yes  I  I  feel  inti- 
mately— ^I  know  I  am  reserved  for 
happier  days!  God  smileth  on  me, 
and  my  soul  is  once  more  warmed  and 
enlightened ! " — ^An  air  of  joy  diffused 
itself  over  his  features.  I  never  before 
saw  the  gulf  between  despair  and  hope 
passed  with  such  lightning  speed  I — 
Was  it  returning  delirium  only  ? 

"  How  can  he  enjoy  happiness  who 
has  never  tasted  misery  ?  he  conti- 
nued, uninterrupted  by  me.  "And 
may  not  he  most  relish  peace,  who 
has  been  longest  tossed  in  trouble  I — 
Why — ^why  have  I  been  desponding? 
— Sweet,  precious  Ellen !  I  will  write 
to  you !  We  shall  soon  meet ;  we  shall 
even  be  happy  together ! — ^Pritchard," 
he  exclaimed,  turning  abruptly  to  the 


listening  steward — "what  say  you? 
Will  you  be  my  major-domo — eh  ?  Will 
you  De  with  us  our  managing  man  in 
the  country,  once  again  ?  * 

"Ay,  Master  Beauchamp,"  replied 
Pritchard,  crying  like  a  child, "  as  Ion? 
as  these  old  eyes,  and  hands,  and  head, 
can  serve  you,  they  are  yours!  I'll  be 
anything  you'd  like  to  make  me !  " 

"  There  s  a  bargain,  then,  between 
you  and  me ! — ^You  see,  doctor,  Ellen 
will  not  ca^t  me  off ;  and  old  Pritchard 
will  cling  to  me ;  why  should  I  throw 
away  happiness?" 

"  Certainly  —  certainly  —  there  is 
much  happiness  before  you" 

"  The  thought  is  transporting,  that 
I  shall  soon  leave  the  scenes  of  guilt 
and  dissipation  for  ever,  and  breathe 
the  fresh  and  balmy  atmosphere  of 
virtue  once  again !  How  I  long  for 
the  time!  Mother,  will  you  watch 
over  your  prodigal  son  ?  "  How  little 
he  thought  of  the  affecting  recollec- 
tions he  nad  called  forth  in  my  mind, 
by  mentioning — the  prodigal  eon. 

I  left  him  about  nine  o'clock,  re- 
commending him  to  retire  to  rest,  and 
not  expose  himself  to  the  cool  of  the 
evening.  I  felt  excited  myself  by  the 
tone  of  our  conversation,  which  I 
suspected,  however,  had  on  his  part 
verged  far  into  occasional  flightiness. 
/  had  not  such  sanguine  hopes  for 
him,  as  he  entertained  for  himself — I 
suspected  that  his  constitution,  how- 
ever it  might  rally  for  a  time  from 
its  present  prostration,  had  received  a 
shock  before  which  it  must  erewhile  fall ! 

About  five  o'clock  the  next  morn- 
ing, I  and  all  my  family  were  alarmed 
by  one  of  the  most  violent  and  con- 
tinued ringings  and  thunderings  at 
the  door  I  ever  heard.  On  looking 
out  of  my  bedroom  window,  I  saw  Mr 
Beauchamp's  valet  below,  wringing 
his  hands,  and  stamping  about  the 
steps  like  one  distracted. 

Full  of  fearful  apprehension,  I  dress- 
ed myself  in  an  mstant,  and  came 
down  stairs. 

"  In  the  name  of  God,  what  is  the 
matter?"  I  inquired,  seeing  the  man 
pale  as  ashes. 

"  Oh  I  my  master ! — come — come  " 
— he  gasped,  and  could  get  out  no 
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more.  We  both  ran  at  a  top  speed  to 
Mr  Beauchamp^s  lodgings.  Even  at 
that  early  hour,  there  was  an  agitated 
group  before  the  door.  I  rushed  up- 
stairs, and  soon  learned  all.  About  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  before,  the  family 
were  disturbed  by  hearing  Mr  Beau- 
champ's  Newfoundland  dog,  which 
always  slept  at  his  master's  bedroom 
door,  howling,  whining,  and  scratch- 
ing against  it.  The  valet  and  some 
one  else  came  to  see  what  was  the 
matter.  They  found  the  dog  trembling 
violently,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  floor ; 
and,  on  looking  down,  they  saw  blood 
flowing  from  under  the  door.  The  valet 
threw  himself,  half  frantic,  against  the 
door,  and  burst  it  open ;  he  rushed  in, 
and  saw  all  1  Poor  Beauchamp,  with 
his  razor  grasped  in  his  right  hand, 
was  lying  on  the  floor  lifeless ! 

I  never  now  hear  of  a  young  man 
— especially  of  fortune — frequenting 
the  OAMiNQ-TABLE,  but  I  think,  with  a 
sigh,  of  Henry  Beauchamp. 

I  CANWOT  resist  the  opportunity  of 
appending  to  this  naiTative  the  fol- 
lowing mournful  testimonv  to  its  fide- 
lity, which  appeared  in  the  Morning 
MerM  newspaper  of  the  19th  Octo- 
ber 1831  :— 

Sir — ^There  is  an  awful  narrative  in 
the  current  number  of  Blackwood's 


Maoazinb,  of  the  fate  of  a  gamester, 
which,  in  addition  to  the  writer's  as- 
surances, bears  intrinsic  evidence  of 
tnUh.  Independent  even  of  this,  I  can 
believe  it  alt,  highly  coloured  as  some 
may  consider  it — ^for  I  am  a  ruined 


Yes,  Sir,  I  am  here,  lying,  as  it  were, 
rotting  in  jail,  because  I  have,  like  a 
fool,  spent  over  the  gaming-table  all 
my  patrimony !  TujenLy^five  thousand 
pounds  are  all  gone  at  Bouge  et  Noir 
and  Hazard !  AH  gone  I  I  could  not 
help  thinking  that  the  writer  of  that 
terrible  account  had  me  in  his  eye,  or 
has  been  told  something  of  my  his- 
tory! 

When  I  shall  be  released  from  my 
horrid  prison  I  know  not ;  but  even 
when  I  am,  life  will  have  lost  all  its 
relish,  for  I  shall  be  a  beggar/ 

If  I  had  a  hundred  pounds  to  spare, 
I  would  spend  it  all  in  reprinting  the 
"  Gambler"  from  Blackwood's  Maga- 
zine, and  distributing  it  among  the 

frequenters  of  C ^s  and  F 's, 

and  other  hells !  I  am  sure  its  over- 
whelming truth  and  power  would 
shock  some  into  pausing  on  the  brink 
of  ruin! 

I  address  y<m,  because  your  paper 
has  been  one  of  the  most  determined 
and  successful  enemies  to  gaming. — 
I  am,  Sir,  yours  obediently, 

A  Ruined  Gamesteb. 

JViwn,  Oct.  17. 
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CHAPTER   XXIV. 


THE  THUNDER-STRUCK. — THE  BOXER.* 


In  the  summer  of  18 — ,  London  was 
Tisited  by  one  of  the  most  tremendous 
thunder-storms  that  have  been  known 
in  this  climate.  Its  character  and 
effects — some  of  which  latter  form  the 
subject  of  this  chapter — will  make  me 
remember  it  to  the  latest  hour  of  my 
life. 

There  was  something  portentous — 
a  still,  surcharged  air — about  the  whole 
of  Tuesday,  the  10th  of  July  18— ,  as 
though  nature  were  trembling  and 
cowering  beneath  a  common  shock. 
In  the  exquisite  language  of  one  of  our 
old  dramatists,t  there  seemed 


■  A  calm 


Before  a  tempest,  when  the  gentle  air 
Lays  her  soft  ear  close  to  the  earth,  to  listen 
For  that  she  fears  steals  on  to  ravish  her. 

From  about  eleven  o'clock  at  noon, 
the  sky  wore  a  lurid  threatening  as- 
pect, that  shot  awe  into  the  beholder; 
suggesting  to  startled  fancy  the  notion, 
that  within  the  dim  confines  of  the 
"  labouring  air,"  mischief  was  work- 
ing to  the  world. 

The  heat  was  intolerable,  keeping 
almost  everybody  within  doors.  The 
dogs,  and  other  cattle  in  the  streets, 
stood  everywhere  panting  and  loath 
to  move.  There  was  no  small  excite- 
ment, or  rather  agitation,  diffused 
throughout  the  country,  especially 
London ;  for,  strange  to  say  (and  many 

♦  This  is  a  narrative— for  obvious  reasona 
somewhat  varied  in  drcumstanoes— of  a  la- 
mentable occurrence  in  the  author's  fiimily. 
About  fourteen  years  ago,  a  very  beautiful 
girl,  eighteeil  years  old,  terrified  at  a  vio- 
lent thunder-storm,  rushed  into  a  cellar  to 
escape,  as  she  thought,  from  the  danger,  and 
was  found  there  in  the  state  described  in  the 
text.    She  died  four  days  afterwards. 

t  Marlow* 


must  recollect  the  circumstance),  it 
had  been  for  some  time  confidently 
foretold  by  certain  enthusiasts,  reli- 
gious as  well  as  philosophic,  that  the 
earth  was  to  be  destroyed  that  very 
day;  in  short,  that  the  tremendous 
Judgment  was  at  hand  1  Though  not 
myself  over  credulous,  or  given  to 
superstitious  fears,  I  own  that  on 
coupling  these  fearfiil  predictions  with 
the  unusual,  and  almost  preternatural 
aspect  of  the  day,  I  more  than  once 
experienced  sudden  qualms  of  appre- 
hension as  I  rode  along  on  my  daily 
rounds.  I  did  not  so  much  commimi- 
cate  alarm  to  the  various  circles  I  en- 
tered, as  catch  it  &om  them.  Then, 
again,  I  would  occasionally  pass  a 
sUent  group  of  passengers  clustering 
round  a  street-preacher,  who,  true  to 
his  vocation,  "redeeming  the  time," 
seemed  by  his  gestures,  and  the  dis- 
turbed countenances  around  him,  to 
be  foretelling  all  that  was  fiightful. 
The  tone  of  excitement  which  per- 
vaded my  feelings,  was  further  height- 
tened  by  a  conversation  on  the  pre- 
vailing topic  which  I  had  in  the  course 
of  the  morning  with  the  distingpushed 

poet  and  scholar,  Mr  .     With 

what  fearful  force  did  he  suggest  pos- 
sibilities ;  what  vivid,  startling  colour- 
ing did  he  throw  over  them !  It  was, 
indeed,  a  topic  congenial  to  his  gloomy 
imagination.  He  talked  to  me,  in 
short,  till  my  disturbed  fancy  began 
to  realise  the  wildest  chimeras. 

"Great  God,  Dr  !"   said  he, 

laying  his  hand  suddenly  on  my  arm, 
his  great  black  eyes  gleaming  with 
mysterious  awe — "Think,  only  think! 
What  if,  at  the  moment  we  are  talk- 
ing together,  a  comet,  whose  track 
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the  peering  eye  of  science  has  neyer 
traced — ^wnose  very  existence  is  known 
to  none  but  God — is  wing^gits  fiery 
way  towards  our  earth,  swift  as  the 
lightning,  and  with  force  inevitable ! 
Is  it  at  this  instant  dashine  to  frag- 
ments some  mighty  orb  that  ODStructed 
its  progress,  and  then  passing  on  to- 
warns  us,  disturbing  system  after  sys- 
tem in  its  way? — ^How — ^when  will 
the  frightful  crash  be  felt  ?  Is  its  heat 
now  bughtine  our  atmosphere? — Will 
combustion  nrst  commence,  or  shall 
we  be  at  once  split  asunder  into  in- 
numerable fragments,  and  sent  drift- 
ing through  infinite  space  ?— Whither 
—whither  shall  we  ny?  what  must 
become  of  our  species  ? — ^Is  the  Scrip- 
tural JuDOMEVT  then  coming? — On, 
doctor,  what  if  all  these  things  art 
rei^atJumdf*' 

Was  this  imaginative  raving  cal- 
culated to  calm  one's  feelings?— By 
the  time  I  reached  home,  late  in  the 
afternoon,  I  felt  in  a  fever  of  excite- 
ment. I  found  an  air  of  apprehension 
throughout  the  whole  house.  My.  wife, 
children,  and  a  youn?  lady,  a  visitor, 
were  all  together  in  the  parlour,  look- 
ing out  for  me,  through  the  window, 
anxiously — and  with  paler  faces  than 
thej  perhaps  were  aware  of  The 
visitor  just  alluded  to,  by  the  way,  was 

a  Miss  Agnes  P ^  a  girl  of  about 

twenty-one,  the  daughter  of  an  old 
friend  and  patient  of  mine.  Her  mo- 
ther, a  widow  (with  no  other  child 
than  this),  resided  in  a  village  about 
fifty  miles  from  town — from  which 
she  was  expected,  in  a  few  days'  time, 
to  take  her  daughter  back  again  into 

the  country.    Miss  P was  a  very 

charming  young  woman.  There  was 
a  softness  of  expression  about  her  deli- 
cate features,  that  in  mv  opinion  con- 
stitutes tibe  highest  style  of  feminine 
loveliness.  Her  dark,  pensive,  search- 
ing eyes,  spoke  a  soul  fall  of  feeling. 
The  tones  of  her  voice,  mellow  and  va- 
rious, and  her  whole  carriage  and  de- 
meanour, were  in  accordance  with  the 
expression  of  her  features.  In  person 
she  was  about  the  average  height,  and 
perfectly  well  moulded  and  propor- 
tioned; and  there  was  a  Hebe-like 
ease  and  grace  about  all  her  gestures. 


She  excelled  in  most  feminine  accom- 
plishments ;  but  her  favourite  objects 
were  music  and  romance.  A  more 
imaginative  creature  was  surely  never 
known.  It  required  all  the  fond  and 
anxious  surveillance  of  her  friends  to 
prevent  her  carrying  her  tastes  to 
excess,  and  becoming,  in  a  manner, 
unfitted  for  the  "  duU  commerce  of  a 
duller  earth!" 

No  sooner  had  this  young  lady  made 
her  appearance  in  my  house,  and  given 
token  of  something  like  a  prolonged 
stay,  than  I  became  the  most  popular 
man  in  the  circle  of  my  acquaintance. 
Such  assiduous  calls  to  inquire  after 
n^  health,  and  that  of  my  family  !— 
Such  a  multitude  of  men — ^youngones, 
to  boot — and  so  embarrassed  with  a 
consciousness  of  the  poorness  of  the 
pretence  that  drew  them  to  my  house ! 
ouch  matronly  inquiries  from  mothers 
and  elderly  female  relatives,  into  the 
nature  and  extent  of  "  sweet  Miss 
P— 's  expectations!"  During  a 
former  stay  at  my  house,  about  six 
months  before  the  period  of  which  I 

am  writing.  Miss  P surrendered 

her  affections — Tto  the  delighted  sur- 
prise of  all  her  friends  and  relatives^— 
to  the  quietest,  and  perhaps  worthiest 
of  her  claimants — a  young  man,  then 
preparing  for  orders  at  Oxford.  Never, 
sure,  was  there  a  ereater  contrast  be- 
tween the  tastes  of  a  pledged  couple ; 
she  all  feeling,  romance,  enthusiasm ; 
he  serene,  thoughtful,  and  matter-of- 
fact.  It  was  most  amusing  to  witness 
their  occasional  colKsions  on  subjects 
which  developed  their  respective  tastes 
and  qualities ;  and  interesting  to  note 
that  the  effect  was  invariably  to  raise 
the  one  in  the  other's  estimation — as 
if  each  prized  most  the  qualities  of  the 

other.    Young  N had  spent  two 

days  in  London — ^the  greater  portion 
of  them,  I  need  hardly  say,  at  my 
house — about  a  week  before  the  period 
of  which  I  am  writing ;  and  he  and 
his  fair  mistress  had  oisputed  rather 
keenly  on  the  topic  of  general  discus- 
sion— the  predicted  event  of  the  10th 
of  July.  If  she  did  not  repose  implicit 
faith  in  the  prophecy,  her  belief  had, 
somehow  or  another,  acquired  a  most 
disturbing  strength.  Q^  laboured  hard 
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to  disabiue  her  of  ber  awful  apprehen- 
sions— ^and  she  as  hard  to  overcome 
his  obstinate  incredulity.  Each  was  a 
little  too  eager  about  the  matter ;  and, 
for  the  first  time  since  they  had  known 
each  other,  they  parted  with  a  UUle 
coldness — ^yes,  although  he  was  to  set 
off  the  next  morning  for  Oxford  I  In 
short,  scarcely  anything  was  talked 
about  by  Agnes  but  the  coming  10th 
of  July ;  and  if  she  did  not  anticipate 
the  actual  destruction  of  the  globe, 
and  the  final  judgment  of  mankind, 
she  at  least  looked  forward  to  some 
event,  mysterious  and  tremendous. 
The  eloquent  enthusiastic  creature  al- 
most brought  over  my  placid,  little, 
matter-of-fact  wife  to  her  way  of 
thinking! 

To  return  from  this  long  digression 
— ^which,  however,  will  to  presently 
found  to  have  been  not  unnecessary. 
After  staying  a  few  minutes  in  the 
parlour,  1  retired  to  my  library,  for 
the  purpose,  amon^^  other  thing^  of 
making  those  entries  in  my  Diary, 
from  which  these  "  Passages"  are 
taken — ^but  the  pen  lay  useless  in  my 
hand.  With  my  chin  resting  on  the 
palm '  of  my  left  hand,  I  sat  at  my 
desk  lost  in  a  reverie ;  m^  eyes  fixed 
on  the  tree  which  gprew  m  the  yard 
and  overshadowed  my  windows.  How 
still — how  motionless  was  every  leaf! 
What  sultry  —  oppressive  —  utmtual 
repose !  How  it  would  have  cheered 
me  to  hear  the  faintest  "sough"  of 
wind — ^to  see  the  breeze  sweep  fresh- 
ening through  the  leaves,  rustlinff 
and  stirring  them  into  life  I  I  opened 
my  window,  untied  my  neckerchief, 
and  loosened  my  shirt-collar — for  I 
felt  suffocated  with  the  heat.  I  heard 
at  length  a  faint  pattering  sound 
among  the  leaves  of  the  tree — and 
presentlv  there  fell  on  the  window- 
frame  three  or  four  large  ominous 
drops  of  rain.  After  gazing  upwards 
for  a  moment  or  two  on  the  gloomy 
aspect  of  the  sky — ^I  once  more  settled 
down  to  writing;  aud  was  dipping 
my  pen  into  the  inkstand,  when  tnere 
blazed  about  me  a  flash  of  lightning, 
with  such  a  ghastly,  blinding  splen- 
dour, as  defies  all  description.  It  was 
like  what  one  might  conceive  to  be  a 


glimpse  of  hell — and  yet  not  a  glimpee 
merely — ^for  it  continued,  I  think,  six 
or  seven  seconds.  It  was  followed, 
at  scarce  an  instant's  interval,  with  a 
crash  of  thunder  as  if  the  world  had 
been  smitten  out  of  its  sphere,  and 
was  rending  asunder! — ^I  hope  these 
expressions  will  not  be  considered 
hyperbolical.  No  one,  I  am  sure, 
who  recollects  the  occurrence  I  am 
describing,  will  require  the  appeal! — 
May  I  never  see  or  hear  the  like 
again !  I  leaped  from  mv  chair  with 
consternation ;  and  could  think  of 
nothing  at  the  moment,  but  closing 
my  eyes,  and  shutting  out  from  my 
ears  the  stunning  sound  of  the  thun- 
der.* For  a  moment  I  stood  literally 
stupefied.  On  recovering  myself,  my 
first  impulse  was  to  spring  to  the 
door,  and  rush  down  stairs  in  search 
of  my  wife  and  children.  I  heard,  on 
my  way,  the  sound  of  shrieking  pro- 
ceed from  the  parlour  in  which  I  had 
left  them.  In  a  moment  I  had  my 
wife  folded  in  my  arms,  and  my  chil- 
dren clinging  with  screams  round  my 
knees.  My  wife  had  fainted.  While 
I  was  endeavouring  to  restore  her, 

*  The  following  fine  description  of  a  storm 
at  sea,  is  to  be  found  in  Mr  James  Mont- 
gomery's " Pdican  Idand*'    I  shall,  I  hope, 
be  exctised  for  transcribing  it^  as  I  believe 
it  is  not  very  generally  known : — 
**  Dreary  and  hollow  moans  foretold  a  gale ; 
Nor  long  the  issue  tarried ;  then  the  wind. 
Unprison'd,  blew  its  trumpet  loud  and  shrill ; 
OQt  flash'd  the  lightnings  gloriously ;  the  rain 
Came  down  like  music,  and  the  fidl-toned 

thunder 
Roird  in  grand  harmony  throughout  high 

heaven : 
Till  ocean,  breaking  ftoxa.  his  black  supin»- 

nees, 
Drown'd  in  his  own  stupendous  uproar  all 
The  voices  of  the  storm  beside ;  meanwhile 
A  war  of  mountains  raged  upon  his  sur&ce; 
Moimtains  each  other  swallowing,  and  again 
New  Alps  and  Andes,  from  unfathom'd  val- 
leys 
Upstarting,  join'd  the  battle ;  like  those  sous 
Of  earth-giants,  rebounding  as  new-bom 
From  every  fall  on  their  unwearied  mother. 
I  glow'd  with  all  the  rapture  of  the  strife : 
Beneath  was  one  wild  whirl  of  foaming 

surges; 
Above  the  array  of  lightnings,   like  the 

swords 
Of  cherubim,  wide  brandish'd  to  repel 
Aggression  firom  heaven's  gates ;  their  flxun- 

ing  strokes 
Quench'd  momentarily  In  the  vast  abyss." 
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there  came  a  second  flash  of  light- 
ning, equally  terrible  with  the  first — 
and  a  second  explosion  of  thunder, 
loud  as  one  could  imagine  the  dis- 
charge of  a  thousand  narks  of  artil- 
lery, directly  over-heaa.  The  win- 
dows— ^in  fact,  the  whole  house  qui- 
vered with  the  shock.  The  noise 
helped  to  recover  my  wife  from  her 
swoon. 

"Kneel  down!  Love!  Husband!" 
— she  gasped,  endeavouring  to  drop 
upon  her  knees — "  Kneel  down !  Pray 
— ^pra^forus!  It  is  at  hand  !  "  After 
shoutmg  several  times  pretty  loudly, 
and  pulling  the  bell  repeatedly  and 
violently,  one  of  the  servants  made 
her  appearance — ^but  evidently  terri- 
fied and  bewildered.  She  and  her 
mistress,  however,  recovered  them- 
selves in  a  few  minutes,  roused  by 
the  cries  of  the  children.  "  Wait  a 
moment,  love,"  said  I,  "and  I  will 
bring  you  a  little  sal-volatile !  "  I 
stepped  into  the  back  room,  where  I 
generally  kept  a  few  phials  of  drugs 
— and  poured  out  wnat  I  wanted. 
The  thought  then  for  the  first  time 
struck  me,  that  I  had  not  seen  Miss 
P in  the  parlour  I  had  just  quit- 
ted. Where  was  she?  What  would 
she  say  to  all  this?— God  bless  me, 
where  is  she? — ^I  thought,  with  in- 
creasing trepidation. 

"Edward — ^Edward,"  I  exclaimed, 
to  a  servant  who  happened  to  pass 
the  door  of  the  room  where  I  was 
standing;  " where's  Miss  P ?" 

"  Miss  P ,  sir !— Why— I  don't— 

oh,  yes  I "  he  replied,  suddenly  recol- 
lecting himself,  "about  five  minutes 
ago  I  saw  her  run  very  quickly  up- 
stairs, and  haven't  seen  her  since,  sir." 

"  What ! "  I  exclaimed  with  increas- 
ing trepidation,  "was  it  about  the 
time  that  the  first  flash  of  lightning 
eame  ?"  "  Yes,  it  was,  sir ! "— "  Take 
this  in  to  your  mistress,  and  say  I'll 
be  with  her  immediately,"  said  I, 
giving  him  what  I  had  mixed.  I 
rushed  up-stairs,  calling  out  as  I 
went,  "Agnes I  Agnes!  where  are 
you?"  I  received  no  answer.  At 
length  I  reached  the  floor  where  her 
bedroom  lay.  The  door  was  closed, 
but  not  shut. 


"Agnes!  Where  are  you?"  I  in- 
c^uired,  very  agitatedly,  at  the  same 
tmie  knockmg  at  her  door.  I  received 
no  answer. 

"Agnes!  Agnes!  For  God's  sake 
speak T — Speak,  or  I  shall  come  into 
your  room!"  No  reply  was  made; 
and  I  thrust  open  the  door.  Heavens ! 
Can  I  describe  what  I  saw  ? 

Within  less  than  a  yard  of  me  stood 
the  most  fearful  figure  my  eyes  have 
ever  beheld.  It  was  Agnes ! — She  was 
in  the  attitude  of  stepping  to  the  door, 
with  both  arms  extended.  Her  hair 
was  partially  dishevelled.  Her  face 
seemed  whiter  than  the  white  dress 
she  wore.  Her  lips  were  of  a  livid 
hue.  Her  eyes,  full  of  awful  egres- 
sion, were  fixed  with  a  petrij^ring 
stare  on  me.  Oh,  language  fails  me 
—utterly! — ^Those  eyes  have  seldom 
since  lieen  absent  from  me  when 
alone !  I  strove  to  sneak — ^but  could 
not  utter  a  sound.  My  lips  seemed 
rigid  as  those  I  looked  at.  The  hor- 
rors of  nightmare  seemed  upon  me. 
My  eyes  at  length  closed;  my  head 
seemed  turning  round — and  for  a  mo- 
ment or  two  I  lost  all  consciousness. 
I  revived.  There  was  the  frightful 
thing  still  before  me — nay,  close  to 
me !    Though  I  looked  at  her,  I  never 

once  thought  of  Agnes  P .    It  was 

the  tremendous  appearance — the  in- 
effable terror  gleammg  from  her  eyes, 
that  thus  overcame  me.  I  protest  I 
cannot  conceive  anything  more  dread- 
ful !    Miss  P continued  standing 

perfectly  motionless ;  and  while  I  was 
gazing  at  her  in  the  manner  I  have 
been  describing,  a  peal  of  thunder 
roused  me  to  my  self-possession.  I 
stepped  towards  ner,  took  hold  of  her 
hand,  exclaiming,  "Agnes — Agnes!" 
and  carried  her  to  the  bed,  where  I 
laid  her  down.  It  required  some  little 
force  to  press  down  her  arms ;  and  I 
drew  the  eyelids  over  her  staring  eyes 
mechanically.  While  in  the  act  of 
doinff  so,  a  flash  of  lightning  flickered 
luridly  over  her — but  her  eye  neither 
quivered  nor  blinked.  She  seemed  to 
have  been  suddenly  deprived  of  all 
sense  and  motion :  in  fact,  nothing 
but  her  pulse — if  pulse  it  should  be 
called — and  faint  oreathing,  showed 
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that  she  lived.  My  eye  wandered 
over  her  whole  figure,  dreading  to 
meet  some  scorching  trace  of  light- 
ninep — but  there  was  nothing  of  the 
kind.  What  had  happened  to  her? 
Was  she  frightened — to  death?  I 
qpoke  to  her ;  I  called  her  by  her 
name,  loudly;  I  shook  her,  rather 
yiolently:  I  might  have  acted  it  all 
to  a  statue!  —  I  rang  the  chamber 
bell  with  almost  frantic  violence : 
and  presently  my  wife  and  a  female 
servant  made  their  appearance  in  the 
room ;  but  I  was  far  more  embarrassed 
than  assisted  by  their  presence.  "  Is 
she  killed?"  murmured  the  former, 
as  she  staggered  towards  the  bed,  and 
then  clun^  convulsively  to  me — "  Has 
the  lightning  struck  her  ?  " 

I  was  compelled  to  disengage  my- 
self from  her  grasp,  and  hurry  her 
into  the  adjoining  room — whither  I 
called  a  servant  to  attend  her ;  and 
then  returned  to  my  hapless  patient. 
But  what  was  I  to  do  ?  Medical  roan 
as  I  was,  I  never  had  seen  a  patient 
in  such  circumstances,  and  felt  as 
ignorant  on  the  subject  as  agitated. 
It  was  not  epilepsy — it  was  not  apo- 
plexy—  a  swoon — nor  any  known 
species  of  hysteria.  The  most  re- 
markable feature  of  her  case,  and  what 
enabled  me  to  ascertain  the  nature  of 
her  disease,  was  this ;  that  if  I  hap- 
p«ned  accidentally  to  alter  the  posi- 
tion of  her  limbs,  they  retained,  for  a 
short  time,  their  new  position.  If, 
for  instance,  I  moved  her  arm — it 
remained  for  a  while  in  the  situation 
in  which  I  had  last  placed  it,  and 

fradually  resumed  its  former  one.  If 
raised  her  into  an  upright  posture, 
she  continued  sitting  so  without  the 
support  of  pillows,  or  other  assistance, 
as  exactly  as  if  she  had  heard  me  ex- 
press a  wish  to  that  effect,  and  assented 
to  it ;  but — the  horrid  vacancy  of  her 
aspect !  If  I  elevated  one  eyelid  for  a 
moment,  to  examine  the  state  of  the 
eye,  it  was  some  time  in  closing,  un- 
less I  drew  it  over  myself.  All  these 
circumstances  —  which  terrified  the 
servant  who  stood  shaking  at  my 
elbow,  and  muttering,  "She's  pos- 
sessed! she's  possessed! — Satan  nas 
her !  "—convinced  me  at  length  that 


the  unfortunate  girl  was  seized  with 
CATALEPSY ;  that  rare  mysterious  afiec- 
tion,  so  fearfully  blendmg  the  condi- 
tions of  life  and  death — ^presenting — 
so  to  speak— life  in  the  aspect  of  death, 
and  death  in  that  of  life !  I  felt  no 
doubt  that  extreme  terror,  operating 
suddenly  on  a  nervous  system  most 
highly  excited,  and  a  vivid,  active 
fancy,  had  produced  the  effects  I  saw. 
Doubtless  the  first  terrible  outbreak 
of  the  thunder-storm — especially  the 
fierce  splendour  of  that  first  flash  of 
lightning  which  so  alarmed  myself — 
apparently  corroborating  and  realising 
all  her  awful  apprehensions  of  the  pre- 
dicted event,  overpowered  her  at  once, 
and  flunff  her  into  the  fearful  situa- 
tion  in  which  I  found  her— that  of  one' 
ABBESTED  in  her  terror-struck  flight 
towards  the  door  of  her  chamber.  But 
again — the  thought  struck  me — ^had 
she  received  any  direct  injury  from  the 
lightning?  Had  it  blinded  her?  It 
might  be  so— for  I  could  make  no  im- 
pression on  the  pupils  of  the  eyes. 
Nothing  could  startle  them  into  action. 
They  seemed  a  little  more  dilated  than 
usual,  and  fixed. 

I  confess  that,  besides  the  other 
agitating  circumstances  of  the  mo- 
ment, this  extraordinary,  this  unpre- 
cedented case,  too  much  distracted  my 
self-possession  to  enable  me  promptly 
ito  deal  with  it.  I  had  heard  and  read 
of,  but  never  before  seen  such  a  case. 
No  time,  however,  was  to  be  lost.  I 
determined  to  resort  at  once  to  strong 
anti-spasmodic  treatment.  I  bled  her 
from  the  arm  freely,  applied  blisters 
behind  the  ears,  immersed  her  feet, 
which,  together  with  her  hands,  were 
cold  as  those  of  a  statue,  in  hot  water, 
and  endeavoured  to  force  into  her  mouth 
a  little  opium  and  ether.  Whilst  the 
servants  were  busied  about  her,  un- 
dressing her,  and  carrying  my  direc- 
tions into  effect,  I  stepped  for  a  mo- 
ment into  the  adjoining  room,  where 
I  found  my  wife  just  recovering  from 
a  violent  fit  of  hysterics.  Her  loud 
laughter,  though  so  near  me,  I  had 
not  once  heard,  so  absorbed  was  I  with 
the  moumfril  case  of  Miss  P .  Af- 
ter continuing  with  her  till  she  re- 
covered sufficiently  to  accompany  me 
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down  stairs,  I  returned  to  Miss  P *s 

bedroom.  She  continued  exactly  in 
the  condition  in  which  I  had  left  her. 
Though  the  water  was  hot  enough  al- 
most to  parboil  her  tender  feet,  it  pro- 
duced no  sensible  effect  on  the  circu- 
lation, or  the  state  of  the  skin ;  and 
finding  a  strong  determination  of  blood 
towards  the  regions  of  the  head  and 
neck,  I  determined  to  have  her  cupped 
between  the  shoulders.  I  went  down 
stairs  to  drop  a  line  to  the  apothecary, 
requesting  him  to  come  immediately 
with  his  cupping  instruments.  As  I 
was  delivering  the  note  into  the  hands 
of  a  servant,  a  man  rushed  up  to  the 
open  door  where  I  was  standing,  and, 
breathless  with  haste,  begged  my  in- 
stant attendance  on  a  patient  close 
by,  who  had  just  met  with  a  severe 
accident.    Relying  on  the  immediate 

arrival  of  Mr ,  the  apothecary,  I 

put  on  my  hat  and  great-coat,  took  my 
umbrella,  and  followed  the  man  who 
had  summoned  me  out.  It  rained  in 
torrents;  for  the  storm,  after  about 
twenty  minutes*  intermission-  burst 
forth  again  with  unabated  violence. 
The  thunder  and  lightning— peal  upon 
peal — blaze  upon  blaze,  were  really 
terrific ! 

THE  BOXES. 

The  patient  who  thus  abruptly,  and, 
under  circumstances,  inopportunely, 
required  my  services,  provea  to  be  one 

Bill J  a  notorious  boxer,  who,  in 

returning  that  evening  from  a  great 
prize-fight,  had  been  thrown  out  of 
nis  gig,  the  horse  having  been  fright- 
ened by  the  lightning,  and  the  rider, 
who  was  much  the  worse  for  liquor, 
had  his  ankle  dreadfully  dislocated. 
He  had  been  taken  up  by  some  passen- 
gers, and  conveyed  with  great  diffi- 
culty to  his  own  residence,  a  public- 
house,  not  three  minutes*  walk  from 
where  I  lived.  The  moment  I  entfered 
the  tap-room,  which  I  had  to  pass  on 
my  way  to  the  staircase,  I  heard  his 
groans,  or  rather  howls,  over-head. 
The  ei^citement  of  intoxication,  added 
to  the  amnios  occasioned  by  his  acci- 
dent, had  driven  him,  I  was  told,  nearly 
mad.    He  was  uttering  the  most  re- 


volting execrations  as  I  entered  his 
room.  He  damned  himself,  his  ill  luck 
(for  it  seemed  he  had  lost  considerable 
sums  on  the  fight),  the  combatants, 
the  horse  that  threw  him,  the  thunder 
and  lightning — everything,  in  short, 
and  everybody  about  him.  The  sound 
of  the  thunder  was  sublime  melody  to 
me,  and  the  more  welcome,  because  it 
drowned  the  blasphemous  bellowing 
of  the  monster  I  was  visitiilg.  Yes ; 
there  lay  the  burly  boxer,  stretched 
upon  the  bed,  with  none  of  his  dress 
removed  except  the  boot,  which  had 
been  cut  froln  the  limb  that  was  in- 
jured— ^his  new  blue  coat,  with  glar- 
ing yellow  buttons,  and  drab  knee- 
breeches,  soiled  with  the  street  mud 
into  which  he  had  been  precipitated— 
his  huge  limbs,  writhing  in  restless 
agony  over  the  bed — ^his  fists  clenched, 
and  his  flat,  iron-featured  face  swollen 
and  distorted  with  pain  and  fury. 

"But,  my  good  woman,"  said  I, 
pausing  at  the  door,  addressing  myself 
to  the  boxer*s  wife,  who,  wringing 
her  hands,  had  conducted  me  up-stairs, 
"  I  assure  you  I  $un  not  the  person  you 
should  have  sent  to.  It*s  a  surgeon's, 
not  a  physician's  Case ;  I  fear  i  can't 
do  much  for  him — quite  out  of  my 
way  

"Oh,  for  God's  sake— for  the  love 
of  God,  don't  say  so!"  gasped  the 
poor  creature  with  affrighted  emphasis 
— "  Oh,  do  somethi'ng  for  him,  or  he'll 
drive  us  all  out  of  our  senses — She'll 
be  killing  us !  '* 

"  Do  something ! "  roared  my  patient, 
who  had  overheard  the  last  words  of 
his  wife,  turning  his  bloated  face  to- 
wards me — "<£  something  indeed  ? 

ay,  and  be to  you !    Here,  here 

look  ye,  doctor — ^look  ye  herer*  he 
continued,  pointing  to  the  wounded 
foot,  which,  all  crushed  and  displaced, 
and  the  stocking  soaked  with  blood, 
presented  a  shocking   appearance—* 

"  look  here,  indeed ! — ah !  that 

horse !  that horse  !"    his  teeth 

gnashed,  and  his  right  hand  was  lifted 
up,  clenched,  with  fury— "If  I  don't 

break  every  bone  in  his body,  as 

soon  as  ever  I  can  stir  this  cursed  leg 
again!" 

I  felt  for  a  m(»uent  as  tiiough  I  had 

Jigitized  by  v^:- 


THE  BOXEK. 


205 


entered  the  rery  pit  and  presence  of 
Satan,  for  the  lightning  was  gleaming 
over  his  roffiamy  figure  incessantly, 
and  the  thunder  rolling  close  over- 
head while  he  was  speaking. 

''  Hush  I  hush !  youll  drive  the  doc- 
tor away !  For  pity's  sake  hold  your 
tongue,  or  Doctor won't  come  in- 
to the  room  to  you !  "  gasped  his  wife, 
dropping  on  her  knees  beside  him. 

/'Ha,  ha!  Let  him  go!  Only  let 
him  stir  a  step,  and  lame  as  I  am, 

me  if  I  don't  jump  out  of  bed, 

and  teach  him  civility  f  J9ere,  you 
doctor,  as  you  call  vourself !  What's 
to  be  done  ?  "  Beally  I  was  too  much 
shocked,  at  the  moment,  to  know.  1 
was  half  inclined  to  leave  the  room 
immediately,  and  had  a  fair  plea  for 
doing  so  in  the  wrgicai  nature  of  the 
case;  but  the  agonv  of  the  fellow's 
wife  induced  me  to  cneck  my  outraged 
feelings,  and  stay.  After  oirecting  a 
person  to  be  sent  off,  in  mv  name,  for 
the  nearest  surgeon,  I  addressed  my- 
self to  my  task,  and  proceeded  to  re- 
move the  stocking.  His  whole  body 
quivered  with  the  anguish  it  occasion- 
ed ;  and  I  saw  such  rary  gathering  in 
his  features,  that  I  began  to  dread  lest 
he  might  rise  up  in  a  sudden  frenzy, 
and  strike  me. 

"  Oh !  di !  oh !  Corse  your  clumsy 
hands  I  You  don't  know  no  more  nor 
a  child,"  he  p;Toaned,  ''what  you're 
about.  Leave  it — Cleave  it  alone!  Give 

over  with  ye !  Doctor, ,  I  say,  be 

off!" 

"Mercy,  mercy,  doctor!'*  sobbed 
his  wife  in  a  whisper,  fearing  from  my 
momentary  pause  that  I  was  going  to 
take  her  husoand  at  his  word — "Don't 
go  away !— Oh,  go  on — ^go  on !  It  r/nut 
be  done,  you  know!  Never  mind 
what  he  says !  He's  only  a  little  the 
worse  for  liquor  now — and — and  then 
the  pain  I  GfO  on,  doctor !  He'll  thank 
you  the  more  for  it  to-morrow!" 

"  Wife !  here ! "  shouted  her  husband. 
The  woman  instantly  stepped  up  to 
him«  He  stretched  out  his  Herculean 
arm,  and  grasped  her  by  thenshoulder. 

"  So,  you !    I'm  drunk,  am  I  ? 

I'm  drwtkf  di — ^you  lying 1"  he 

exclaimed,  and  jerked  her  violently 
away,  right  across  the  room,  to  the 


door,  where  the  poor  creature  fell  down, 
but  presently  rose,  crying  bitterly. 

"Get  away!  Get  off— get  down 
stairs — ^if  you  don't  want  me  to  serve 
you  the  same  ag^ni  Say  I'm  drunk, 
you  beast?"  With  frantic  gestures 
she  obeyed,  rushed  down  stairs,  and  I 
was  leu  alone  with  her  husband.  I 
was  disposed  to  follow  her  abruptly; 
but  the  positive  dread  of  my  life  Tfor 
he  might  leap  out  of  the  bed  and  kill 
me  with  a  blow)  kept  me  to  my  task. 
My  flesh  crept  with  disgust  at  touch- 
ing his !  I  examined  the  wound,  which 
undoubtedly  must  have  g^ven  him  tor- 
ture enough  to  drive  mm  mad,  and 
bathed  it  in  warm  water ;  resolved  to 
pay  no  attention  to  his  abuse,  and 
quit  the  instant  that  the  surgeon,  who 
had  been  sent  for,  made  his  appearance. 
At  length  he  came.  I  breathed  more 
freely,  resigned  the  case  into  his  hands, 
and  was  .going  to  take  up  my  hat, 
when  he  begged  me  to  continue  in  the 
room,  with  such  an  earnest  apprehen- 
sive look,  that  I  reluctantly  remained. 
I  saw  he  dreaded  as  much  being  left 
alone  with  his  patient  as  I !  It  need 
hardly  be  sud  that  every  step  that 
was  taken  in  dressing  the  wound,  was 
attended  with  the  vilest  execrations 
of  the  patient.  Such  a  foul-mout]^ed 
ruffian  1  never  encountered  anywhere. 
It  seemed  as  though  he  was  possessed 
of  a  deviL  What  a  contrast  to  the 
sweet  speechless  sufferer  whom  I  had 
left  at  home,  and  to  whom  my  heart 
yearned  to  return! 

The  storm  still  continued  raging. 
The  rain  had  comparatively  ceased, 
but  the  thunder  and  lightning  made 
their  appearance  with  fearful  frequency 
and  fierceness.  I  drew  down  the  blind 
of  the  window,  observing  to  the  sur- 
gpeon  that  the  lightning  seemed  to 
startle  our  patient. 

"Put  it  up  again!  Put  up  that 
blind  again,  I  say!"  he  cried  impa- 
tiently. "D'ye  think  Tm  afeard  of 
the  lightning,  like  my horse  to- 
day ?  Put  it  up  again— or  111  get  out 
and  do  it  myself !  I  did  as  he  wished. 
Eeproof  or  expostulation  was  useless. 
"Ha!"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  low  tone 
of  fury,  rubbing  his  hands  together — 
In  a  manner  bathing  them  in  the  fiery 
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stream,  as  a  flash  of  lii 
rttddily  over  him.  "  There  itlsl  Curse 
it — just  the  sort  of  flash  that  fright- 
ened my  horse  — d it ! " — and  the 

impious  wretch  shook  his  fist,  and 
"grinned  horribly  a  ghastly  smile." 

"Be  silent,  sir !  Be  silent  I  or  we 
will  both  leave  you  instantly.  Your 
behaviour  is  impious!  it  is  frightful 
to  witness!  Forbear — ^lest  the  ven- 
geance of  God  descend  upon  you ! " 

"Come,  come — ^none  o'  your 

methodism  here!  Go  on  with  your 
business  I  Stick  to  your  trade,"  inter- 
rupted the  Boxer. 

"Does  not  thcst  rebuke  your  blas- 
phemies ?"  I  inquired,  suddenly  shad- 
inff  my  eyes  from  the  vivid  stream  of 
liratmng  that  burst  into  the  room, 
wnile  the  thunder  rattled  overhead — 
evidently  in  most  dreadful  proximity. 
When  I  removed  my  hands  from  my 
eves,  and  opened  them,  the  first  object 
that  they  fell  upon  was  the  figure  of 
the  Boxer,  sitting  upright  in  bed,  with 
both  hands  stretched  out,  just  as  those 
of  Elymas  the  sorcerer  in  the  picture 
of  Raphael — ^his  face  the  colour  of  a 
corpse — and  his  eyes,  almost  starting 
out  of  their  sockets,  directed  with  a 
horrid  stare  towards  the  window.  His 
lips  moved  not — nor  did  he  utter  a 
sound.  It  was  clear  what  had  oc- 
curred. The  wrathful  fire  of  heaven, 
that  had  glanced  harmlessly  around 
us,  had  blinded  the  blasphemer.  Yes 
— the  sight  of  his  eyes  had  perished. 
While  we  were  gazing  at  him  in  silent 
awe,  he  feU  back  in  bed  speechless, 
and  clasped  his  hands  over  his  breast, 
seemingly  in  an  attitude  of  despair. 
But  for  that  motion,  we  should  have 
thought  him  dead.    Shocked  beyond 

expression,  Mr  paused  in  his 

operations.  I  examined  the  eyes  of 
the  patient.  The  pupils  were  both 
dilated  to  their  utmost  extent,  and 
immovable.  I  asked  him  many  ques- 
tions, but  he  answered  not  a  word. 
Occasionally,  however,  a  groan  of 
horror,  remorse,  agony  (or  all  com- 
bined), would  burst  from  his  pent 
bosom;  and  this  was  the  only  evi- 
dence he  gave  of  consciousness.  He 
moved  over  on  his  right  side — his 
"  pale  face  turned  to  the  wall"— and, 


unclasping  his  hands,  pressed  the  fore- 
finger of  each  with  convulsive  force 

upon  the  eyes.    Mr  proceeded 

with  his  task.  What  a  contrast  be- 
tween the  present  and  past  behaviour 
of  our  patient !    Do  what  we  would — 

Eut  him  to  never  such  great  pain — 
e  neither  uttered  a  syllable,  nor  ex- 
Eressed  any  symptoms  of  passion,  as 
efore.  There  was,  however,  no  ne- 
cessity for  my  continuing  any  longer ; 
so  I  left  the  case  in  the  nands  of  Mr 

,  who  undertook  to  acquaint  Mrs 

with  the  frightful  accident  that 

had  happened  to  her  husband.  What 
two  scenes  had  I  witnessed  that  even- 
ing! 

I  hurried  home  full  of  agitation  at 
the  spectacle  I  had  just  quitted,  and 
melancholy  apprehensions  concerning 
the  one  to  which  I  was  returning. 
On  reaching  my  lovely  patient's  room, 
I  found,  alas !  no  sensible  e£Bects  pro- 
duced by  the  very  active  means  which 
had  been  adopted.  She  lay  in  bed, 
the  aspect  of  ner  features  apparently 
the  same  as  when  I  last  saw  her.  Her 
eyes  were  closed — her  cheeks  very 
pale,  and  mouth  rather  open,  as  if  sho 
were  on  the  point  of  speaking.  The 
hair  hung  in  a  little  disorder  on  each 
side  of  her  face,  having  escaped  from 
beneath  her  cap.  My  wife  sat  beside 
her,  grasping  her  right  hand — weep- 
ing and  almost  stupefied;  and  the 
servant  that  was  in  the  room  when  I 
entered,  seemed  so  bewildered  as  to 
be  worse  than  useless.  As  it  was  now 
getting  dark,  I  ordered  candles.  I  took 
one  of  them  in  my  hand,  opened  her 
eyelids,  and  passed  and  repassed  the 
candle  several  times  before  her  eyes, 
but  it  produced  no  apparent  effect. 
Neither  the  eyelids  blinked,  nor  the 
pupils  contracted.  I  then  took  out  my 
penknife,  and  made  a  thrust  with  the 
open  blade,  as  though  I  intended  to 
plunge  it  into  her  right  eye ;  it  seemed 
as  if  I  might  have  buried  the  blade  in 
the  socket,  for  the  shock  or  resistance 
called  forth  by  the  attempt.  I  took 
her  hand  in  mine — having  for  a  mo- 
ment displaced  my  wife— and  found 
it  damp  and  cold;  but  when  I  sud- 
denly left  it  suspended,  it  continued 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  THUNDER-STRUCK. 


297 


so  for  a  few  moments,  and  only  gradu- 
ally resumed  its  former  situation.  I 
pressed  the  back  of  the  blade  of  my 
penknife  upon  the  flesh  at  the  root  of 
the  nail  (as  every  one  knows,  a  very 
tender  part),  but  she  eyinced  not  the 
slightest  sensation  of  pain.  I  shouted 
suddenly  and  loudly  m  her  ears,  but 
with  similar  ill  success.  I  felt  at  an 
extremity.  Completely  baffled  at  all 
points— discouraged  and  ag^itated  be- 
yond expression — ^I  left  Miss  P 

in  the  care  of  a  nurse,  whom  I  had 
sent  for  to  attend  upon  her,  at  the  in- 
stance of  my  wife,  and  hastened  to 
my  study  to  see  if  my  books  could 
throw  any  light  upon  the  nature  of 
this,  to  me,  new  and  inscrutable  dis- 
order. After  hunting  about  for  some 
time,  and  finding  but  little  to  the  pur- 
pose, I  prepared  for  bed,  determining 
m  the  morning  to  send  o£f  for  Miss 

P *s  mother,  and  Mr  K from 

Oxford,  and  also  to  call  upon  my  emi- 
nent friend  Dr  D ,  and  hear  what 

his  superior  skill  and  experience  might 
be  able  to  suggest.    In  passine  Miss 

p 'g  room,  I  stepped  m  to  take  my 

farewell  for  the  evenmg.  "  Beautifdl, 
unfortunate  creature !  thought  I,  as 
I  stood  gazing  mournfully  on  her, 
with  my  candle  in  my  hand,  leaning 
against  the  bed-post.  "What  mys- 
tery is  upon  thee  ?  What  awful  change 
has  come  over  thee  ? — the  gloom  of 
the  grave  and  the  light  of  me — both 
lyin^  upon  thee  at  once !  Is  thy  mind 
palsied  as  thy  body?  How  long  is 
this  strange  state  to  last  ?  How  long 
art  thou  doomed  to  linger  thus  on 
the  confines  of  both  worlds,  so  that 
those  in  either,  who  love  thee,  may 
not  claim  thee?  Heaven  guide  our 
thoughts  to  discover  a  remedy  for 
thy  fearful  disorder !  '*  I  could  not 
bear  to  look  upon  her  any  longer; 
and  after  kissing  her  lips,  hurried  up 
to  bed,  charging  the  nurse  to  summon 
me  the  moment  that  any  change  what- 
ever was  perceptible  in  Miss  P . 

I  dare  say,  I  shall  be  easily  beUeved 
when  I  apprise  the  reader  of  the 
troubled  mght  that  followed  such  a 
troubled  day.  The  thunder-storm  it- 
self, coupled  with  the  predictions  of 
the  day,  and  apart  from  its  attendant 


incidents  that  have  been  mentioned, 
was  calculated  to  leave  an  awful  and 
permanent  impression  on  one's  mind. 
"  If  I  were  to  live  a  century,  I  could 
not  forget  it,"  said  a  distinguished 
writer,  in  a  letter  to  me.  "  The  thun- 
der and  lightning  were  more  appalling 
than  I  ever  recoUect  witnessing,  even 
in  the  West  Indies — ^that  region  of 
storms  and  hurricanes.  The  air  had 
been  long  surcharged  with  electricity; 
and  I  predicted  several  days  before- 
hand tnat  we  should  have  a  storm 
of  very  unusual  violence.  But  when 
with  tnis  we  couple  the  strange  pro- 
phecy that  gained  credit  with  a  pro- 
digious number  of  those  one  would 
have  expected  to  be  above  such  things 
— neither  more  nor  less  than  that  the 
world  was  to  come  to  an  end  on  that 
very  day,  and  the  judgment  of  man- 
kind  to  follow ;  I  say,  the  coincidence 
of  the  events  was  not  a  little  singular, 
and  calculated  to  inspire  common  folk 
with  wonder  and  fear.  I  dare  say,  if 
one  could  but  find  them  out,  that  there 
were  instances  of  people  frightened 
out  of  their  wits  on  the  occasion.  I 
own  to  you  candidly  that  I,  for  one, 
felt  a  little  squeamish,  and  had  not  a 
Uttle  difficulty  in  bolstering  up  my 
courage  with  Virgil's  FeUx  qui  potuit 
remm  cognoseere  causas"  &c. 

I  did  not  so  much  sleep  as  doze  in- 
terruptedly for  the  first  three  or  four 
hours  after  getting  into  bed.  I,  as  well 
as  my  alarmed  Emily,  would  start  up  oc- 
casionally, and  sit  ustening,  imder  the 
apprehension  that  we  heard  a  shriek, 
or  some  other  such  sound,  proceed 

from  Miss  P 's  room.    The  image 

of  the  blinded  Boxer  flitted  in  fearful 
forms  about  me,  and  my  ears  seemed 
to  ring  with  his  curses. — ^It  must  have 
been,  I  should  think,  between  two 
and  three  o'clock,  when  I  dreamed 
that  I  leaped  out  of  bed,  under  an  im- 
pulse sudden  as  irresistible— slipped 
on  my  dressing-gown,  and  hurried 
down  stairs  to  the  back  drawing- 
room.  On  opening  the  door,  I  found 
the  room  lit  up  with  funeral  tapers, 
and  the  apparel  of  a  dead-room  spread 
about.  At  the  further  end  lay  a 
coffin  on  trestles,  covered  with  a  long 
sheet,  with  the  figure  of  an  old  woman 
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Bitting  beside  it,  with  long  streaming 
wliite  hair,  and  her  eyes,  bright  as  the 
lightning,  directed  towards  me  with  a 
fiendish  stare  of  exultation.  Suddenly 
she  rose  up — ^pulled  off  the  sheet  that 
had  covered  tne  coffin — ^pushed  aside 
the  lid — plucked  out  the  oody  of  Miss 

P f  oashed  it  on  the  noor,  and 

trampled  upon  it  with  apparent  tri- 
umph !  This  horrid  dream  awoke  me, 
and  haunted  my  waking  thoughts. 
May  I  never  pass  such  a  dismal  night 
again! 

I  rose  from  my  bed  in  the  morning 
feverish  and  unrefreshed;  and  in  a 
few  minutes'  time  hurried  to  Miss 

P 's  room.    The  mustard  applica^ 

tions  to  the  soles  of  the  feet,  together 
with  the  blisters  behind  the  ears,  had 
produced  the  usual  local  effects,  with- 
out affecting  the  complaint.  Both  her 
pulse  and  breathing  continued  calm. 
The  only  change  perceptible  in  the 
colour  of  her  countenance  was  a  slight 
pallor  about  the  upper  part  of  the 
cheeks,  and  I  fancied  there  was  an 
expression  about  her  mouth  approach- 
ing to  a  smile.  She  had,  I  found,  con- 
tinued, throughout  the  night,  motion- 
less and  silent  as  a  corpse.  With  a 
profound  sigh  I  took  my  seat  beside 
ner,  and  examined  the  eyes  narrowly, 
but  perceived  no  change  in  them. 
What  was  to  be  done?  How  was 
she  to  be  roused  from  this  fearfiil — 
if  not  fatal  lethargy? 

While  I  was  gazing  intently  on  her 
features,  I  fancied  tluit  I  perceived  a 
slight  muscular  twitching  about  the 
nostrils.  I  stepped  hastily  down  stairs 
(just  as  a  drowning  man,  they  say, 
catches  at  a  straw)  and  returned  with 
a  phial  of  the  strongest  solution  of  am- 
monia,* which  I  applied  freely  with  a 
feather  to  the  interior  of  the  nostrils. 
This  attempt,  also,  was  unsuccessful  as 
the  former  ones.  I  cannot  describe  the 
feelings  with  which  I  witnessed  these 

Eted  failures  to  stimulate  her  tor- 
ensibilities  into  action ;  and  not 
ing  what  to  say  or  do,  I  returned 
to  dress,  with  feelings  of  unutterable 
despondency.  While  dressing,  it  struck 
me  that  a  blister  might  be  applied  with 

*  liquid  wnelllng-wlta. 


success  along  the  whole  course  of  the 
spine.  The  more  I  thought  of  titis 
expedient,  the  more  feasible  it  ap- 
peared;— it  would  be  such  a  direct 
and  powerful  a{^al  to  the  nervous 
system — in  all  probability  the  very 
seat  and  source  of  the  disorder!  I 
<»rdered  one  to  be  sent  for  instantly — 
and  myself  applied  it,  before  I  went 
down  to  breaJuast.  As  soon  as  I  had 
despatched  the  few  morning  patients 
that  called,  I  wrote  imperatively  to  Mr 

N at  Oxford,  and  to  Miss  P ^'s 

mother,  entreating  them  by  all  the 
love  they  bore  Agnes  to  come  to  her 
instantly.     I  then   set   out   for  Dr 

D *s,  whom  I  found  just  starting 

on  his  daily  visits.  I  communicated 
the  whole  case  to  him.  He  listened 
with  interest  to  my  statement,  and 
told  me  he  had  once  a  similar  case  in 
his  own  practice,  which,  alas !  termi- 
nated fatally,  in  spite  of  the  most 
anxious  ana  combined  efforts  of  the 
iUte  of  the  faculty  in  London.  He  ap- 
proved of  the  course  I  had  adopted 
— ^most  especially  the  blister  on  the 
spine ;  and  earnestly  recommended 
me  to  resort  to  galvanism — if  Miss 

P should  not  be  relieved  from 

the  fit  before  the  evening — when  he 
promised  to  call,  and  assist  in  carrying 
mto  effect  what  he  recommended. 

"  Is  it  that  beautiful  girl  I  saw  in 
your  pew  last  Sunday,  at  church?'* 
ne  inquired  suddenly. 

"  The  same — ^the  same !  '*— I  replied 
with  a  sigh. 

Dr  D-- —  continued  silent  for  a 
moment  or  two. 

''Poor  creature !  *'  he  exclaimed  with 
an  air  of  deep  concern,  **  one  so  beauti- 
ful I  Do  you  know  I  thought  I  now 
and  then  perceived  a  very  remarkable 
expression  in  her  eye,  especially  while 
that  fine  voluntary  was  playine^.  Is 
she  an  enthusiast  about  music  ? 

"  Passionately — devotedly  "— 

"We'll  tnr  it  1 "  he  replied  briskly, 
with  a  confident  air— "Well  try  it  I 
First,  let  us  disturb  the  nervous  torpor 
with  a  slight  shock  of  galvanism,  and 
then  try  tne  effect  of  your  organ."  * 

*  I  had  at  home— being  myself  a  lover, 
thouglx  not  a  Bcieutific  one,  of  music— a  yeiy 
fl&eovgim. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  THUNBER-STBUCK 


I  listened  to  the  suggestion  with  in- 
terest, but  was  not  quite  so  sanguine 
in  my  expectations  as  my  friend  ap- 
peared to  be. 

In  the  whole  range  of  disorders 
that  affect  the  human  frame,  there  is 
perhaps  not  one  so  mysterious,  so  in- 
csupabie  of  management,  as  that  which 
afaicted  the  truly  unfortunate  young 
lady  whose  case  I  am  narrating.  It 
has  ^iven  rise  to  infinite  speculation, 
and  is  admitted,  I  believe,  on  all  hands 
to  be — if  I  may  so  speak — a  nosologi- 
cal anomaly.  Van  Swieten  vividly 
and  pictures(}uely  enough  compares  it 
to  that  condition  of  the  body,  which, 
according  to  ancient  fiction,  was  pro- 
duced in  the  beholder  by  the  appalung 
sight  of  Medusa^s  head — 

'*  Sazifici  MeduMB  Tultua." 

The  medical  writers  of  antiquity  have 
left  evidence  of  the  existence  of  this 
disease  in  their  day — but  given  the 
most  obscure  and  uusatis&ctory  de- 
scriptions of  it,  confounding  it,  in 
many  instances,  with  other  disorders 
— apoplexy,  epilepsy,  and  swooning. 
Celsus,  according  to  Van  Swieten,  de- 
scribes such  patients  as  these  in  ques- 
tion under  the  term  "  aUoniH"  which 
is  a  translation  of  the  title  I  have  pre- 
fixed to  this  paper :  while,  in  our  own 
day,  the  celebrated  Dr  Cullen  classes 
it  to  a  species  oi  apoplexy,  at  the 
same  time  stating  that  ne  had  never 
seen  a  genuine  instance  of  catalepsy. 
He  had  always  found,  he  says,  those 
eases,  which  were  reported  such,  to  be 
feigned  ones.  More  modem  science, 
however,  distinctly  recognises  the  dis- 
ease as  one  peculiar  and  independent ; 
and  is  borne  out  by  numerous  unques- 
tionable cases  of  catalepsy,  recorded 
by  some  of  the  most  eminent  members 
of  the  profession.  Dr  Jebb,  in  parti- 
cular, in  the  appendix  to  his  "  Select 
Cases  of  Paralysis  of  the  Lower  Ex- 
tremities," relates  a  remarkable  and 
affecting  instance  of  a  cataleptic  pa- 
tient. As  it  is  not  likely  that  general 
readers  have  met  with  this  interesting 
ease,  I  shall  here  transcribe  it.  The 
young  lady  who  was  the  subject  of  the 
disorder,  was  seized  with  the  fit  when 
Dr  Jebb  was  announced  on  his  first  visit. 


**  She  was  employed  in  netting,  aod 
was  passing  the  needle  through  the 
mesh;  m  which  position  she  imme- 
diately became  rigid,  exhibiting,  in  a 
very  pleasing  form,  a  figure  of  death- 
like sleep,  beyond  the  power  of  art  to 
imitate,  or  the  imagination  to  conceive. 
Her  forehead  was  serene,  her  features 
perfectly  composed.  The  paleness  of 
her  colour — ^her  breathing  being  also 
scarcely  perceptible  at  a  distance — 
operated  in  rendering  the  similitude  to 
marble  more  exact  and  striking.  The 
position  of  the  fingers,  hands,  and  arms 
was  altered  with  difficulty,  but  pre- 
served every  form  of  flexure  they  ac- 
quired. Nor  were  the  muscles  of  the 
neck  exempted  from  this  law;  her 
head  maintaining  every  situation  in 
which  the  hand  coidd  place  it,  as 
firmly  as  her  limbs. 

"  Upon  gently  raising  the  eyelids, 
they  immediately  closed  with  a  degree 
of  spasm.*  The  iris  contracted  upon 
the  approach  of  a  candle,  as  in  a  state 
of  vigilance.  The  eyeball  itself  was 
slightly  agitated  with  a  tremulous  mo- 
tion, not  discernible  when  the  eyelid 
had  descended.  About  half  an  hour 
after  my  arrival,  the  rigidity  of  her 
limbs  and  statue-hke  appearance  being 
yet  unaltered,  she  sung  three  plaintive 
songs  in  a  tone  of  voice  so  elegantly 
expressive,  and  with  such  affecting  mo- 
dulation, as  evidently  pointed  out  how 
much  the  most  powerfm  passion  of  the 
mind  was  concerned  in  the  production 
of  her  disorder — ^as,  indeed,  her  history 
confirmed.  In  a  few  minutes  after- 
wards she  sighed  deeply,  and  the 
spasm  in  her  limbs  was  immediately 
relaxed.  She  complained  that  she 
could  not  open  her  eyes,  her  hands 
grew  cold,  a  general  tremor  followed ; 
but  in  a  few  seconds,  recovering  en- 
tirely her  recollection  and  powers  of 
motion,  she  entered  into  a  detail  of  her 
symptoms,  and  the  history  of  her  com- 
plaint. After  she  had  discoursed  for 
some  time  with  apparent  calmness, 
the  universal  spasm  suddenly  returned. 
The  features  now  assumed  a  different 
form,  denoting  a  mind  strongly  im- 

*  This  was  not  the  case  with  Miss  P . 

I  repeatedly  remarked  the  perfect  mobility 
of  her  eyelids.  ^-^  , 
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pressed  with  anxiety  and  apprehen- 
sion. At  times  she  uttered  snort  and 
vehement  exclamations,  in  a  piercing 
tone  of  voice,  expressive  of  the  passions 
that  agitated  ner  mind;  her  hands 
heing  strongly  locked  in  each  other, 
and  all  her  muscles,  those  subservient 
to  speech  excepted,  being  affected  with 
the  same  rigimty  as  before." 

But  the  most  extraordinary  case  on 
record  is  one*  given  by  Dr  retetin,  a 
physician  of  Lyons,  in  which  "the 
senses  were  transferred  to  the  pU  of  the 
stomach,  and  the  ends  of  the  fingers  and 
toes — i.  e.  the  patients,  in  a  state  of  in- 
sensibility to  all  external  impressions 
upon  the  proper  organs  of  sense,  were 
nevertheless  capable  of  hearing,  seeing, 
smelling,  and  tasting  whatever  was 
approached  to  the  pit  of  the  stomach, 
or  the  ends  of  the  fingers  and  toes ! 
The  patients  are  said  to  have  answered 
questions  proposed  to  the  pit  of  the 
stomach — ^to  have  told  the  nour  by  a 
watch  placed  there — ^to  have  tasted 
food,  and  smelt  the  fragrance  of  apri- 
cots, touching  the  part,"  &c.  &c.  It 
may  be  interesting  to  add,  that  an  emi- 
nent physician,  who  went  to  see  the 
patient,  incredulous  of  what  he  had 
heard,  returned  perfectly  convinced  of 
its  truth.  I  have  also  read  somewhere 
of  a  Spanish  monk,  who  was  so  terri- 
fied by  a  sudden  sight  which  he  en- 
countered in  the  Asturias  mountains, 
that,  when  several  of  his  holy  brethren, 
whom  he  had  preceded  a  mile  or  two, 
came  up,  they  found  him  stretched 
upon  the  ground  in  the  fearful  condi- 
tion of  a  cataleptic  patient.  They  car- 
ried him  back  immediately  to  their 
monastery,  and  he  was  believed  dead. 
He  suddenly  revived,  however,  in  the 
midst  of  his  funeral  obsequies,  to  the 
consternation  ofall  around  him.  When 
he  had  perfectly  recovered  the  use  of 
his  faculties,  he  related  some  absurd 
matters  which  he  pretended  to  have 
seen  in  a  vision  during  his  comatose 
state.  The  disorder  in  question,  how- 
ever, generally  makes  its  appearance 
in  the  female  sex,  and  seems  to  be  in 

*  A  second  similar  case,  well  authenticai- 


many,  if  not  in  most  instances,  a  re>- 
mote  member  of  the  family  of  hyste- 
rical affections. — ^To  return,  however. 
On  returning  home  from  my  daily 
round,  in  which  mv  dejected  air  was 
remarked  by  all  the  patients  I  had 
visited,  I  found  no  alteration  whatever 

in  Miss  P .    The  nurse  had  failed 

in  forcing  even  arrow-root  down  her 
mouth,  and,  finding  it  was  not  swal- 
lowed, was  compelled  to  desist,  for  fear 
of  choking  her.  We  were,  therefore, 
obliged  to  resort  to  other  means  of  con- 
veying support  to  her  exhausted  frame. 
The  bUster  on  the  spine,  from  which  I 
had  expected  so  much,  and  the  renewed 
sinapisms  to  the  feet,  had  failed  to 
make  any  impression  1  Thus  was 
every  successive  attempt  an  utter  fail- 
ure! The  disorder  continued  abso- 
lutely inaccessible  to  the  approaches 
of  medicine.  The  baffled  attendants 
could  but  lot)k  at  her,  and  lament. 
GkM>d  God !  was  Agnes  to  continue  in 
this  dreadful  condition  till  her  energies 
sunk  in  death  ?  What  would  become 
of  her  lover  ?— of  her  mother  ?  These 
considerations  greatlv  disturbed  my 
peace  of  mind.  I  could  neither  think, 
read,  eat,  nor  remain  anywhere  but  in 
the  chamber,  where,  alas!  my  presence 
was  so  unavailing ! 

Dr  D made  his  appearance  soon 

after  dinner ;  and  we  proceeded  at  once 
to  the  room  where  our  patient  lay. 
Though  a  little  paler  than  before,  her 
features  were  placid  as  those  of  the 
chiselled  marble.  Notwithstanding  all 
she  had  suffered,  and  the  fearful  situa- 
tion in  which  she  lay  at  that  moment, 
she  still  looked  very  beautiful.  Her 
cap  was  off,  and  her  rich  auburn  hair 
lay  negligently  on  each  side  of  her, 
upon  the  pillow.  Her  forehead  was 
white  as  alabaster.  She  lay  with  her 
head  turned  a  little  on  one  side,  and 
her  two  small  white  hands  were  clasped 
together  over  her  bosom.  This  was  the 
nurse's  arrangement :  for  "  poor  dear 
young  lady,"  she  said,  "I  couldn't 
bear  to  see  her  laid  straight  along, 
with  her  arms  close  beside  her  like  a 
corpse,  so  I  tried  to  make  her  look  as 
,     ^,        ^  '      J     ,-,^  much  asleep  as  possible!"    The  im- 

^faS^ylSl'^^l'StS^V^L'^l  pressionoffcautfThowever.conveyed 
influence  of  animal  electricity.  I  by  her  symmetrical  and  tranquil  fea- 
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tnres,  -was  disturbed  as  soon  as,  lifting 
up  the  eyelids,  we  saw  the  fixed  stare 
of  the  eyes.  They  were  not  glassy,  or 
corpse-like,  but  bright  as  those  of  life, 
with  a  little  of  the  dreadfol  expression 
of  epilepsy.  We  raised  her  in  bed,  and 
she,  as  before,  sat  upright,  but  with  a 
blank,  absent  aspect,  that  was  lament- 
able and  unnatural.  Her  arms,  when 
lifted  and  left  suspended,  did  not  fall, 
but  sunk  down  again  gradually.  "We 
returned  her  gently  to  her  recumbent 
posture,  and  determined  at  once  to  try 
the  effect  of  galvanism  upon  her.  My 
machine  was  soon  brought*  into  the 
room ;  and  when  we  had  duly  arranged 
matters,  we  directed  the  nurse  to  quit 
the  chamber  for  a  short  time,  as  the 
effect  of  galvanism  is  generally  found 
too  startling  to  be  witnessed  by  a  fe- 
male spectator.  I  wish  I  had  not  my- 
self seen  it  in  the  case  of  Miss  P 1 

Her  colour  went  and  came — her  eye- 
lids and  mouth  started  ojjen — and  she 
stared  wildly  about  her,  with  the  aspect 
of  one  starting  out  of  bed  in  a  fright. 
I  thought  at  one  moment  that  the 
horrid  spell  was  broken,  for  she  sat  up 
suddenly,  leaned  forwards  towards  me, 
and  her  mouth  opened  as  though  she 
were  about  to  speak ! 

"Agnes !  Agnes !  dear  Agnes !  Speak, 
speak !  but  a  word !  Say  you  live ! "  I 
exclaimed,  rushing  forwards.  Alas! 
she  heard  me — she  saw  me — ^not,  but 
fell  back  in  bed  in  her  former  state ! 
"When  the'  galvanic  shock  was  con- 
veyed to  her  limbs,  it  produced  the 
usual  effects — dreadful  to  behold  in  all 
cases — but  agonising  to  me  in  the  case 

of  Miss  P .    The  last  subject  on 

which  I  had  seen  the  effects  of  galvan- 
ism,* previous  to  the  present  instance, 

♦  A  word  about  that  case,  by  the  way,  in 
passing.  The  spectacle  was  truly  horrific. 
When  I  entered  the  room  where  the  experi- 
ments were  to  take  place,  the  body  of  a  man 
named  Carter,  which  had  been  cut  down  from 
the  gallows  scarce  half  an  hour,  was  lying  on 
the  table ;  and  the  cap  being  removed,  his 
features,  distorted  with  the  agonies  of  suflfo- 
cation,  were  visible.  The  crime  he  had  been 
hanged  for  was  murder ;  and  a  brawny,  des- 
perate ruffian  he  looked.  None  of  his  clothes 
were  removed.  He  wore  a  fustian  jacket  and 
dzub  knee-breeches.  The  first  time  that  the 
galvanic  shock  was  conveyed  to  him  will 
never,  I  dare  say,  be  forgotten  by  any  one 
present    We  all  shrunk  from  the  table  iu 


was  the  body  of  an  executed  malefac- 
tor ;  and  the  associations  revived  on 
the  present  occasion  were  almost  too 
painful  to  bear.  I  begged  my  friend 
to  desist,  for  I  saw  the  attempt  was 
hopeless,  and  I  would  not  allow  her 
tender  frame  to  be  agitated  to  no  pur- 
pose. My  mind  misgave  me  for  ever 
making  tne  attempt.  What,  thought 
I,  if  we  have  fatally  disturbed  the  ner- 
vous system,  and  prostrated  the  small 
remains  of  strength  she  had  left? 
"While  I  was  torturing  myself  with 

such  fears  as  these,  Dr laid  down 

the  rod,  with  amelancholy  air,  exclaim- 
ing, "  "Well !  what  w  to  be  done  now  ? 
I  cannot  tell  you  how  sanguine  I  was 
about  the  success  of  this  experiment  I 
*  *  Do  you  know  whether  she 
ever  had  a  fit  of  epilepsy?"  he  in- 
quired. 

"No — ^not  that  I  am  aware  of.  I 
never  heard  of  it,  if  she  had." 

"Had  she  generally  a  horror  of 
thunder  and  lightning?" 

"  Oh — quite  the  contrary  I  she  felt 
a  sort  of  ecstasy  on  such  occasions, 
and  has  written  some  beautiful  verses 
during  their  continuance.  /S^uc^  seemed 
rather  her  hour  of  inspiration  than 
otherwise ! " 

"  Do  you  think  the  lightning  itself 
has  affected  her  ? — Do  you  thmk  her 
sight  is  destroyed?" 

"  I  have  no  means  of  knowing  whe- 
ther the  immobility  of  the  pupils  arises 
from  blindness,  or  is  only  one  of  the 
temporary  effects  of  catalepsy." 

"Then  she  believed  the  prophecy, 
you  think,  of  the  world's  destruction 
on  Tuesday?" 

"  No — ^I  don't  think  she  exactly  be- 
lieved it;    but  I  am  sure  that  day 

consternation,  with  the  momentary  belief 
that  we  had  positively  brought  the  man  back 
to  life ;  for  he  suddenly  sprang  up  into  a  sit- 
ting posture— his  arms  waved  wildly— the 
colour  rushed  into  his  cheeks — ^his  lips  were 
drawn  apart,  so  as  to  show  all  his  teetii— and 
his  eyes  glared  at  us  with  apparent  fury. 
One  young  man,  a  medical  student,  shrieked 
violently,  and  was  carried  out  in  a  swoon. 
One  gentleman  present,  who  happened  to  be 
nearest  to  the  upper  part  of  the  body,  was 
almost  knocked  down  with  the  violent  blow 
he  received  ttom  the  left  arm.  It  was  some 
time  before  any  of  us  could  recover  presence 
of  mind  sufficient  to  proceed  with  the  ezpe- 
rimeftte. 
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lyrought  with  it  awful  apprehensions, 
or,  at  least,  a  fearful  degree  of  uncer- 
tainty." 

"Well — between  ourselves,  f 

there  was  something  very  strange  in 
the  coincidence,  was  not  there  ?  No- 
thing in  life  ever  shook  my  finnness 
as  it  was  shaken  yesterday  !  I  almost 
fancied  the  earth  was  quivering  in  its 
sphere  I" 

"It  was  a  dreadful  day! — One  I 


shall  never  forget !  That  is  the  image 
of  it,"  I  exclaimed,  pointing  to  the 
poor   sufferer—"  which  will  be  en- 

§  raven  on  my  mind  as  long  as  I  live ! 
ut  the  worst  is  perhaps  yet  to  be  told 

you :  Mr  N ,  her  lover,  to  whom 

she  was  very  soon  to  have  been  mar- 
ried, HE  will  be  here  shortly  to  see 
her^' 

"My  God!"  exclaimed  Dr  D ^ 

clasping  his  hands,  eyeing  Miss  P 

with  intense  commiseration — "  What 
a  fearful  bride  for  him  1 " 

"  I  dread  his  coming — ^I  know  not 
what  we  shall  do  I  And  then  there's 
her  motheTf  poor  old  lady! — her  I 
have  written  to,  and  expect  almost 
hourly!" 

"Why,  what  an  accumulation  of 
shocks  and  miseries ! — ^it  will  be  up- 
setting you  I"  said  my  friend,  seeing 
my  distressed  appearance. 

"  Well,"  he  continued,  "  I  cannot 
now  stay  here  longer — ^your  misery  is 
catching;  and,  besides,  I  am  most 
pressingly  engaged;  but  you  may 
rely  on  my  services,  if  you  should 
require  them  in  any  way." 

My  friend  took  his  departure,  leav- 
ing me  more  disconsolate  than  ever. 
Before  retiring  to  bed,  I  rubbed  in 
mustard  upon  the  chief  surfaces  of  the 
body,  hoping,  though  faintly,  that  it 
might  have  some  effect  in  rousing  the 
system.  I  kneeled  down,  before  step- 
ping into  bed,  and  earnestly  prayed, 
that  as  all  human  efforts  seemedbaffled, 
the  Almighty  would  set  her  free  from 
the  mortal  thraldom  in  which  she  lay, 
and  restore  her  to  life,  and  those  who 
loved  her  more  than  life!  Morning 
came — it  found  me  by  her  bedside  as 
usual,  and  her  in  no  wise  altered, 
apparently  neither  better  nor  worse  I 
If  the  unvarying  monotony  of  my  de- 


scription should  fatigue  the  reader, 
what  must  the  actual  monotony  and 
honelessness  have  been  to  me ! 

While  I  was  sitting  beside  Miss 
P— ^,  I  heard  my  youngest  boy  come 
down  stairs,  and  adc  to  be  let  into  the 
room.  He  was  a  little  fair-haired 
youngster,  about  three  years  of  age, 
and  had  always  been  an  especial  fa- 
vourite of  Miss  P 's — her  "  own 

sweet  net " — as  the  poor  girl  herself 
called  him.  Determined  to  throw  no 
chance  away,  I  beckoned  htm  in,  and 
took  him  on  my  knee.    He  called  to 

Miss  P ,  as  if  he  thought  her  asleep ; 

patted  her  face  with  his  little  ha^nas, 
and  kissed  her.  "Wake,  wake! — 
Cousin  Aggy,  get  up!"  he  cried— 
"  Papa  say  'tis  time  to  get  up !  Do 
you  sleep  with  eyes  open?* — Eh? 
—Cousin  Aggy?^'  He  looked  at 
her  intently  for  some  moments,  and 
seemed  frightened.  He  turned  pale, 
and  strug^ed  to  get  off  my  knee.  I 
allowed  mm  to  go,  and  he  ran  to  his 
mother,  who  was  standing  at  the  foot 
of  the  bed,  and  hid  his  face  behind 
her. 

I  passed  breakfast-time  in  great  ap- 
prehension, expecting  the  two  arrivals 
I  have  mentioned.  1  knew  not  how 
to  prepare  either  the  mother  or  the 
betrothed  husband  for  the  scene  that 
awaited  them,  and  whidi  I  had  not 
particularly  described  to  them.  It  was 
with  no  little  trepidation  that  I  heard 
the  startling  knock  of  the  general 
postman ;  and  with  infinite  astonish- 
ment and  doubt  that  I  took  out  of  tha 
servant's   hands   a   letter   firom  Mr 

N- for  poor  Agnes !    For  a  while 

I  knew  not  what  to  make  of  it.  Had 
he  received  the  alarming  express  I 
had  forwarded  to  him;  and  did  he 
write  to  Miss  P ?  Or  was  he  un- 
expectedly absent  fr^m  Oxford  when 
it  arrived?  The  latter  supposition 
was  corroborated  by  the  post-mark, 
which  I  observed  was  Lincoln.  I  felt 
it  my  duty  to  open  the  letter.  Alas ! 
it  was  in  a  gay  strain— unusually  gay 
for  N— -;  informing  Agnes  that  he 
had  been  suddenly  summoned  into 
Lincolnshire,  to  his  cousin's  wedding 

*  T  had  been  examining  her  eyoa,  and  had 
only  half  doaed  the  lids. 
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where  he  wag  very  happy,  both  oa  ac- 
count of  his  relative's  nappiness,  and 
the  anticipation  of  a  similar  scene 
being  in  store  for  himself!  Every 
line  was  buoyant  with  hope  and  ani- 
mation; but  the  postscript  most  af- 
fected me. 

"  P.S.— 2%«  tenih  qf  Jt%,  by  the 
way,  my  Agnes !  i«  it  all  over  with 
us,  sweet  Pythonissa  ?  Are  you  and  I 
at  this  moment  on  separate  fragments 
of  the  globe  ?  I  shall  seal  my  conquest 
over  you  with  a  kiss  when  I  see  you ! 
Bemember,  you  parted  irom  me  in  a 
pet,  naughty  one! — and  kissed  me 
rather  coldly !  But  that  is  the  way 
that  your  sex  always  end  arguments, 
when  you  are  vanquished  !  " 

I  read  these  lines  in  silence ; — my 
wife  burst  into  tears.    I  hastened  to 

send  a  second  summons  to  Mr  N , 

and  directed  it  to  him  in  Lincoln, 

where  he  had  reauested  Miss  P to 

address  him.    Without  explaining  the 

Frecise  nature  of  Miss  P— 's  seizure, 
gave  him  warning  that  he  must  hurry 
up  to  town  instantlv ;  and  that,  even 
then, it  was  doubtfiil  whether  he  would 
see  her  alive.  Aitet  this  little  occur- 
rence, I  could  hardly  trust  myself  to 
go  up-stairs  a^in,  and  look  ujpon  the 
unfortunate  g^l.  My  heart  nuttered 
at  the  door,  and  when  I  entered  I  burst 
into  tears.  I  could  utter  no  more  than 
the  words,  "  poor — poor  Agnes  I "  and 
withdrew. 

I  was  shocked,  and  indeed  enraged, 
to  find,  in  one  of  the  morning  papers, 
a  paragraph  stating,  though  maccu- 
rately,  the  nature  of  Miss  P 's  ill- 
ness. Who  could  have  been  so  unfeel- 
ing as  to  make  the  poor  girl  an  object 
of  public  wonder  and  pity  ?  I  never 
ascertained,  though  I  made  every  in- 
quiry, from  whom  the  intelligence  was 
communicated. 

One  of  my  patients  that  day  hap- 
pened to  be  a  niece  of  the  venerable 

and  honoured  Dean  of ,  at  whose 

house  she  resided.  He  was  in  the 
room  when  I  called ;  and  to  explain 
what  he  called  "  the  gloom  of  my 
manner,"  I  gave  him  a  mil  account  of 
the  melancholy  event  which  had  oc- 
curred. He  listened  to  me  till  the 
tears  ran  down  his  face. 


"But  you  have  not  yet  tried  the 
effect  of  mugie— of  which  you  say  she 
is  so  fond !  Do  not  you  intend  to  re- 
sort to  it  ?  "  I  told  him  it  was  our  in- 
tention, and  that  our  agitation  was  the 
only  reason  why  we  aid  not  try  the 
effect  of  it  immediately  after  the  gal- 
vanism. 

"  Now,  doctor,  excuse  an  old  clerffv- 
mau,  will  you?"  said  the  venera£le 
and  pious  dean,  laying  his  hand  on  my 
arm ;  "  and  let  me  suggest  that  the  ex- 
periment may  not  be  the  less  success- 
ful, with  the  blessing  of  God,  if  it  be 
introduced  in  the  course  of  a  religious 
service.  Come,  doctor, what  say  you?" 
I  paused. 

"Have  you  any  objection  to  my 
calling  at  your  house  this  evening, 
and  reading  the  service  appointed  by 
our  church  for  the  visitation  of  the 
sick  ?  It  will  not  be  difficult  to  intro- 
duce the  most  solemn  and  affecting 
strains  of  music,  or  to  let  it  precede 
or  follow."  Still  I  hesitated — and  yet 
I  scarce  knew  why.  "  Gome,  doctor, 
you  know  I  am  no  enthusiast — ^I  am 
not  generally  considered  a  fanatic. 
Surelv  when  man  has  done  his  best, 
and  fails,  he  should  not  hesitate  to 
turn  to  God ! "  The  good  old  man's 
words  sunk  into  my  soul,  and  diffused 
in  it  a  cheerfiil  and  humble  hope  that 
the  blessing  of  Providence  would  at- 
tend the  means  suggested.  I  acqui- 
esced in  the  dean*s  proposal  with  de- 
light, and  even  eagerness ;  and  it  was 
arranged  that  he  should  be  at  my 
house  oetween  seven  and  eight  o'clock 
that  evening.  I  think  I  have  already 
observed,  that  I  had  an  organ,  a  veiy 
fine  and  powerfol  one,  in  my  back 
drawing-room;  and  this  instrument 
had  been  the  eminent  delight  of  poor 
Miss  P— .  She  would  sit  down  at 
it  for  hours  together,  and  her  perform 
manoe  would  not  have  disgraced  a 
professor.  I  hoped  that  on  the  event- 
ful occasion  that  was  approaching,  the 
tones  of  her  favouriteJnstrument,  with 
the  blessing  of  Heaven,  might  rouse  a 
slumbering  responsive  chord  in  her 
bosom,  and  aid  in  dispelling  the  cruel 
"  charm  that  deadened  her."  She  cer« 
tainly  could  not  last  long  in  the  con- 
dition in  which  she  now  lay.    Every- 
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thing  that  medicine  could  do,  had  been 
tried — ^in  vain ;  and  if  the  evening^s 
experiment — our  forlorn  hope,  failed 
— -we  must,  though  with  a  bleeding 
heart,  submit  to  the  will  of  Provi- 
dence, and  resign  her  to  the  grave.  I 
looked  forward  with  intense  anziety 
— with  alternate  hope  and  fear — ^to  the 
engagement  of  the  evening. 

On  returning  home,  late  in  the  after- 
noon, I  found  poor  Mrs  P had  ar- 
rived in  town,  in  obedience  to  mv  sum- 
mons ;  and  heart-breaking,  I  learnt, 
was  her  first  interview,  if  such  it  may 
be  called,  with  her  daughter.  Her 
groans  and  cries  alarmed  the  whole 
house,  and  even  arrested  the  attention 
of  the  neighbours.  I  had  left  instruc- 
tions, that  in  case  of  her  arrival  during 
my  absence,  she  should  be  shown  at 
once,  without  an^  precautions,  into 

the  presence  of  Miss  P ;  with  the 

hope,  faint  though  it  was,  that  the 
abruptness  of  her  appearance,  and  the 
violence  of  her  mef  might  operate  as 
a  salutary  shock  upon  the  stagnant 
energies  of  her  daughter.  "  My  child! 
my  child !  my  child ! "  she  exclaimed, 
rushing  up  to  the  bed  with  frantic 
haste,  and  clasping  the  insensible  form 
of  her  daughter  in  her  arms,  where 
she  held  her  till  she  fell  fainting  into 
those  of  my  wife.  What  a  dreaa  con- 
trast was  there  between  the  frantic 
gestures — the  passionate  lamentations 
of  the  mother,  and  the  stony  silence 
and  motionlessness  of  the  daughter ! 
One  little  but  affecting  incident  occur- 
red in  my  presence.    Mrs  P (as 

yet  unacquainted  with  the  peculiar 
nature  of  her  daughter's  seizure)  had 

snatched  Miss  P 's  hand  to  her 

lips,  kissed  it  repeatedly,  and  suddenly 
let  it  go,  to  press  her  own  hand  upon 
her  head,  as  ifto  repress  a  rising  hysteri- 
cal feeling.  Miss  P 's  arm,  as  usual, 

remained  for  a  moment  or  two  sus- 
pended, and  only  gradually  sunk  down 
upon  the  bed.  It  looked  as  if  she  volun- 
tarily continued  it  in  that  position, 
with  a  cautioning  air.  Methinks  I  see 
at  this  moment  the  affrighted  stare 

with  which  Mrs  P regarded  the 

outstretched  arm,  her  body  recoiling 
from  the  bed,  as  though  she  expected 
her  daughter  were  about  to  do  or  ap- 


pear Bomethinfi^  dreadful!  I  subse- 
quently learned  from  Mrs  P that 

her  mother,  the  grandmother  of  Agnes, 
was  reported  to  have  been  twice  af- 
fected m  a  similar  manner,  though 
apparently  from  a  different  cause ;  so 
tnat  there  seemed  something  like  a 
hereditary  tendency  towards  it,  even 

though  Mrs  P herself  had  never 

experienced  an3rthing  of  the  kind. 

As  the  memorable  eveningadvanced, 
the  agitation  of  all  who  were  acquaint- 
ed with,  or  interested  in  the  approach- 
ing ceremony,  increased.   Mrs  P , 

I  need  hardly  say,  embraced  the  pro- 
posal with  thankftd  eagerness.  About 
half-past  seven,  my  friend  Dr  D— — 
arrived,  pursuant  to  his  promise ;  and 
he  was  soon  afterwards  followed  by 
the  organist  of  theneighbouringchuich 
— an  old  acquaintance,  and  who  was 
a  constant  visitor  at  my  house,  for  the 
purpose  of  performing  and  giving  in- 
structions on  the  organ.  I  rec[uestedhim 
to  commence  playing  Martin  Luther's 
hymn — ^the  favourite  one  of  Agnes — 
as  soon  as  she^  should  be  brought  into 
the  room.  About  eight  o'clock,  the 
dean's  carriage  drew  up.  I  met  him 
at  the  door. 

"  Peace  be  to  this  house,  and  to  all 
that  dwell  in  it!"  he  exclaimed  as 
soon  as  he  entered.  I  led  him  up-stairs ; 
and,  without  uttering  a  word,  he  took 
the  seat  prepared  for  him,  before  a 
table  on  whicn  lay  a  Bible  and  Prayer- 
Book.  After  a  moment's  pause,  he 
directed  the  sick  person  to  be  brou^t 
into  the  room.  I  stepi>ed  up-stairs, 
where  I  found  my  wife,  with  the  nurse, 

had  finished  dressing  Miss  P .    1 

thought  her  paler  than  usual,  and  that 
her  cheeks  seemed  hoUower  than  when 
I  had  last  seen  her.  There  was  an  air 
of  melancholy  sweetness  and  languor 
about  her,  that  inspired  the  beholder 
with  the  keenest  sympathy.  With  a 
sigh,  I  gathered  her  slight  form  into 
my  arms,  a  shawl  was  thrown  over 
her,  and,  followed  by  my  wife  and  the 

nurse,  who  supported  Mrs  P ^  I 

carried  her  down  stairs,  and  placed 
her  in  an  easy  recumbent  posture,  in 
a  large  old  family  chair,  which  stood 
between  the  organ  and  the  dean's 
table.     How  strange  and  moumfttl 
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was  her  appearance !  Her  luxuriant 
hair  was  gathered  u^  beneath  a  cap, 
the  whiteness  of  wmch  was  equalled 
by  that  of  her  countenance.  Her  eyes 
were  closed;  and  this,  added  to  the 
paleness  of  her  features,  her  perfect 
passiveness,  and  her  being  enveloped 
m  a  long  white  unruffled  mormng 
dress,  wmch  appeared  not  unlike  a 
shroud  at  first  sight — ^made  her  look 
rather  a  corpse  than  a  living  being ! 

As  soon  as  iJr  D and  I  had  taken 

seats  on  each  side  of  our  poor  patient, 
the  solemn  strains  of  the  organ  com- 
menced. I  never  appreciated  music, 
and  especially  the  sublime  hymn  of 
Luther,  so  much  as  on  that  occasion. 
My  eyes  were  fixed  with  agonising 

scrutiny  on  Miss  P ,     Bar  after 

bar  of  the  music  melted  on  the  ear, 
and  thrilled  upon  the  heart ;  but, 
alas!  produced  no  more  effect  upon 
the  placid  sufferer  than  the  pealing 
of  an  abbey  organ  on  the  statues 
around !  My  heart  began  to  miseive 
me :  if  this  one  last  experiment  faued ! 
When  the  music  ceased  we  all  kneeled 
down,  and  the  dean,  in  a  solemn  tone 
of  voice,  commenced  reading  appro- 
priate passages  from  the  service  for 
the  visitation  of  the  sick.  When  he 
had  concluded   the  71st  Psalm,  he 

approached  the  chair  of  Miss  P ^, 

dropped   upon  one   knee,   held   her 

Xt  hand  in  his,  and  in  a  some- 
t  ti;imulous  voice,  read  the  fol- 
lowing affecting  verses  from  the  8th 
chapter  of  St  Luke : — 

''While  he  yet  spake,  there  cometh 
one  from  the  ruler  of  the  synagogue's 
house,  saying  to  him.  Thy  daughter  is 
dead ;  trouble  not  the  master. 

"  But  when  Jesus  heard  it,  he  an- 
swered him,  saying,  Fear  not;  be- 
lieve only,  and  she  shall  be  made 
whole. 

"  And  when  he  came  into  the  house, 
he  suffered  no  man  to  go  in,  save  Peter, 
and  James,  and  John,  and  the  fSetther 
and  the  mother  of  the  maiden.  And 
all  wept  and  bewailed  her :  but  he 
said,  Weep  not ;  she  is  not  dead,  but 
sleepeth.  And  they  laughed  him  to 
scorn,  knowing  that  she  was  dead. 

"  And  he  put  them  all  out,  and  took 


her  by  the  hand,  and  called^  saying. 
Maid,  arise.  And  her  spirit  came 
agcdn,  and  she  arose  straightway,^^ 

While  he  was  reading  the  passage 
which  I  have  marked  m  italics,  my 
heated  fancv  almost   persuaded   me 

that  I  saw  the  eyelids  of  Miss  P 

moving.  I  trembled  from  head  to 
foot ;  but,  alas  I  it  was  a  delusion. 

The  dean,  much  affected,  was  pro- 
ceeding with  the  fifty-fifth  verse,  when 
such  a  tremendous  and  long-continued 
knocking  was  heard  at  the  street  door 
as  seemed  likely  to  break  it  open. 
Evenr  one  started  up  from  their  knees, 
as  if  electrified — all  moved  but  un- 
happy Agnes — and  stood  in  silent  aei- 
tation  and  astonishment.  Still  the 
knocking  was  continued,  almost  with- 
out intermission.  My  heart  suddenly 
misgave  me  as  to  the  cause. 

"Go — ^go—See  if" — stammered  my 
wife,  pale  as  ashes — endeavouring  to 
prop  up  the  drooping  mother  of  our 
patient.  Before  any  one  had  stirred 
from  the  spot  on  wmch  he  was  stand- 
ing, the  door  was  burst  open,  and  in 
rushed  Mr  N— — ,  wild  in  his  aspect, 
fi-antic  in  his  gesture,  and  his  oress 
covered  with  dust  from  head  to  foot. 
We  stood  gazing  at  him  as  though  his 
appearance  had  petrified  us. 

"  Agnes  I — my  Agnes !  "  he  ex- 
claimed,  as  if  choked  for  want  of 
breath. 

"  AoHBs! — Come ! "  he  gasped,  while 
a  smile  appeared  on  his  face  that  had 
a  gleam  of  madness  in  it. 

"  Mr  N— ^ — !  what  are  you  about  ? 
For  mercy's  sake,  be  calm !  Let  me 
lead  you,  for  a  moment,  into  another 
room,  and  all  shall  be  explained!" 
said  I,  approaching  and  grasping  him 
firmly  by  the  arm. 

"  Agues  !"  he  continued  in  a  tone 
that  made  us  tremble.  He  moved  to- 
wards the  chair  in  which  Miss  P-*— 
lay.  I  endeavoured  to  interpose,  but 
he  thrust  me  aside.  The  venerable 
dean  attempted  to  dissuade  him,  but 
met  with  no  better  a  reception  than 
myself. 

"  Agnes ! "  he  reiterated  in  a  hoarse 
whisper,  "why  won't  you  speak  to  me? 
what  are  they  doing  to  you?"     He 
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stepped  witllin  a  foot  of  the  chair 
where  she  lav — caUn  and  immOYable 
as  death  I  We  stood  by  watching  his 
movements,  in  terrifiea  apprehension 
and  uncertainty.  He  dropped  his  hat, 
which  he  had  lieen  grasping  with  con- 
vulsive force,  and  before  any  one  could 
prevent  him,  or  even  suspect  what  he 
was  about,  he  snatched  Miss  F— ~ 
out  of  the  chair,  and  compressed  her 
in  his  arms  with  frantic  force,  while  a 
delirious  laugh  burst  from  his  lips. 
We  rushed  forward  to  extricate  her 
from  his  grasp.  His  arms  gradually 
relaxed — ^he  muttered,  "  Music !  music ! 
a  dance!"  and  almost  at  the  moment 
that  we  removed  Miss  P-*—  from  him, 
fell  senseless  into  the  arms  of  the  or- 
ganist.   Mrs  P had  fainted;  my 

wife  seemed  on  the  verge  of  hjjrsterics ; 
and  the  nurse  was  crying  violently. 
Such  a  scene  of  trouble  and  terror  I 
have  seldom  witnessed  I  I  hurried  with 
the  poor  unconscious  girl  up-stairs, 
laid  ner  upon  the  bed,  shut  and  bolted 
the  door  after  me,  and  hardly  expected 
to  find  her  alive :  her  pulse,  however, 
was  calm  as  it  had  been  throughout 
the  seizure.  The  calm  of  the  Dead 
Sea  seemed  upon  her  I 

•  «  •  • 

I  feel,  however,  that  I  should  not 
protract  these  painful  scenes;  and 
shall  therefore  nurry  to  their  dose. 
The  first  letter  which  I  had  despatched 

to  Oxford  after  Mr  N ^  happened 

to  bear  on  the  outside  the  words,  *^  tpe» 
(iai  hostel"  which  procured  its  bemg 

forwarded  by  express  after  Mr  N . 

The  consternation  with  which  he  re- 
ceived and  read  it  may  be  imagined. 
He  set  off  lor  town  that  instant  in  a 
post-chaise  and  four ;  but  finding  their 
speed  insufficient,  he  took  to  horseback 
for  the  last  fiftv  miles,  and  rode  at  a 
rate  which  nearly  destroyed  both  horse 
and  rider.  Hence  his  sudden  ai^>ear- 
ance  at  my  house,  and  the  firenzy  of 

Ids  behaviour  1  After  Miss  P had 

been  carried  up-stairs,  it  was  thought 

imprudent  for  Mr  N to  conti&ue 

at  my  house,  as  he  exhibited  every 
eymptom-of  incipient  brain  fever,  and 
might  prove  wild  and  unmanageable. 
He  was  therefore  removed  at  once  to 
a  house  within  a  few  doors  ofl^  which 


was  let  out  in  furnished  lodgings.  Df 
D  accompanied  him,  and  bled  him 
immediately,  very  copiously.    I  have 

no  doubt  that  Mr  N owed  his  life 

to  that  timely  measure.  He  was  placed 
in  bed,  and  put  at  once  under  the 
most  vigorous  antiphlogistic  treat- 
ment. 

The  next  evening  beheld  Dr  D , 

the  Dean  of ^  and  mvself  around 

the  bedside  of  Agnes.  All  of  us  ex- 
pressed the  most  gloomy  apprehen- 
sions. The  dean  hsd  been  oflfering  up 
a  devout  and  most  affecting  prayer. 

"Well,  my  firiend,"  said  he  to  me, 
"she  is  in  the  hands  of  God.  All  that 
man  can  do  has  been  done ;  let  us  re- 
sign ourselves  to  the  will  of  Provi- 
dence i" 

"  Ay,  nothing  but  a  miracle  can  save 
her,  I  fear,"  replied  Dr  D , 

"  How  much  longer  do  you  think  it 
probable,  humanly  speaking,  that  the 
system  can  continue  in  this  state,  so 
as  to  give  hopes  of  ultimate  recovery?*' 
inqutfcd  the  dean. 

"I  cannot  say,"I  replied  with  a  sigh. 
"She  mtut  sink,  and  speedily.  She 
has  not  received,  since  she  was  first 
seized,  as  much  nourishment  as  would 
serve  for  an  infant's  meal ! " 

"  I  have  an  impression  that  she  will 
die  suddenly,"  said  Dr  D— ■^;  **  pos- 
sibly within  the  next  twelve  hourfi ; 
for  I  cannot  understand  how  her  ener- 
gies can  recover  firom,  or  bear  longer, 
this  fearful  paralysis !  " 

"Alas,  I  fear  so  too!"         •        ♦' 

"I  have  heard  some  firightful  in- 
stances of  premature  burial  in  cases 
like  this,"  said  the  dean.  "I  hope 
you  will  not  think  of  committing  her 
remains  to  tiie  earth,  before  you  are 
satisfied,  beyond  a  doubt,  that  life  is 
extinct."  I  made  no  reply — my  emo- 
tions nearly  choked  me — I  could  not 
bear  to  contemplate  such  an  event. 

"Do  you  know,"  said  Dr  D— — ^ 
with  an  apprehensive  air,  "I  have 
been  thinlong  latterly  of  the  awful 
possibility,  that,  notwithstanding  the 
stagnation  of  her  physical  powers,  her 
xnrD  mav  be  sound,  and  perfectly  con- 
scions  of  all  that  has  transpired  about 
her!" 

"Why— why,"  stammered  the  Dean, 
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turning  pale—"  what  if  she  hai-^hss 
heard  all  that  has  heen  said  I  "* 

"Ay!"  replied  Dr  D— ,  tmeon- 
ficiouf  ly  sinking  his  voice  to  a  whisper, 
"  I  know  of  a  case — ^in  fact,  a  friend  of 
mine  has  just  published  it — in  which 
a  woman  ^—  There  was  a  faint 
knocking  at  the  door,  and  I  stepped  to 
it,  for  the  purpose  of  in<fuiring  what 
was  wanted.  While  I  was  in  the  act 
of  closing  it  again,  I  overheard  Dr 
D  '  '  ■*8  voice  exclaim  in  aii  affinghted 
tone,  "  Great  God !  "  and  on  turning 
round,  I  saw  the  dean  moving  from 
the  bed,  his  face  white  as  ashes,  and 
he  fell  from  his  chair  as  if  in  a  fit. 
How  shall  I  describe  what  I  saw  on 
approaching  the  bed? 

The  moment  before  I  had  left  Miss 

P lying  in  her  usual  position,  and 

with  her  eyes  closed.  They  were  now 
wide  open,  and  staring  upwards  with 
an  expression  I  have  no  language  to 
describe.  It  reminded  me  of  what  I 
had  seen  when  I  first  discovered  her 
in  the  fit.  Blood,  too,  was  streaming 
from  her  nostrils  and  mouth — in  short, 
a  more  frightful  spectacle  I  never  wit- 
nessed, m  a  moment,  both  Dr  D' 
and  I  seemed  to  have  lost  all  power 
of  motion.  Here,  then,  was  the  B]^U 
broken!  The  trance  over! — ^I  im- 
plored Dr  D to  recollect  himself, 

«nd  conduct  the  dean  from  the  room, 
while  I  would  attend  to  Miss  P—- — . 
The  nurse  was  instantly  at  my  side, 
but  violently  agitated.  She  quickly 
procured  warm  water,  sponges,  cloths, 
&c.,  with  which  she  at  onoe  wiped 
away  and  encouraged  the  bleeding. 
The  first  sound  uttered  by  Miss  P-- — 
was  a  long  deep-drawn  sigh,  which 
seemed  to  relieve  her  bosom  of  an  in- 
tolerable sense  of  oppression.  Her 
eyes  gradually  closed  again,  «id  she 
moved  her  head  away,  at  the  same 
time  raising  her  trembling  right  hand 
to  her  face.  Again  she  sighed — again 
opened  her  e^res,  and,  to  my  delight, 
their  expression  was  more  natural 
than  bemre.  She  looked  languidly 
about  her  for  a  moment,  as  if  examin* 

*  In  almost  er^ry  known  inotanoo  of  re- 
covery from  catalepsy,  the  patients  have  deo 
dared  that  they  heard  eve^  word  tiutt  had 
been  uttered  heside  them  I 


ing  the  bed-cUrtains — ^and  her  eyes 
closed  again.  I  sent  for  some  weak 
brandy^  and -^wat^y  and  gave  her  a 
little  m  a  teaspoon.  She  swallowed 
it  with  great  dimedty.  I  ordered  som^ 
warm  water  to  be  got  ready  for  her 
feet,  to  equalise  the  circulation ;  and 
whUe  it  was  preparing,  sat  by  her 
watching  every  motion  of  her  features 
with  the  most  eager  anxiety.  "  How 
are  you,  Agnes?  I  whispered.  She 
turned  languidly  towards  me,  opened 
her  eyes,  and  shook  her  head  feehly-^ 
but  gave  me  no  answer. 

"Do  you  feel  pain  anywhere?"  I 
inqmrecL  A  faint  smile  stole  about 
her  mouth,  but  she  did  not  utter  a  syl* 
lable.  Sensible  that  her  exhausted  con- 
dition required  repose,  I  determined 
not  to  tax  her  newly-recovered  enep* 
g^es ;  so  I  ordered  her  a  gentle  com- 
posing draught  and  left  her  in  the  care 
of  the  nurse,  promising  to  return  by 
and  by,  to  see  how  my  sweet  patient 
went  on.  I  found  that  the  dean  had 
left.  After  swallowing  a  little  wine 
and  water,  he  recovered  sufficiently 
from  the  shodc  he  had  received,  to  be 

able,  with  Dr  D 's  assistance,  to 

step  into  his  carriage,  leaving  his  so- 
lemn benediction  for  Miss  P . 

As  it  was  growing  late,  I  sent  my 
wife  to  bed,  and  ordered  coffee  in  my 
study,  whithet  I  retired,  and  sat  lost 
in  conjecture  and  reverie  till  nearly 
one  o'clock.  I  then  repaired  to  my 
patient's  room ;  but  my  entrance  starts 
led  her  from  a  sleep  that  had  lasted 
almost  since  I  had  left.  As  soon  as  I 
sat  down  by  her,  she  opened  her  eyes 
— and  my  heart  leaped  with  joy  to  see 
their  increasing  calmness — their  ex- 
pression resembling  what  had  oft  de- 
lighted me  while  she  was  in  health, 
^er  eyeing  me  steadilv  for  a  few 
moments,  she  seemed  suddenly  to  r«» 
cognise  me.  "Doctor 1 "  she  whim- 
pered, in  the  faintest  possible  whisper, 
while  a  smile  stole  over  her  languia 
features.  I  gently  grasped  her  hand ; 
and  in  doing  so  my  tears  fell  upon  hei 
cheek. 

"  How  strange !  "  she  whispered 
again  in  a  tone  as  feeble  as  befi>re. 
aD»  gently  moved  her  hand  into  mine, 
and  I  clasped  the  trembling  liUed 
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fingers,  with  an  emotion  I  cannot  ex- 
press. She  noticed  my  agitation ;  and 
the  tears  came  into  her  eyes,  while 
her  lip  quivered,  as  though  she  were 
going  to  speak.  I  implored  her,  how- 
ever, not  to  utter  a  word,  till  she  was 
better  able  to  do  it  without  exhaustion ; 
and,  lest  my  presence  should  tempt 
her  bejrond  her  strength,  I  bade  her 
good-night — her  poor  slender  fingers 
once  more  compressed  mine  —  and  I 
left  her  to  the  care  of  the  nurse,  with 
a  whispered  injunction  to  step  to  me 
instantly  if  any  change  took  place  in 
Agnes.  I  could  not  sleep  I  1  felt  a 
prodigious  burden  removed  from  my 
mind;  and  woke  my  wife  that  she 
might  share  in  my  joy. 

I  received  no  summons  during  the 
night ;  and  on  entering  her  room  about 
nine  o'clock  in  the  morning,  I  found 

that  Miss  P had  taken  a  little 

arrow-root  in  the  course  of  the  night, 
and  slept  calmly,  with  but  few  inter- 
vals. She  had  sighed  frequently ;  and 
once  or  twice  conversed  for  a  short 
time  with  the  nurse  about  heaven — as 
I  understood.  She  was  much  stronger 
than  I  had  expected  to  find  her.  I 
welcomed  her  affectionately,  and  she 
asked  me  how  I  was — in  a  tone  that 
surprised  me  by  its  strength  and  firm- 
ness. 

" Is  the  storm  over?"  she  inquired, 
looking  towards  the  window. 

"Oh  yes — ^long,  long  ago!"  I  re- 
plied, seeing  at  once  that  she  seemed 
to  have  no  consciousness  of  the  inter- 
val that  had  elapsed. 

"And  are  you  all  well?— Mrs *' 

(my  wife),  "  how  is  she  ?  " 

"  You  shall  see  her  shortly." 

"  Then  no  one  was  hurt  ? 

"  Not  a  hair  of  our  heads ! " 

"  How  frightened  I  must  have 
been!" 

"  Poh,  poh,  Agnes !  Nonsense  ! 
Forget  it  !^* 

"Then — the  world  is  not — there 
has  been  no — is  all  the  same  as  it 
was  ?"  she  murmured,  eyeing  me  ap- 
prehensively. 

"The  world  come  to  an  end— do 
you  mean?"  She  nodded,  with  a 
disturbed  air — "Oh,  no,  noj  It  was 
merely  a  thunder-storm." 


"  And  is  it  quite  over,  and  gone?**' 

"Long  ago!  Do  you  feel  hun- 
gry?" I  inquired,  hoping  to  direct 
her  thoughts  firom  a  topic  I  saw 
agitated  her. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  such  lightning?" 
she  asked,  without  regarding  my  ques- 
tion. 

"Why— certainly  it  was  very  alarm- 
ing"— 

"Yes,  it  was!  Do  you  know, 
doctor,"  she  continued,  with  a  mys- 
terious air — "  I — I— saw — yes  — 
there  were  strange  faces  in  the  light- 
ning"— 

"  Come,  child,  you  rave ! " 

— "They  seemed  coming  towards 
the  world.^* 

Her  voice  trembled,  the  colour  of 
her  face  changed. 

"Well — if  you  unU  talk  such  non- 
sense, Agnes,  I  must  leave  you.  I 
will  go  and  fetch  my  wife.  Would 
you  like  to  see  her? 

"  IkU  N to  come  to  me  to-day — 

I  must  see  hih.  I  have  a  message  for 
him!"  She  said  this  with  a  sudden 
energy  that  surprised  me,  while  her 
eye  brightened  as  it  settled  on  me.  Her 
last  words  surprised  and  disturbed  me. 
Were  her  intellects  affected !  How  did 
she  know — ^how  could  she  conjecture 
that  he  was  within  reach  ?  I  took  an  op- 
portunity of  asking  the  nurse  whether 

she  had  mentioned  Mr  N' *s  name  to 

her ;  but  not  a  syllable  had  been  inter- 
changed upon  the  subject. 

Before  setting  out  on  my  daily  visits, 
I  stepped  into  ner  room,  to  take  my 
leave.  I  was  quitting  the  room,  when, 
happening  to  look  back,  I  saw  her 
beckoning  to  me.    I  returned. 

"  I  MUST  see  N this  evening !" 

said  she,  with  a  solemn  emphasis  that 
startled  me;  and  as  soon  as  she  had 
uttered  the  words,  she  turned  her  head 
from  me,  as  if  she  wished  no  more  to 
be  said. 

My  first  visit  was  to  Mr  N , 

whom  I  found  in  a  very  weak  state, 
but  so  much  recovered  firom  his  ill- 
ness as  to  be  sitting  up,  and  partially 
dressed.  He  was  perfecUy  calm  and  col- 
lected ;  and,  in  answer  to  his  earnest 
inquiries,  I  gave  him  a  full  account  of 
the  nature  of  Miss  P-~— 's  illness.  He 
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received  the  intelligence  of  the  favour- 
able change  that  had  occurred  with 
evident  though  silent  ecstasy.  After 
much  inward  doubt  and  hesitation,  I 
thought  I  might  venture  to  tell  him  of 
the  parting — the  twice-repeated  re- 
quest she  had  made.  The  intellie^ence 
blanched  his  already  palUd  cheeks  to 
a  whiter  hue,  and  he  trembled  vio- 
lently. 

"  Did  you  tell  her  I  was  in  town  ? 
Did  she  recollect  me?" 

"No  one  has  breathed  your  name 
to  her  I "  I  replied. 

•  «  ••  * 

"Well,  doctor,  if,  on  the  whole,  you 
think  so — ^that  it  would  be  safe,"  said 

N ,  after  we  had  talked  much  on 

the  matter — "I  will  step  over  and 
see  her  ;  but — it  looks  very — very 
strange!" 

"  Whatever  whim  may  actuate  her, 
I  think  it  better,  on  the  whole,  to 
gratify  her.  Your  refusal  may  be  at- 
tended with  infinitely  worse  eflfects 
than  an  interview.  However,  you 
shall  hear  from  me  again.  I  wUl 
see  if  she  continues  in '  the  same 
mind ;  and  if  so,  I  will  step  over  and 
tell  you." — ^I  took  my  leave. 

A  few  moments  before  stepping 
down  to  dinner,  I  sat  beside  Miss 

P ^  making  my  usual  inquiries; 

and  was  gratified  to  find  that  her 
progress,  though  slow,  seemed  sure. 
I  was  leaving,  when,  with  similar 
emphasis  to  that  she  had  previously 
displayed,  she  again  said — 

"Bejnember!  N must  be  here 

to-night  I " 

I  was  confounded.  What  could  be 
the  meaning  of  this  mysterious  per- 
tinacity ?  I  felt  distracted  with  doubt, 
and  dissatisfied  with  myself  for  what 
I  had  told  to  N .  I  felt  answer- 
able for  whatever  ill  effects  might 
ensue ;  and  yet  what  could  I  do  ? 

It  was  evening— a  mild,  though 
lustrous  July  evening.  The  skies 
were  all  blue  and  white,  save  where 
the  retiring  sunlight  produced  a  mel- 
low mixture  of  colours  towards  the 
west.  Not  a  breath  of  air  disturbed 
the  serene  complacency.  Hv  wife 
and  I  sat  on  each  side  of  the  bed 


where  lay  our  lovely  invalid,  looking, 
despite  her  illness,  beautiful,  and  in 
comparative  health.  Her  hair  waa 
parted  with  negligent  simplicity  over 
ner  pale  forehead.  Her  eyes  were 
brilliant,  and  her  cheeks  occasionally 
flushed.  She  spoke  scarce  a  word  to 
us  as  we  sat  beside  her.  I  gazed  at 
her  with  doubt  and  apprehension.  I 
was  aware  that  health  could  not  pos- 
sibly produce  the  colour  and  vivacity 
of  her  complexion  and  eyes ;  and  felt 
at  a  loss  to  what  I  should  refer  it. 

"Agnes,  level — How  beautiful  is 
the  setting  sun ! "  exclaimed  my  wife, 
drawing  aside  the  curtains. 

"  Baise  me !    Let  me  look  at  it  I " 

replied    Miss    P faintly.      She 

gazed  earnestly  at  the  magnificent 
object  for  some  minutes;  and  then 
abruptly  said  to  me — 

"He  will  be  here  soon?" 

"  In  a  few  moments  I  expect  him. 
But — Ag^es — why  do  you  wish  to 
see  him?" 

She  sighed,  and  shook  her  head. 

It  had  heen  arranged  that  Dr  D- — 

should  accompany  Mr  N to  my 

house,  and  conduct  him  up -stairs, 
after  strongly  enjoining  on  nim  the 
necessity  there  was  for  controlling 
his  feehugs,  and  displaying  as  little 
emotion  as  possible.  My  heart  leaped 
into  my  mouth — as  the  saying  is — 
when  I  heard  the  expected  knock  at 
the  door. 

"  N is  come  at  last ! "  said  I  in 

a  gentle  tone,  looking  earnestly  at 
her,  to  see  if  she  was  agitated.  It 
was  not  the  case.  She  sighed,  but 
evinced  no  trepidation. 

"  Shall  he  be  shown  in  at  once?"  I 
inquired. 

"No — wait  a  few  moments,"  replied 
the  extraordinary  girl,  and  seemed 
lost  in  thought  for  about  a  minute. 
"Now!"  she  exclaimed;  and  I  sent 
down  the  nurse,  herself  pale  and 
trembling  with  apprehension,  to  re- 
quest the  attendance  of  Dr  D 

and  Mr  N . 

As  they  were  heard  slowly  ap- 
proaching the  room,  I  looked  anx- 
iously at  my  patient,  and  kept  my 
fingers  at  her  pulse.  There  was  not 
a  symptom  of  flutter  or  agitation* 
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At  length  the  door  was  opened,  and 

Dr  D slowly  entered,  with  N 

upon  his  arm.  As  soon  as  his  pale 
trembling  figure  was  visible,  a  calm 
and   heayenly    smile    beamed   upon 

the  countenance  of  Miss  P .     It 

was  fiill  of  ineffable  loveliness  I  She 
stretched  outher  right  arm ;  he  pressed 
it  to  his  lips,  without  uttering  a  word. 
My  eyes  were  riveted  on  the  fea- 
tures of  Miss  P .     Either  they 

deceived  me,  or  I  saw  a  strange  al- 
teration— as  if  a  cloud  were  stealinir 
over  her  face.  I  was  rirht ! — We  aU 
observed  her  colour  facQng  rapidly. 
I  rose  from  my  chair ;  Dr  B— —  also 
came  nearer,  thinking  she  was  on  the 
verge  of  faintine.  Her  eye  was  fixed 
upon  the  flushed  features  of  her  lover. 


and  gleamed  with  radiance.  She 
gently  elevated  both  her  arms  to- 
wards him,  and  he  leaned  over  her. 

"PbbpabbI"  she  exclaimed,  in  » 
low  thrilling  tone  ;--her  features  be- 
came paler  and  paler— her  arms  fell. 
She  had  spoken — she  had  breathed 
her  last.    She  was  dead  I 

Within  twelve  months  poor  N— 
followed  her;  and,  to  the  period  of 
his  death,  no  other  word  or  tiiought 
seemed  to  occupy  his  mind  but  the 
momentous  wammg  which  had  issued 

from  the  lips  of  Agnes  P ,  Pbb- 

pareI 

I  have  no  mystery  to  solve,  no  de- 
nouement to  make.  I  tell  the  fiute 
as  they  occurred ;  and  hope  t&ey  may 
not  be  told  in  vain  1 


CHAPTER   XXV. 


THB  MAGDALEN. 


Dbspibed  daughter  of  frailty !  Out- 
cast of  outcasts  1  Poor  wayward 
lamb,  torn  by  the  foulest  wolf  of  the 
forest  1  My  tears  shall  fall  on  your 
memoty,  as  often  thejr  did  over  the 
wretched  recital  of  sin  and  shame 
which  I  listened  to  on  your  deserted 
deathbed  I  Oh,  that  they  could  have 
fallen  on  you  early  enough  to  wash 
away  the  first  stain  of  guilt;  that 
they  could  have  trickled  down  upon 
your  heart  in  time  to  soften  it  once 
more  into  virtue  I 

Ill-£Eited  victim,  towards  whom  the 
softest  heart  of  tenderness  that  throbs 
in  your  sex,  beats,  not  with  sympathy, 
but  scorn  and  anger  I  My  heart  hath 
yearned  towards  thee,  when  none  else 
knew  of  thee,  or  cared  for  thy  fate  1 
Yes ;  and  above  all,  (devoutly  be  the 
hoi>e  expressed !)  the  voice  of  Heaven 
wmspered  in  tmne  aching  ear  peace 
and  forgiveness ;  so  that  death  was 
but  as  the  dark  seal  of  thy  pa^on 


registered  in  the  courts  of  Eternal 
Mercy  I 

Many  as  are  the  scenes  of  guilt  and 
misery  sketched  in  this  Diary,  I  know 
not  that  I  have  api>roached  any  with 
feelings  of  deeper  grief  than  that  which 
it  is  my  painful  lot  now  to  lay  before 
the  public.  Beader,  if  your  tears 
start,  if  your  heart  ache  as  you  go  on 
with  the  gloomy  narrative — pause, 
that  those  tears  may  swell  into  a 
stream,  that  that  heart  may  weQ-nigh 
break,  to  think  how  common,  how 
everyday  is  the  story  I 

Look  round  you,  upon  the  garden 
of  humanity ;  see  where  the  lilies, 
lovely  and  white  as  snow  in  their 
virgin  purity,  are  blooming»8e»— 
see  how  many  of  them  suddenly  fade, 
wither,  fall!  Qo  nearer,  and  oehold 
an  adder  lying  coiled  around  their 
stems  1  Thmk  of  this^— and  then  be 
yourself— young  maUi  or  old— that 
ADDBB  if  yon  can  I 
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About  nine  o'clock  on  a  miserable 
jBundajr  evening,  in  October  18 — i  we 
were  sitting  quietly  at  home  around 
ova  brisk  fire,  listening,  in  occasional 
intervals  of  ulence,  to  the  rain  which, 
as  it  had  daring  the  whole  of  the  day, 
still  came  down  heavily,  accompanied 
with  the  dreary  whistlmg  of  the  wind. 
The  gloom  without  served  but  to  en- 
hance by  contrast  the  cheerfulness — 
the  sense  of  snugness  within.  I  was 
watching  my  good  wife  discharjra  her 
re^lar  Sunday  evening  duty  of  cate- 
chising the  children,  and  pleasing  my- 
self with  the  promptitnae  and  accu- 
racy of  my  youngest  child's  replies, 
.when  the  servant  brought  me  up 
word  that  I  was  wanted  below.  I 
went  down  stairs  immediately.  In 
the  hall,  just  beneath  the  lamp,  sat  the 
ungainly  figure  of  a  short,  fat,  bloated 
old  Jewess. 

*'  This  here  lad^  wishes  to  see  vou, 
sir,"  said  she,  rising  with  a  confident, 
and  I  fancied  somewhat  tipsy,  tone 
and  air,  and  handing  to  me  a  small 
dirty  slip  of  paper,  on  which  was 

written,  ^*  Miss  Edwards,  No.  11, 

Court,  -^-  Street  (3d  iloor)."  The 
handwriting  of  the  paper,  nasty  as 
was  the  glance  I  gave  at  it,  struck 
me.  It  was  small  and  elegant,  but 
evidently  the  production  <^  a  weak  or 
unsteady  hand. 

'*  Fray^  what  is  the  matter  with  this 
lady?"  I  inquired. 

"Hatter,  sir?  Hatter  enough,  I 
warrant  me!  The  young  woman's 
not  long  to  live,  as  I  reckon.  She's 
worn  out — that  s  all ! "  she  replied, 
with  a  fireedom  amounting  to  rude- 
ness, which  at  once  gave  me  an  ink- 
ling of  her  real  character.  "  Do  you 
think  it  absolutel^r  necessary  for  me 
to  call  on  her  to-night?"  I  inquiired, 
not  much  Hkinff  the  sort  of  place  I  was 
likely  to  be  led  to. 

"  She  does,  I  £ftncy,  poor  thing-— and 
she  re^  looks  very  ill!" 

"  Is  it  any  sudden  illness  ?" 

"  No,  sir— it's  been  coming  on  this 
lonff  time— ever  since  she  came  to  live 
witn  me.  Hy  dau^^ter  and  I  thinks 
•'tis  a  decline.^' 

"  Couldn't  you  take  her  to  a  dispen- 
sary?" said  Ij  doubtingly. 


*'  Harry— you'll  be  paid  for  your 
visit,  I  suppose.  Isn't  that  enough  f" 
said  the  woman,  with  an  impudent 
air. 

"  Well,  well— I'll  follow  you  in  a 
minute  or  two,"  said  I,  opening  the 
street  door,  for  there  was  something 
in  the  woman's  appearance  that  I  hated 
to  have  in  my  house. 

"I  say,  sir  I"  she  called  out,  in  an 
under-tone,  as  I  was  somewhat  uncere- 
moniously shutting  the  door  upon  her, 
"  you  mustn't  be  put  out  of  your  way, 
mmd,  if  any  of  my  girls  should  be 
about.    They're  noisy  devils,  to  be 

sure,  but  they  won't  meddle  " The 

closing  of  the  door  prevented  my  hear- 
ing the  conclusion  of  the  sentence.  I 
stood  for  a  few  moments  irresolute. 
Hy  duty,  however^  so  far  seemed  clear, 
and  all  minor  considerations,  Ithought, 
should  give  way ;  so  I  equipped  my- 
self ouickly,  and  set  out  on  my  wall, 
whicn  was  as  unpleasant  as  wind,  rain, 
and  darkness  could  make  it. 

I  do  not  see  why  I  should  mince 
matters  by  hesitating  to  state  that  the 
house  in  which  I  found  myself,  after 
about  ten  minutes'  walk,  was  one 
of  ill  fame— and  that,  too,  apparently, 
of  the  lowest  and  vilest  description. 
The  street  which  led  to  -—  Court 
was  narrow,  ill  lighted,  and  noisy — 
swanning  with  persons  and  places  of 
infJEunous  character.  I  was  almost 
alarmed  tat  my  personal  safety  as  I 
passed  them ;  and,  on  entering  the 
court,  trembled  for  a  valuable  repeater 
I  had  about  me.  At  that  moment,  too, 
I  happened  to  recollect  having  read, 
some  time  before,  in  a  police  report, 
an  account  of  a  method  of  entrapping 
unwary  persoxuL  very  similar  in  cir- 
cumstances to  those  in  which  I  found 
myself  at  that  moment.  A  medical 
man  was  suddenly  summoned  to  see — 
he  was  told— a  dying  patient ;  but,  on 
reaching  the  residence  of  the  supposed 
invalid,  ne  was  set  upon  uneznectedly 
by  thieves,  robbed  of  everytning  he 
had  about  him,  and  turned  into  the 
street,  severely,  if  not  dangerously, 
beaten.  A  pleasant  reminiscence  ! 
ConcealiAg,  however,  my  watch  as 
well  as  i  could,  and  buttoning  my 
great-coat  up  to  the  chiji,  I  resolved 
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to  persevere,  trusting  to  the  protection 
of  Providence..  The  life  of  a  feUow- 
creatnre  might  really  be  at  stake ;  and, 
besides,  I  was  no  stranger  to  scenes 
of  misery  and  destitution  among  the 
lowest  orders. 

Court  was  a  nest  of  hornets. 

The  dull  light  of  a  single  lamp  in  the 
middle  of  it,  showed  me  the  slatternly 
half-dressed  figures  of  young  women, 
clustering  about  the  open  doors  of 
evenr  house  in  the  court,  and  laughing 
loudly,  as  they  occasionally  shouted 
their  vile  ribaldries  to  one  another 
across  the  court.  All  this  was  sick- 
ening and  ill-omened  enough ;  but  I  re- 
solved not  even  yet  to  give  up.  No.  11, 
I  found,  was  the  last  house  in  the 
court ;  and  just  as  I  was  going  to  in- 
quire of  a  filthy  creature  squatting  on 
tne  door-steps,  she  called  out  to  some 
one  within,  "  Mother!  mother! — ^here*s 
the  doctor  come  to  see  Sail !" 

Her  "  mother,"  the  wretch  who  had 
called  upon  me,  presently  waddled  un- 
steadily to  the  door,  with  a  candle  in 
her  hand.  She  seemed  to  have  been 
disturbed  at  drinking;  and,  a  little  to 
my  alarm,  I  heard  the  gruff  voice  of  a 
man  in  the  room  she  had  just  quitted. 

"Please  to  follow  me,  sir.  This 
way,  sir.  The  young  woman  is  up- 
stairs.  Bett!"  she  called  out,  sud- 
denly stopping,  and  turning  round, 
**  come  and  take  this  here  gentleman's 
wet  umbrella,  and  dry  it  by  the  fire  I" 

"Thank  you—thank  you— 1*11  not 
trouble  you !  I'll  carry  it  with  me ; 
'tis  not  wrw  wet,"  I  replied  hastily,  as 
I  held  it— but  dripping  at  every  step. 
I  did  not  choose,  oelieve  me,  to  part 
with  what  I  might  never  see  again. 
It  mi^ht,  too— though  Gk)d  prevent  the 
occasion  J— be  a  small  matter  of  de- 
fence to  me,  if  my  fears  about  the  na- 
ture of  my  errand  should  be  verified. 
The  moment,  however,  that  the  bed- 
room door  was  opened,  other  emotions 
than  that  of  apprehension  occupied  my 
mind.  The  apartment  was  little  if 
at  all  superior  to  that  which  I  have 
describea  in  a  former  paper,  as  the 
residence  of  the  Irish  mmily,  the 
"O'Hurdles  ;'*•  but  it  was  much  small- 

•  *♦  Rich  and  Poor/'  page  221. 


er,  and  infinitely  filthier.  A  candle, 
that  seemed  never  to  have  been  snufied, 
stood  on  the  chimney-t>iece,  beside  one 
or  two  filthy  cups  and  jupi,  shedding 
a  dull  dismal  sort  of  twilight  over  an 
old  rush-bottomed  chair  or  two,  a  small 
rickety  chest  of  drawers,  an  old  hair 
trunk  with  the  lid  broken  in,  a  small 
circular  table,  on  which  was  a  phial 
and  a  teacup ;  and  along  the  further 
extremity  of  the  room,  a  wretched 
pallet,  aU  tossed  and  disordered.  A 
scanty  fire  was  burning  in  a  very 
small  grate,  and  the  inclemency  of  the 
weather  seemed  completely  excluded 
by  a  little  window,  two-thirds  of  whose 
panes  were,  however,  stuffed  with  rags, 
paper,  &o.  I  felt  disposed,  immediatdy 
on  entering,  to  remove  one  of  them, 
for  there  was  a  horrid  closeness  in  the 
room. 

"  Well,  there  she  is  in  the  bed,  poor 
devil,  ill  enough,  I'll  answer  for't," 
said  the  old  woman,  panting  with  the 
effort  of  ascending  the  stairs.  Beach- 
ing down  the  candle  firom  the  chimney- 
piece,  she  snuffed  it  with  her  fingers, 
and  set  it  upon  the  table ;  and  uien, 
after  stirring  up  the  fire,  she  took  up 
the  candle  she  had  brought,  and  with- 
drew, saying,  as  she  went  out,  *'  Miss 
Awards  said  she'd  rather  see  you 
alone,  so  I'm  off,  you  know.  If  you 
want  anything,  I  dare  say  you  can  call 
out  for  it ;  some  of  the  girls  will  be 
sure  to  hear  you." 

I  was  happy  to  be  relieved  of  her 
presence.  When  the  door  had  closed 
upon  her,  I  drew  one  of  the  chairs  to 
the  bedside,  together  with  the  table 
and  candle,  and  beheld  the  figure  of  a 
female  lying  on  her  back  amidst  the 
disordered  clothes,  her  black  hair 
stretched  dishevelled  over  the  dirty 
pillow,  and  her  face  completely  con- 
cealed beneath  both  hands. 

"Well,  madam,  are  you  in  much 
pain?"  I  inquired,  gently  trying,  at 
the  same  time,  to  disengage  her  nrht 
hand,  that  I  mig^t  both  feel  her  pulse 
and  see  her  countenance.  I  did  not 
succeed,  however,  for  her  hands  were 
clasped  over  her  face  with  some  little 
force;  and  as  I  made  the  effort  I  have 
mentioned,  a  faint  sob  burst  from  her. 

''Come,  come,  madam,"  I  continued, 
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in  as  gentle  a  tone  as  I  conld,  renew- 
ing the  effort  to  dislodge  her  hand, 
"I'm  afraid  you  are  in  mnch  pain! 
Don't,  however,  prevent  my  doing 
what  little  may  he  in  my  newer  to 
relieve  you ! "    Still  her  hanas  moved 

not.    "I  am  Dr ;  you  yourself 

cent  for  me!  What  is  ailing  you? 
You  need  not  hide  your  face  from  me 
in  this  strange  way ! — Come" 

"  There,  then ! — Do  you  Jmow  «j«  ?" 
she  exclaimed,  in  a  faint  shriek,  at  the 
same  time  starting  up  suddenly  in  hed) 
and  removing  her  hands  from  ner  face, 
which — ^her  hair  pressed  away  on  each 
side  hy  her  hands — ^was  turned  towards 
me  with  an  anguished,  affrighted  stare, 
her  features  white  and  wasted.  The  sud- 
denness and  singularity  of  the  action 
sufficiently  startled  me.  She  continued 
in  the  same  attitude  and  expression  of 
countenance  (the  latter  most  vividlv 
recallin&f  to  my  mind  that  of  Mrs  Sia- 
dons,  celehrated  in  pictures,  in  the  most 
agitating  crisis  of  ner  Lady  Macheth), 
hreathing  in  short  quick  gasps,  and 
with  her  eyes  fixed  wildly  upon  me. 
If  the  look  did  not  petrify  me,  as  the 
fabled  head  of  Medusa,  it  shocked,  or 
rather  horrified  me,  beyond  all  expres- 
sion, as  I  gazed  at  it ;  for — could  my 
eyes  see  aright? — ^I  gradually  recoff- 
nised  the  face  as  one  known  to  me. 
The  cold  thrill  that  passed  through 
me,  the  sickening  sensations  I  then 
experienced,  creep  over  me  now  that 
I  am  writing. 

"  Why— am  I  right  ?— Eleanor  ! " 
I  exclaimed  faintly,  my  hands  elevated 
with  consternation,  at  the  same  time 
almost  doubting  the  evidence  of  my 
senses.  She  made  me  no  reply,  but 
shook  her  head  with  firantic  violence 
for  a  few  moments,  and  then  sunk  ex- 
hausted on  her  pillow.  I  would  have 
spoken  to  her— I  would  have  touched 
her ;  but  the  shock  of  what  I  had  just 
seen  had  momentarily  unnerved  me. 
I  did  not  recover  my  self-possession 
till  I  found  that  she  had  fainted.  Oh, 
mercy,  mercy !  what  a  wreck  of  beauty 
was  1  gazing  on !  Could  it  be  possible? 
Was  this  pallid,  worn-out,  death-struck 
creature,  Ijring  in  such  a  den  of  guilt 
and  pollution  ?  Was  this  the  gay  and 
beautiful  girl  I  had  once  known  as  the 


star  of  the  place  where  she  resided — 
whom  my  wife  knew — ^whom,  in  short, 
we  had  both  known,  and  that  familiar- 
ly ?  The  truth  .flashed  in  a  moment 
over  my  shuddering,  reluctant  soul. 
I  must  be  gazing  on  the  spoil  of  the 
seducer !  I  looked  with  horror,  not  to 
say  loathing,  on  her  lifeless  features, 
till  I  began  to  doubt  whether,  after 
all,  they  could  really  be  those  I  took 
them  to  be.  But  ner  extraordinary 
conduct — ^there  could  be  no  mistake 
when  I  thought  of  that. 

With  the  aid  of  a  vinaigrette,  which 
I  always  carried  about  with  me,  and 
dashing  a  little  cold  water  in  her  face, 
she  gradually  revived.  The  moment 
her  wowly-opening  e^es  fell  upon  me, 
she  closed  them  again,  turned  aside 
her  head  with  a  convulsive  start,  and 
covered  her  face,  as  before,  with  her 
hands. 

"Come,  come,  Miss  B ^," —  a 

stifled  groan  burst  from  her  lips  on 
hearing  me  mention  her  real  name, 
and  she  shook  her  head  with  agony 
unutterable,  "you  must  be  calm,  or  I 
can  do  nothing  for  you.  There's  no- 
thing to  alarm  you,  surely,  in  me !  I 
am  come  at  your  own  request,  and 
wish  to  be  of  service  to  you.  Tell  me 
at  once,  now,  where  do  you  feel  pain?  " 

"  Here  I "  replied  the  wretched  girl, 
placing  her  left  hand  with  convulsive 
energy  upon  her  heart.  Oh,  the  tone 
of  her  voice !  I  would  to  Heaven — ^I 
would  to  Heaven,  that  the  blackest 
seducer  on  earth  could  have  been  pre- 
sent to  hear  her  utter  that  one  word! 

"  Have  you  any  pain  in  the  other 
side?"  I  inquired,  looking  away  from 
her  to  conceal  my  emotion,  and  trying 
to  count  her  pulses.  She  nodded  with 
an  anguished  air  in  the  affirmative. 

"  Do  you  spit  much  during  the  day? 
Any  blood,  Miss  B ?" 

"  Miss  B— ! "  she  echoed  with  a 
smile  of  mingled  despair  and  grief; 
"  call  me  rather  Deviti  Don't  mock 
me  with  kind  words  I  Don't,  doctor ! 
No,  not  a  word— a  single  word — a 
word,"  she  continued  with  increasing 
wildness  of  tone  and  air.  "  See,  I'm 
prepared!  I'm  beforehand!  I  expected 
something  like  this! — Don't — don't 
dare  me!  Look!**  She  suddenly  thinist 
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her  right  hand  under  the  bed-clothes, 
and,  to  my  horror,  drew  from  under 
them  a  table-knife,  which  she  shook 
before  me  with  the  air  of  a  maniac. 
I  wrenched  it  out  of  her  hand  with  little 
difficulty. 

"  Well,  then — so— so"-HBhe  gasped, 
clutchingather  throat  with  both  hands. 
I  rose  up  from  my  chair,  telling  her  in 
a  stem  tone,  that  if  she  persisted  in 
such  wild  antics,  I  should  leaye  her  at 
once;  that  my  time  was  yaluable,  and 
the  hour  besides  growing  late. 

"  Go— go,  then !  Desert  one  whom 
the  world  has  already  deserted ! — ^Yes, 
go — ^go  away — ^I  deserve  no  bettei>- 
and  yet — from  what  I  once  knew  of  you 
— I  did  not  expect  itT*  exclaimed  the 
miserable  girl,  bursting  into  a  flood  of 
bitter  but  reUeving  tears.  Finding 
that  what  I  had  said  had  produced  its 
desired  effect,  I  resumed  my  seat.  There 
was  a  silence  of  several  moments. 

"  I — I  siq)pose  you  are  shocked — ^to 
—to  see  me  here — ^but  youVe  heard  it 
all" ^said  she  faintly. 

"  Oh— well  talk  about  that  by  and 
by !  I  must  first  see  about  your  health. 
I  am  afraid  you  are  very  ill ;  haven*t 
you  been  long  so? — ^Why  did  not  you 
send  for  me  earlier? — Kely  unon  it, 
you  need  not  have  sent  twice! 

"Oh — can  you  ask  me,  doctor? — ^I 
dared  not ! — ^I  wish— oh,  how  I  wish  I 
had  not  sent  for  you  now!  The  sight 
of  you  has  driven  me  nearly  mad! 
You  must  see  that  it  hafr—but  you  did 
not  mean  it !  Oh ! — oh !  — oh ! "  she 
groaned,  apparently  half  choked — 
"  what  I  feel  hebs  !  pressing  both  her 
hands  upon  her  heart,  "  what  a  heUI" 
quivering  forth  the  last  word  with  an 
intonation  that  was  fearful. 

"  Once  more — ^I  entreat  you  to  check 
your  feelings,  otherwise  it  is  absurd 
for  me  to  be  here !  What  good  can  I 
possibly  do  you,  if  you  rave  in  this 
manner?"  said  I,  speaking  sternly. 
Shemade  no  reply,  but  suddenly  count- 
ed violently;  then  started  up  in  the 
bed,  felt  about  in  haste  for  her  hand- 
kerchief, raised  it  to  her  lips,  and  drew 
it  away  marked  with  blood. 

Shenad  burst  a  blood-vessel ! 

I  was  dreadfully  alarmed  for  her. 
The  incessant  -use  she  made  of  her 


handkerchief  soon  rendered  it  useless. 
It  was  steeped  in  blood.  She  pointed 
hurriedly  to  the  drawers — I  understood 
her— drew  one  of  them  open,  and  in- 
stantly brought  her  another  handker- 
chief. That,  also,  was  soon  useless. 
In  the  intervals  of  this  horrid  work 
she  attempted  to  speak  to  me — ^but  I 
stopped  her  once  for  all,  by  laying  my 
finger  on  my  lips,  and  then  addressing 
her  solemnly — "  In  the  name  of  Go^ 
I  charee  you  to  be  silent  I  A  word — 
a  single  word — and  you  are  a  dead 
woman  1  Your  life  is  in  the  utmost 
danger" — again  she  seemed  attempt- 
ing to  speak — "  if  you  utter  a  syllable, 
I  tell  you  it  willdestroy  you ;  you  know 
the  conse<iuences — ^you  will  therefore 
die  a  iuicide  —  and,  think  of  here- 
aftkb!" 

A  smile— one  I  cannot  attempt  to 
characterise,  but  by  saying  it  seemed 
an  unearthly  one — flitted  for  an  instant 
over  her  features — and  she  did  not 
seem  disposed  again  to  disobey  my 
injunctions,  I  proceeded  to  bleed*  her 
immediately,  having  obtained  what 
was  necessary — ^with  great  difficulty — 
without  summoning  any^one  for  the 
present  into  the  room.  When  she  saw 
what  I  was  about,  she  whispered  faintly 
with  a  calm  but  surprisea  air — ^point- 
ing to  her  steeped  handkerchiefs — 
"  What !  more  Mood/"— I  simply  im- 
plored her  to  be  silent,  and  trust  her- 
self in  my  hands.  I  bled  her  till  she 
fainted.  A  few  moments  before  she  be- 
came insensible,  while  the  deathlike 
hue  and  expression  of  fainting  were 
stealing  over  her  features,  she  exclaim- 
ed, though  almost  inaudibly — "  Am  I 
dying?" 

When  I  had  taken  the  requisite 
quantity  of  blood,  I  bound  up  the  arm 
as  well  as  I  could,  took  out  my  pencil, 
hastily  wrote  a  prescription  on  a  slip 
of  paper,  and  called  for  such  assistance 
as  might  be  within  reach.    A  young 

*  I  have  often  heard  people  express  aston- 
iflhmeat  at  the  bleeding  a  patient  who  has 
already  bled  profusely  from  a  ruptured  ves- 
sel. It  is  with  a  view  to  lessening  the  heart's 
action,  so  ss  to  diminish  the  volume  of  blood 
that  it  propels  through  the  injured  vessel, 
whioh  mav  so  have  anopporttmity  of  healing 
before  it  is  called  upon  to  perform  its  fuU 
flmotions. 
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woman  of  odious  appeajrance  answered 
my  summons  by  bursting  noisily  into 
tlieik>om. 

"Lai"  she  exclaimed,  on  catchine 
a  glimpse  of  the  blood,  and  the  pallid 
iaoe  of  my  patient—"  Ltf!  Sure  Sail's 
ho<^eedI" 

"  Hush,  woman  I  *'  said  I  sternly, 
"  take  this" — ^giving  her  the  prescrip- 
tion— "  to  the  nearest  drug]gist*s  shop, 
and  get  it  made  up  inmiediately ;  and 
in  the  mean  time  send  some  elderly 
person  here." 

"Oh— her  mother,  eh?" 

"  Her  mother  I "  I  echoed  with  aston- 
ishment. She  laughed,  "La,  now — 
you  don't  know  the  ways  of  these 
places.    We  all  calls  her  mother ! " 

Pity  for  the  miserable  victim  I  had 
in  charge,  joined  with  disgust  and  hor- 
ror at  the  persons  about  me,  and  the 
place  in  wnich  I  was,  kept  me  silent 
— till  the  woman  last  alluded  to  made 
her  appearance  with  the  medicine  I 
had  (naered,  and  which  I  instantly 
poured  into  a  cup  and  gaye  my  patient. 
"Is  the  young  woman  much  worse, 
sir?"  she  inquired  in  an  under  tone, 
and  with  something  like  concern  of 
manner. 

"  Yes,"  I  replied,  laconically ;  "she 
must  be  taken  care  o£^  and  that  well 
— or  she  will  not  live  the  night  out" 
—I  whispered. 

"  Better  take  her  to  the  hospital,  at 
once — ^hadn't  we?"  she  inquired,  ap- 
proaching the  bed,  and  eyeing  Miss 
Edwards  with  stupid,  unfeeling  curi- 
osity. 

"  She  is  not  to  be  moved  out  of  her 
bed,  at  the  peril  of  her  life — ^not  for 
many  days.  Mind,  woman — ^I  tell  you 
that  distinctly." 

"  Tou  tell  me  that  distinctly?  And 
what  the  devil  if  you  do?  What^  a 
God's  name,  is  to  lie  done  with  a  sick 
young  woman  heref  We've  something 
else  to  do  beside  making  our  house  into 
an  hospital!" 

I  could  with  difficulty  repress  hiy 
indignation. 

"rray,  for  pity*s  sake,  my  cood 
woman,  don't  speak  so  cruelly  about 
this  unfortunate  girl!  Consider  how 
soon  you  may  be  lying  on  your  own 
deathbed" 


"  Deathbed  be !  Who's  to  pay 

for  her  if  she  stops  here?  I  can't, 
and  what's  more,  I  won't — and  I  defy 
the  narish  to  make  me!  She  cant 
*am  ner  living  note,  that's  plain !  But, 
by  the  way,"  she  continued,  suddenly 
addressing  my  patient,  "  Sally,  you 
had  money  enough  a  few  days  ago,  1 
know ;  where  is  it  now?" 

"  My  good  woman,"  said  I,  gently 
removing  her  from  the  bedside,  "  <& 
but  leave  the  room  for  a  moment.  I 
will  come  down  stairs  and  arrange 
everything  with  you." 

"Leave  the  room!  Ah,  ha! — that 
you  may  bag  the  blunt — ^if  there  is 
any!'*  She  seemed  inclined  to  be  oV 
streperous.  "  I  tell  you,  you '  are  kiU- 
ing  this  poor  girl ! "  said  I,  my  eye 
kindling  upon  the  old  monster  with 
anger.  Muttering  some  unintelligible 
words  of  ill  temper,  she  suffered  me  to 
close  the  door  upon  her,  and  I  once 
more  took  my  seat  at  the  bedside. 
Miss  Edwards  face  evidenced  the  agi- 
tation with  which  she  had  listened  to 
the  cruel  and  insolent  language  of  the 
beldam  in  whose  power  she  for  the 
present  lay.  I  trembled  for  the  effect 
of  it. 

"Now,  I  entreat  you,  suffer  me  to 
have  all  the  talking  to  myself  for  a 
moment  or  two.^  You  can  answer  all 
my  questions  with  a  nod,  or  so.  Do 
you  think  that  if  I  were  to  send  to  you 
a  nice  respectable  woman — a  nurse 
from  a  dispensary  with  which  I  am 
connected — ^to  attend  upon  you,  the 
people  of  the  house  would  let  you  rc- 
mam  quiet  for  a  few  days— till  you 
could  be  removed?  Nod,  if  you  tmnk 
so ! "  She  looked  at  me  with  surprise 
while  I  talked  about  removing  her, 
but  she  simply  nodded  in  acquies- 
cence. 

"  If  you  are  well  enough  by  and  by, 
would  you  object  to  being  taken  from 
this  place  to  a  dispensary,  where  I 
woula  see  to  your  comfort?'*  She 
shook  her  head. 

"  Are  you  indebted  to  any  one  here?  " 

"No,  my  ffuilt  has  paid" she 

whispered.  1  pressed  my  finger  on 
my  lips,  and  she  ceased,  "  Well,  we 
understand  one  another  for  the  pre- 
sent.   I  must  not  stay  much  lon^Qj-, 
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and  yoti  must  not  be  exhausted.  I 
shall  charge  the  people  below  to  keep 
yovL  quiet,  and  a  kind  experiencea 
nurse  shall  be  at  jour  bedside  within 
two  hours  from  this  time.  I  will  leave 
orders,  till  she  comes,  with  the  woman 
of  the  house  to  give  you  your  medi- 
cine, and  to  keep  you  quiet  and  the 
room  cool.  Now  I  charge  you,  by  all 
your  hopes  of  life — ^by  all  your  fears 
of  death — ^let  nothing  prevail  on  you 
to  open  your  lips,  unless  it  be  aoso- 
lutely  necessary.  Good  evening — may 
God  protect  you ! "  I  was  rising,  when  ] 
she  beckoned  me  into  my  seat  again. 
She  groped  with  her  hand  under  her 
pillow  for  a  moment,  and  brought  out 
a  purse. 

"Poh  poh!  put  it  away — at  least 
for  the  present  t "  said  I. 

"Your  fee  must  be  paid,*'  she  whis- 
pered. 

"I  visit  you  as  a  dispensary  patient, 
and  shall  assuredly  receive  no  fee. 
You  cannot  move  me  anv  more  than 
you  can  shake  St  Paul's,  said  I  in  a 
peremptory  tone.  Dropping  her  purse, 
she  seized  my  hand  in  Dotn  hers,  and 
looking  up  at  me  with  a  woeful  expres- 
sion, her  tears  fell  upon  it.  After  a 
pause,  she  whispered,  "  Only  a  single 

word ! — ^Mrs ,"  naming  my  wife, 

"  you  will  not  tell  her  of  me  ?  "  she 
inquired,  with  an  imploring  look. 
"No,  I  will  not ! "  I  replied,  though  1 
knew  I  should  break  my  word  the 
moment  I  got  home.  She  squeezed 
my  hand,  and  sighed  heavily.  I  did 
not  regret  to  see  her  beginning  to  grow 
drowsy  with  exhaustion,  and  perhaps 
the  effect  of  the  medicine  I  had  given 
her,  so  I  slipped  quietly  out  of  the 
room.  Having  no  candle,  I  was  ob- 
liged to  grope  my  way  down  stairs  in 
the  dark.  I  was  shocKed  and  alarmed 
to  hear,  as  I  descended,  by  the  angry 
voices  both  of  men  and  women,  that 
there  was  a  disturbance  down  stairs. 
Oh,  what  a  place  for  such  a  patient 
as  I  had  quitted!  I  paused,  when 
half-way  down,  to  listen.  "  I  tell  you, 
I  didnH  take  the  watch,"  shrieked  the 
infuriated  voice  of  a  female.    "  I'll  be 

if  I  did." 

"  I  saw  you  with  it — ^I  saw  you  with 
it  I "  replied  a  man's  voice. 


"  You're  a  liar  I  A liar ! "  There 

was  the  sound  of  a  scuffle. 

"  Come,  come,  my  girl !  Easy  there! 
Easy  !—Be  quiet,  or  I'll  take  you  aU 
off  to  the  watch-house  I— Come,  Bett, 
you'd  better  come  off  peaceably  at 
once!  This  here  gentleman  says  as 
how  you've  stolen  his  watch,  and  so 
you  must  go,  of  course!  " — "  I  won't ! 
1  won't !   I'll  tear  your  eyes  out !   Ill 

see  you  all first !  I  will,"  yelled 

the  voice  I  had  first  heard,  and  the 
uproar  increased.'  Gracious  Heaven! 
in  what  a  place  was  I !  was  my  wretched 
patient !  I  stood  on  the  dark  stairs, 
leaning  on  my  umbrella,  not  knowing 
which  way  to  go,  or  what  to  do.  I 
resolved  at  length  to  go  down ;  and  on 
reaching  the  scene  of  all  this  uproar, 
found  the  passage  and  doorway  cnoked 
with  a  crowd  oi  men  and  women. 

"What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  up- 
roar? "  I  exclaimed  in  as  authoritative 
a  manner  as  I  knew  how  to  assume. 
"For  Grod's  sake  be  quiet !  Do  you 
know  that  there  is  a  young  woman 
dying  up  stairs  ?  " 

"  Dying !  And  what's  that  to  me  ? 
Thev  say  I'm  a  thief— -He  says  I've 

got  his  watch — ^he  does,  the liar ! " 

shouted  a  young  woman,  her  dress  al- 
most torn  dff  her  shoulders,  and  her 
hair  hanging  loosely  all  about  her 
head  and  neck,  and  almost  covering 
her  face.  She  tried  to  disengage  her- 
self from  the  grasp  of  a  watchman,  and 
struggled  to  reacn  a  young  man,  who, 
with  impassioned  gestures,  was  tell- 
ing the  crowd  that  he  had  been  robbed 
of  his  watch  in  the  house.  My  soul 
was  sick  within  me.  I  woula  tain 
have  slipped  away,  once  for  all,  from 
such  a  horid  scene  and  neighbourhood, 
but  the  thoughts  of  her  I  had  left 
above  detained  me. 

"  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  for  a  mo- 
ment," said  I,  addressing  the  old  pro- 
prietress of  the  house.  "  Speak  to  me, 
indeed  ! "  she  replied,  scarce  vouchsaf- 
ing me  a  look,  and  panting  with  rage. 

"  Here's  this fiar  says  he's  been 

robbed  here ;  that  one  o'  my  girls  is  a 
thief!  He's  trying  to  blast  uie  char- 
acter of  my  house  — and  she  poured 
such  a  volley  of  foul  obscene  names 
upon  the  object  of  her  fury,  as  I  had 
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scarcely  thought  it  possible  for  the 
tongae  of  man,  much  less  of  woman, 
to  utter. 

"  But,  do  let  me  have  one  word  with 
you,"  I  whispered  imploringly — "  the 
poor  girl  up-stairs — her  life  is  at 
stake" 

"  Here,  Moll,  do  you   come    and 
speak  to  the  doctor !    Fve  something 
else  on  my  hands,  I  warrant  me! 
and  turning  abruptly  from  me,  she 

f  lunged  again  into  tne  quarrel  which 
had  interrupted. 

The  young  woman  she  addressed 
made  her  way  out  of  the  crowd — led 
me  into  a  small  filthy  room  at  the 
back  of  the  house,  and  civilly,  but 
with  some  agitation,  arising  from  her 
having  taken  a  part  in  the  dispute, 
asked  me  what  1  wanted.  "  Why, 
only  to  tell  you  that  Miss  Edwards  is 
my  patient — that  I  know  her." 

"  Lord,  sir,  for  the  matter  of  that, 
so  do  a  hundred  others  " 

"Silence,  woman!"  said  I  indig- 
nantly, '*and  listen  to  what  I  am 
saying.  I  tell  you,  Miss  Edwards  is 
my  patient ;  that  she  is  in  dyine  cir- 
cumstances; and  I  hold  you  all  re- 
sponsible for  her  safety.  If  she  dies 
through  being  disturbed,  or  frightened 
in  any  way,  recollect  you  will  be 
placeu  in  very  serious  circumstances, 
and  I  will  witness  against  you ! " 

"  I*m  very  sorry  for  the  poor  thing, 
sir — very  I "  she  replied,  as  if  startled 
«  by  what  I  had  said ;  "  she's  the  quiet- 
est, civilest,  best-behaved  of  any  of 
our  ladies,  by  far!  What  can  we 
do,  sir?" 

^'  Keep  the  house  quiet ;  do  not  let 
her  be  spoken  to — and  in  an  hour's 
time  I  shall  send  a  proper  woman  to 
wait  upon  her." 

"  Lord,  sir,  but  how's  the  poor  crea- 
ture to  pay  you  and  the  woman  too? 
She's  been  laid  up,  I  don't  know  how 
long — indeed,  almost  ever  since  she's 
been  here ! " 

"  That  /  will  see  about.  All  I  want 
from  you  is  to  attend  to  what  I  have 
told  you.  I  shall  call  here  early  to- 
morrow morning,  and  hope  to  find 
that  my  wishes  have  been  attended 
to.  It  will  be  a  very  serious  business 
for  you  all,  xnind  me,  if  they  have  not. 


If  I  do  not  find  this  hubbub  cease  in- 
stantly, I  shall  at  my  own  expense 
engage  a  constable  to  keep  the  peace 
here.  Tell  this  to  the  peoj)le  without 
there.  I  know  the  magistrates  at 
—  Street  Office,  and  wul  certainly 
do  what  I  say."  She  promised  that 
all  I  had  said  should  be  attended  to  as 
far  as  possible;  and  I  hurried  from 
such  a  scene  as  it  has  not  often  been 
my  lot  to  witness.  I  thanked  God 
heartily,  on  quitting  the  house  and 
neighTOiurhood,  that  I  found  myself 
once  more  in  the  open  air,  cold,  dark, 
and  rainy  though  it  was.  I  breathed 
freely  for  the  first  time  since  entering 
withmthe  atmosphere  of  such  horrible 
contamination.  A  rush  of  recollections 

of  Miss  B ,  once  virtuous, 'happy, 

beautiful ;  now  g^ty,  polluted,  dying 
— of  former  and  present  times — over- 
whelmed my  mind.  What  scenes  must 
this  poor  fallen  creAiture  have  passed 
through !  H(A7  was  it  that,  long  ere 
this,  she  had  not  laid  violent  hands, 
upon  herself— that  in  her  paroxysms 
of  remorse  and  despair,  she  had  not 
rushed  from  an  existence  that  was 
hatefal — hurried  madly  from  the  scene 
of  guilt,  into  that  of  its  punishment? 
I  at  once  longed  for  and  loathed  a  pos- 
sible rehearsal  of  all.  Full  of  such 
reflections  as  these,  I  found  mvself  at 
the  door  of  the  dispensary.  The  hour 
was  rather  late,  and  it  was  not  with- 
out difficulty  that  I  could  find  such  a 
frson  as  I  had  undertaken  to  send, 
prescribed  the  requisite  remedies, 
and  gave  them  to  the  nurse  with  all 
fitting  directions,  and  despatched  her 
to  the  scene  of  her  attendance,  as 
quickly  as  possible — ^promising  to  be 
with  ner  as  early  as  I  could  in  the 
morning,  and  directing  her  to  send  for 
me  without  hesitation  at  any  hour  of 
the  night,  if  she  thought  her  patient 
exhibited  any  alarming  symptoms.  It 
was  past  eleven  when  I  reached  home. 
I  told  the  reader  a  little  while  ago, 
that  I  knew  I  should  break  my  pro- 
mise— that  I  could  not  help  informing 
my  wife  of  what  had  happened.  I 
need  hardly  say  the  shock  gave  her 
a  sleepless  night.  I  think  the  present 
the  fittest  opportunity  for  mentioning 
shortly  to  the  reader,  the  circumstances 
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under  which  we  became  first  acquaint- 
ed with  the  ioi^isani  Miss  Edwards. 

Several  years  before  the  period  of 
which  I  have  been  writing,  my  wife's 
health  required  the  assistance  of  change 
of  scene  and  fresh  oonntrr  air.^  I 
therefore  took  her  down,  in  the  spring 
of  the  year,  to  what  was  then  con- 
sidered one  of  the  fashionable  water- 
ing-places, and  eng^aged  lodgings  for 
her  at  the  boarding-house  of  a  respect- 
able widow  lady,  a  Uttle  wav  out  of 
the  town.  Hot  husband  had  been  a 
captain  in  the  East  India  service,  who 
spent  his  money  faster  than  he  earned 
it ;  so  that,  on  his  death,  nothing  but 
the  most  actire  exertions  of  numerous 
friends  and  relatives  preserved  his 
^'widow  and  daughter  from  little  less 
than  absolute  destitution.  They  took 
for  Mrs  B — —  the  house  she  occupied 
when  we  became  her  lodgers,  fumisned 
it  with  comfort,  and  even  elegance; 
and,  in  a  word,  fairly  set  her  a-going 
as  the  proprietress  of  a  boardings 
house.  The  respectability  of  her 
character,  and  the  comforts  of  her 
little  establishment,  procured  for  her 

frmanent  patronage.  How  well  do 
recollect  ner  prepossessing  appear- 
ance as  it  first  struck  me  I  There  was 
an  air  of  pensive  cheerfulness  and 
composure   about  her  features,  that 

?»oke  elo()uently  in  her  favour;  and 
felt  gratified  at  the  thought  of  com- 
mitting my  wife  and  fiunily  into  such 
good  hands.  As  we  were  coming  down 
stairs  after  inspecting  the  house, 
through  the  half-open  door  of  a  back 
parlour,  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  an  un- 
commonly handsome  and  eleg^tly 
dressed  girl,  sitting  at  a  desk  writ- 
ing. 

"  Only  my  daughter,  sir,'*  said  Mrs 
B ,  observing  my  eye  rather  in- 
quisitively peering  after  her. 

*'Dear! — how  like  she  is  to  the 
pictures  of  the  Madonna!"  exclaimed 
my  wife. 

*'  Yes,  madam.  It  is  often  remarked 
here,"  replied  Mrs  B- — ,  colouring 
with  pleasure ;  "  and  what's  &r  better, 
ma'am,  she's  the  best  girl  youll  meet 
with  in  a  day's  walk  through  a  town ! 
She's  all  I  care  for  in  the  world  1 " 
she  added  with  a  sigh.    We  congratu- 


lated otorselves  mutually ;  expressing 
anticipations  of  pleasure  from  our 
future  intercourse.  After  seeing  my 
family  settled  in  their  new  quarters, 
I  left  for  London — my  professionail 
engagements  not  allowing  me  more 
than  a  day's  absence.  Every  letter  I 
Teoeived  from  my  wife  contained  com- 
mendations of  her  hostess,  and  ^*  die 
Madonna,"  her  beautiful,  accomplish- 
ed, and  agreeable  daughter,  with  whom 
she  had  got  particularly  intimate,  and 
was  seldom  out  of  her  company.  The 
visits,  "  like  angels',  few  and  far  be- 
tween," that  I  was  able  to  pay  to 

,  made  Miss  B as  great  a 

favourite  with  me  as  with  my  wife— 
as,  indeed,  was  the  case  with  all  that 
knew  or  saw  her.  I  found  that  she 
was  well  known  about  the  place  by 
the  name  of  *'  the  Madonna ; "  and 
was  so  much  pestered  with  the  usual 
impertinences  of  dandies,  as  to  be  un- 
able to  go  about  so  much  as  she  could 
have  otherwise  wished.  The  frank, 
simple-hearted  creature  was  not  long 
in  making  a  confidant  of  my  wife ; 
who,  in  their  various  conversations, 
heaid,  with  but  little  surprise,  of  fre- 
quent anonymous  billet-doux,  copies 
of  verses,  &c.  &c.,  and  flattering  at- 
tentions paid  by  the  most  distinguished 
strangers ;  ana,  in  one  instance,  even 
by  Bovalty  itself.  She  had  refused 
several  advantageous  offers  of  mar- 
n^^»  pressed  upon  her  to  a  degree 
that  was  harassing,  on  the  part  of  her 
mother,  to  whom  she  was  passionately 
attached,  and/ from  whom  she  could 
not  bear  the  thou^t  of  the  most  par- 
tial separation.  Her  education — ^her 
associations — her  cast  of  character — 
her  tastes  and  inclinations,  were  con- 
siderably beyond  her  present  sphere. 
"  I  once  should  have  lauc;hed,  indeed, 
at  any  one  talking  of  ixv^  becom- 
ing the  daughter  of  a  lodging-house 
keeper,"  said  the  ^roud  girl,  on  one 
occasion  to  my  wife,  her  swan-like 
neck  curving  with  involuntary  hau- 
teur, which,  however,  was  soon  soft- 
ened by  my  wi&'s  calm  and  steady 
eye  of  reproof,  as  she  assured  heiv— 
"  Eleanor,  I  thought  it  no  harm  to  be 
such  a  daughter."  This  pride  appeared 
to  my  wife,  though  not  to  me,  some 
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security  against  the  peculiar  dangers 
that  heset  Miss  B— . 

"  She's  too  proud— too  high-spirited 
a  girl,"  she  would  say,  "to  permit 
herself  to  tamper  with  temptation. 
She's  infinitely  above  listening  to 
nonsense.  Trust  me,  there's  that  in 
her  would  frighten  off  fifty  triflers 
aAy!" 

"  My  view  of  the  matter,  Emily,  is 
far  differentj"  I  would  say.  "Pride, 
unless  combmed  with  the  highest  qua- 
lities, is  apt  to  precipitate  such  a  girl 
into  the  vortex  that  humility  oonld 
never  have  come  within  sight  or  reach 
ot  Pride  daxes  the  danger  that  low- 
liness trembles  at  and  avoids.  Pride 
must  press  forward  to  the  verge  of 
the  precipice,  to  show  the  ease  and 
grace  of  its  defiance.  My  Emiljrl 
merely  human  confidence  is  bad — is 
dangerous — ^in  proportion  to  its  deffree. 
Consider— remember  what  you  have 
both  heard  and  read  of  the  disastrous 
consequences  attendant  on  the  pride 
of  a  disappointed  girl  I " 

The  predominant  taste  of  MissB • 

was  novel-reading,  which  engaged 
her  attention  every  spare  hour  she 
could  snatch  from  other  engagements. 
Hence  what  could  she  imbioe  but,  too 
often,  false  sentiment — ^what  gather 
but  the  most  erroneous  and  distort- 
ed views  of  life  and  morals  ?  Add 
to  this  the  consciousness  of  her  own 
beauty,  and  the  involuntary  tribute 
it  exacted  from  all  who  saw  her — 
the  intoxicating,  maddening  fumes 
of  flattery — ah  me!  I  should  have 
trembled  for  her  indeed,  had  she  been 
a  daughter  of  mine!  The  dotting 
mother,  however,  seemed  to  see  none 
of  these  dangers — ^to  feel  none  of  these 
apprehensions ;  and  cruel,  surely,  and 
impertinent,  would  it  have  been  in  us 
to  suggest  them.  For  nearly  three 
months  was  my  wife  a  guest  of  Mrs 
B *s,  and  a  familiar— I  might  al- 
most say  an  afiectionate  companion, 
of  her  beautiful  daughter.  On  leaving, 

my  wife  pressed   Miss   6 (the 

mother  was,  of  course,  out  of  the  ques- 
tion) to  pay  her  a  speedy  visit  in 
town,  and  exacted  a  promise  of  oeca- 
sional  correspondence.  Long  after 
our  return  to  London  was  "  the  Ma* 


donna  "  a  subject  of  conversation,  and 
many  were  we  anxious  wishes  and 
hopes  expressed  by  mv  wife  on  her 
behalf,  miss  B — > —  did  not  avail  her- 
self of  the  invitation  above  mentioned, 
fiirther  than  by  a  hasty  passing  call 
at  our  house  during  the  absence  of 
both  of  us.  One  circumstance  and 
another -^  especially  the  increasing 
cares  of  a  family — ^brought  about  a 
slackening,  and  at  length  a  cessation, 
of  the  correspondence  betwixt  my  wife 
and  her  friend  "  the  Madonna^"  though 
we  occasionally  heard  of  her  by  fnends 
recently  returned  from  — .  I  do  not 
think,  nowever,  her  name  was  once 
mentioned  for  about  three  years  be- 
fore the  period  at  which  this  narrative 
commences. 

Now,  I  suppose  the  reader  can  form 
some  idea  of  the  consternation  with 
which  I  recognised  in  "Sally  Edwards*' 
the  "  Madonna"  of  a  former  day !  The 
very  watch-pockets  at  the  back  of  our 
bed  were  the  pretty  presents  of  her 
whose  horrid  story  I  was  telling  my 
sobbing  wife  I  I  could  have  torn  them 
from  the  bed-head,  for  the  sake  of  their 
torturing  associations  I  They  would  not 
let  us  sleep  in  peace.  I  was  startled, 
during  the  night,  from  a  doze  rather 
than  from  sleep,  by  the  sobs  of  my 
wife. 

"What's  the  matter,  EmUy?"  I 
asked. 

"Oh!*'  she  replied;  "what  has  be- 
come of  poor  Mrs  B — -—  I  Bely  on  it, 
she's  dead  of  a  broken  heart !" 

For  two  hours  before  my  usual  hour 
of  rising^  I  lay  awake,  casting  about 
in  my  mind  by  what  strange  and  fatal 
course  of  events  Miss  B — —  had  been 
brought  into  the  revolting,  the  awful 
circumstances  in  which  I  found  her. 
Dreadfully  distinct  as  was  the  last 
night's  interview  in  my  recollection,  I 
was  not  wholly  free  from  transient  fits 
of  incredulity.   I  could  not  identify  the 

two— Eleanor  B with  Sail  Ed^ 

ufordtt  All  such  notions,  however, 
were  dissipated  by  nine  o'clock,  when 
I  found  myself  once  more  by  the  bed^ 
side  of  "Miss  Edwards."  She  was 
asleep  when  I  entered ;  and  I  motioned 
the  nurse  to  silence,  as  I  stepped  noise- 
lessly towards  the  chair  she  quitted  to 
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make  room  for  me.  Oh,  God !  how  my 
heart  ached  on  that  occasion!  Was 
the  pitiable  object  before  me  Eleanor 

B ?    Were  they  her  fair  limbs  that 

now  lay  beneath  the  filthy  bed-clothes  ? 
Was  the  ashy  face — ^the  hollow  cheek 
— ^the  sunken  eje — the  matted,  dis- 
ordered hair— did  all  these  belong  to 

Eleanor  B ^  the  beautiful  Madonna 

of  a  former  and  happier  day  I  Alas  for 
the  black  hair,  braided  so  tastefully 
over  the  proud  brow  of  alabaster,  now 
clammy  with  the  dews  of  disease  and 
death,  seen  from  amid  the  dishevelled 
hair  like  aneglected  grave-stone,  press- 
ed down  into  the  ground,  and  half 
overgrown  with  the  dank  grass  of  the 
churchyard !  Alas  for  the  radiant  eye ! 
Woe  is  me ! — where  is  the  innocent 
heart  of  past  years?  Oh,  seraph! 
fallen  from  heaven  into  the  pit  of  dark- 
ness and  horror— how  earnest  thou 
here! 

Faint — vain  attempt  to  embody  in 
words  some  of  the  agitating  thoughts 
that  passed  through  my  mmd  during 
the  quarter  of  an  hour  that  I  sat  be- 
side my  sleeping  patient !  Tears  I  did 
not—  could  not  shed.  My  grief  formed 
no  other  outlet  than  a  half-smothered 
sigh — ^that  ransacked,  however,  every 
corner  of  my  heart.  Everything  about 
me  wore  the  air  of  desolation  and 
misery.  The  nurse,  wearied  with  her 
night  8  watch,  sat  near  me  on  the  foot 
of  the  bed,  drooping  with  drowsiness. 
The  room  was  small,  dirty,  and  almost 
destitute  of  furniture. '  The  rain,  seen 
indistinctly  through  thefew  dirty  panes 
of  glass,  was  pouring  down  as  it  had 
been  all  night.  The  wind  continued 
to  sigh  drearily.  Then,  the  house 
where  I  was — ^the  receptacle  of  the 
vilest  of  the  vile — the  very  antecham- 
ber of  hell !  When  shall  I  forget  that 
morning — that  quarter  of  an  hour^s 
silence  and  reflection? 

And  thou,  Fiend  I  the  doer  of  all  this 
— ^would  that  THOU  hadst  been  there  to 
see  it ! 

A  sudden  noise  made  hj  the  nurse 
woke  Miss  Edwards.  Without  moT- 
ing  from  the  posture  in  which  she  lay 
— on  her  side,  with  her  face  away  from 
me — as  she  had  slept,  I  found,  nearly 
all  the  night — she  opened  her  eyes^ 


and  after  looking  steadfastly  at  thd 
wall  for  a  few  moments,  closed  them 
again.  I  gently  took  hold  of  her  hand, 
and  then  felt  ner  pulse.  She  turned 
her  head  slowly  towards  me ;  and, 
after  fixing  her  eyes  on  me  for  an  in- 
stant with  an  air  of  apathy,  they 
widened  into  a  strange  stare  of  alarm, 
while  her  white  face  seemed  blanched 
to  even  a  whiter  hue  than  before.  Her 
lips  slowly  parted — altogether  I  pro- 
test my  Uood  chilled  beneath  what  I 
looked  upon.  There  was  no  smile  of 
welcome — ^no  appearance  of  recogni- 
tion—but she  seemed  as  if  she  had 
been  woke  from  dreaming  of  a  fright- 
ful spectre,  that  remained  visible  to 
her  waking  eyes. 

"  MissB- ,  Miss  Edwards,  I  mean, 

how  are  you?"  I  inquired. 

"Yes — it — it  M  — she  muttered, 
scarcely  audible — her  eye  fixed  un- 
waveringly upon  me. 

"  Have  you  been  in  any  pain  during 
the  night?"  I  continued. 

Without  removing  her  eyes,  or  mak- 
ing me  any  answer,  she  slowly  drew 
up  her  right  hand,  all  white  and  thin 
as  it  was,  and  laid  it  on  her  heart. 

"Ah!"  I  whispered  softly,  partly 
to  myself,  partly  to  the  nurse — "  'tis 
the  opium — not  yet  recovered  from 
it."  She  overheard  me,  shook  her 
head  slowly  —  her  eyes  continuing 
settled  on  me  as  before.  I  began  to 
wonder  whether  her  intellects  were 
disturbed;  for  there  was  something 
in  the  settled  stare  of  her  eyes  that 
shocked  and  oppressed  me. 

"  I  thought  I  should  never  have 
woke  again ! "  she  exclaimed  in  a  low 
tone,  with  a  faint  sigh.  "Suicide! 
hereafter  !^^  she  continued  to  mur- 
mur, reminding  me  of  the  words  with 
which  I  had  quitted  her  over-night, 
and  which  no  doubt  had  been  haunt- 
ing her  disturbed  brain  all  night  long. 
I  thought  it  best  to  rouse  her  gently 
from  what  might  prove  a  dangerous 
lethargy. 

"  Come,  come,  you  must  answer  me 
a  few  questions.  I  will  behave  kindly 
to  you  * 

"Oh,  doctor !"  exclaimed  the 

poor  girl  in  a  reproachful  tone,  turn- 
ing her  head  slowly  away»  as  if  she 
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wondered  I  thought  it  necessary  to 
teU  her  I  would  use  her  kindly. 

"  Well,  well,  tell  me  then — ^how  are 
you? — ^how  do  you  feel? — ^have  you 
any  pain  in  hreathing?  Tell  me  in 
the  softest  whisper  you  can." 

"  Alive,  doctor — ^that's  all.  I  seem 
disturbed  in  my  grave!  What  has 
heen  done  to  me? — Who  is  that?" 
she  inquired  faintly,  looking  at  the 
nurse. 

"  Oh !  she  has  been  sitting  by  you 
all  night — she  has  been  nursing  you. 
I  told  you  last  night  that  I  would  send 
her  to  you ! "  Miss  Edwards  extend- 
ed her  hand  towards  the  nurse,  who 
gently  shook  it.  "  YouVe  very  kind 
to  me,"  she  murmured ;  "  I — ^I  don't 
deserve  it." 

"  Every  one,  Miss  Edwards^ust  be 
attended  when  they  are  ill.  We  want 
no  thanks — ^it  is  our  duty." 

"  But  I  am  such  a  vile  being  " 

''Pshaw!  you  must  not  begin  to 
talk  in  that  way.  Have  you  felt  any 
fulness — a  sort  of  choking  fiilness — 
about  your  chest,  since  1  saw  you 
last  ?"  She  did  not  seem  to  hear  me, 
as  she  closed  her  eyes,  and  gave  me 
no  reply  for  several  minutes.  I  re- 
peatea  the  question. 

"  I — I  eanH  speak,"  she  sobbed,  her 
lips  quivering  with  emotion. 

I  saw  her  feelings  overpowered  her. 
I  thought  it  better  to  leave  at  once, 
and  not  agitate  her;  so  I  rose,  and 
entreating  the  nurse  to  pay  her  all 
the  attention  in  her  power,  and  give 
her  medicine  reg^arlv,  I  left,  promis- 
ing to  return,  if  possible,  at  noon .  Her 
state  was  extremely  precarious.  Her 
constitution  had  evidently  been  dread- 
fully shattered ;  everythmg,  in  short, 
was  at  present  against  her  recovering 
from  the  injury  her  lungs  had  sus- 
tained from  the  ruptured  vessel.  The 
least  shock,  the  least  agitation  of  her 
exquisitely,  excitable  feelings  might 
bring  on  a  second  fit  of  blood-spitting, 
and  then  all  was  over.  I  trembled 
when  I  reflected  on  the  dangerous 
neighbourhood,  the  disgusting  and 
disease -laden  atmosphere  she  was 
breathing.  I  resolved  to  remove 
her  from  it,  the  instant  I  could  do 


so  with  safety,  to  the  dispensary, 
where  cleanliness  and  comfort,  with 
change  of  scene,  and  assiduous  medi- 
cal attendance,  awaited  her.  My  wife 
was  very  anxious  to  visit  her,  and 
contribute  all  in  her  power  towards 
her  double  restoration  of  body  and 
mind;  but  that,  of  course,  was  im- 
possible, as  long  as  Miss  Edwards  lay 

m Court. 

I  need  not,  however,  delay  the  course 
of  the  narrative,  by  dwelling  on  the 
comparatively  eventless  week  that  fol- 
lowed. I  attended  my  miserable  pa- 
tient twice,  and  sometimes  even  thnce 
a4ay,  and  was  gratified  at  finding  no 
relapse;  that  she  even  recovered,though 
slowly,  from  the  fierce  and  sudden  at- 
tack that  had  been  made  on  her  ex- 
hausted constitution.  During  this 
time,  as  I  never  encoura^d  conver- 
sation, confining  my  inquiries  to  the 
state  of  her  health,  she  said  nothing 
either  of  interest  or  importance.  Her 
mind  was  sunk  into  a  state  of  the  most 
deplorable  despondency,  evidenced  by 
long,  frequent,  deep-di-awn  sighs.  I 
learned  from  the  nurse  that  Miss  Ed- 
wards sometimes  moaned  piteously 
during  the  night — "  0  mother ! — mo- 
ther!—  my  mother!"  She  would 
scarcely  open  her  lips  from  morning 
to  night,  even  to  answer  the  most  ne- 
cessary questions.  On  one  occasion,  I 
found  she  had  opened  a  little  purse 
that  lay  under  her  pillow,  took  out  a 
solitary  five-pound  note,  and  put  it 
unexpectedly  into  the  nurse's  hands, 
which  she  clasped  at  the  same  time 
within  her  own,  with  a  supplicating 
expression  of  countenance,  as  if  beg- 
gng  of  her  to  retain  the  money. 
When  she  found  that  the  nurse  was 
firm  in  her  refusal,  she  put  it  back 
into  her  purse  in  silence.  "  And  your 
heart  would  have  felt  for  her,"  said 
the  nurse,  "  if  you  had  seen  her  sad 
face ! "  I  need  hardly  perhaps  men- 
tion, that  she  had  pressed  tne  little 
relic  of  her  wretched  gains  upon  me 
in  a  similar  manner,  tul  she  desisted 
in  despair.  On  Friday  morning,  as  I 
was  taking  my  leave  of  her,  she  sud- 
denly seized  my  hand,  pressed  it  to 
her  lips,  and,  with  more  energy  Uian 
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her  feeble  state  could  well  bear,  gasped 
— "Oh,  that  I  could  but  get  out  of 
bed  to  fall  down  on  my  knees  before 
you  to  thank  you  !  On,  it  would  re- 
lieve my  heart ! " 

Monday,  October  I6ih. — Yesterday 
morning  I  told  Miss  Edwards  that  1 
thought  we  might  venture  to  remove 
her  to  our  dispensary  on  the  following 
day — an  intimation  she  appeared  to 
receive  with  indifiference,  or  rather 
apathy.  I  also  informed  the  infamous 
landlady  of  my  intention,  directing 
her  to  furnish  me  with  whatever  ac- 
count she  might  have  for  lodging,  &c. 
against  my  patient.  Oh!  how  my 
soul  abhorrea  the  sight  of,  and  sick- 
ened at  speaking  with  that  hideous 
bloated  old  monster !    This  morning  I 

was  at  Court  by  ten  o^clock. 

Finding  nobody  stirring  about  the 
door,  passage,  or  stairs,  I  ascended  at 
once  to  the  room  of  Miss  Edwards. 
As  I  was  passing  the  landing  of  the 
first  floor,  I  overheard,  through  a  half- 
open  door,  the  voices  of  persons  con- 
versing together.  No  apology  can  be 
necessary  for  stating  that,  on  distin- 

fiishing  the  words  "  Sail  Edwards," 
paused  for  a  moment  to  listen  what 
plot  might  be  hatching  against  her. 

*'I  tell  you,  we'd  oetter  lose  no 
time,"  said  the  voice  of  a  man  in  a 
gruff  under-tone;  "we've  been  here 
shilly-shallying,  day  after  day,  to  no 
purpose,  all  the  week,  till  it's  nearly 

too  late,    t  know  the keeps  it 

always  under  her  pillow." 

"  But  that  creature  he  has  brought 
to  stop  with  her,"  replied  a  female 
voice — that  of  the  hateful  harridan 
who  owned  the  house;  "what  the 
' are  you  to  do  with  her  the  while  ?" 

"  Slap  her  face  for  her — ^knock  her 
down  and  be  off—that's  my  way  of 
doing  business.  Do  you  remember  old 
Jenkins,  eh?" 

There  was  a  faint  laugh. 

"  But  why  couldn't  you  go  up,  mo- 
ther," said  a  female  voice,  "  under  pre- 
tence of  making  the  bed,  and  so  slip 
off  with  the  purse  ?  Now  thai  would 
be  doing  it  snug,  as  I  calls  it.*' 

"  Lord  !  I  make  the  bed !  You  know 
how  Sail  hates  me;  and,  besides,  what's 
that  woman  up-stairs  for  but  to  make 


the  bed,  and  suchlike  ?     It  won't  do 
— ^no,  it  won't." 

"  Well— I  suppose  I  mugt," 

"Then  again,  Ikey  —  there's  that 
d officious  doctor  of  hers." 

"  Oh,  of  course,  he's  as  much  on  the 
look-out  after  it  as  we  is,  for  the  mat- 
ter of  that !  He's  waiting  to  grab  the 
blunt  himself  I  He  calls  it  his  '  fee  ! ' 
ha,  ha !  We  makes  no  bones  on  it, 
but  calls  it  plain  robbery— don't  we, 
mother?" 

"  But,  mother,"  said  a  female  voice 
I  had  not  heard  before,  "remember 
poor  Sail's  dyinp." 

"Well,  slut,'^ replied  the  old  wo- 
man,  "  and  what  if  she  is  ?  Then  the 
loss  of  a  few  pounds  can't  signify,  as 
she's  a-going  to  the  'spensary,  where 
theypays  nothing." 

"  WeU,  well,  mother,"  resumed  the 
man's  voice,  "  there's  not  a  moment 
to  be  lost.    I'd  better  do  what  I  said.'* 

I  slipped  like  lightning  down  stairs 
— ^met  nobody— hurried  into  the  street, 
and  instinctively  ran  towards  the  po- 
lice office,  which  was  close  by.  I  soon 
procured  the  assistance  of  an  officer, 

with  whom  I  hastened  back  to 

Court.  On  our  way  I  hurriedly  ex- 
plained to  him  the  state  of  matters, 
and  directed  him  to  continue  in  Miss 
Edwards'  room  till  she  was  removed 
to  the  dispensary.  When  we  reached 
the  outer  door  of  the  house,  I  suppose  ri 
my  well-known  companion  was  in-/  I 
stantly  recognised ;  for  a  girl  at  the  ^ 
door,  no  doubt  on  the  look-out  to  see 
if  the  coast  was  clear,  no  sooner  set 
eyes  on  him  than  she  rushed  back  into 
the  passage,  followed  by  the  officer 
and  me.  As  she  was  setting  her  foot 
upon  the  stairs,  the  powerful  hand  of 
the  officer  snatchea  her  back  again 
into  the  passage.  She  was  on  the 
point  of  snouting  out,  but  he  silenced 
ner  by  fiercely  shaking  his  staff  in  her 
£Eu;e. 

"  Aha,  my  lass  !  Only  speak  a 
word,  and  I'll  break  your  head  open !" 
said  he.  "Doctor,  do  you  go  up  at 
once ;  and  I'll  foUow  you  before  you've 
reached  the  door.  I  only  want  to 
keep  this  young  woman  quiet  till 
then." 

I  sprang  up-stairs  in  an  instant.    I 
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QO  one  ;*biit,  on  opening  Miss  Ed- 
s' door,  to  my  infinite  alarm  I 


met  no 
wards' 

beheld  my  usual  seat  by  her  bedside 
occupied  by  a  burly  ruffian  of  the  low- 
est order.  He  seemed  sitting  quietly 
enough,  though  the  nurse  was  speak- 
ing to  him  in  great  agitation.  On  my 
entering  the  room,  he  turned  round  ; 
then  suddenly  thrust  his  hand  beneath 
Miss  Edwards'  pillow,  and  made  for 
the  door,  with  a  hasty  air  of  defiance. 
Before  he  had  reached  it,  the  officer  on 
the  stairs  had  thrust  it  open. 

"Stop  that  mail — he  has  stolen 
somethmg ! "  said  I,  in  as  low  a  tone 
as  my  alarm  would  allow  me ;  and  the 
officer  instantly  collared  him. 

"/stolen  something,  you liar?" 

exclaimed  the  ruffian,  in  a  low  furious 
tone,  turning  towards  me. 

"Come — none  o'  that  there  jaw, 
Dick !  Be  quiet — be  quiet,  man ! " 
and  he  presented  to  him  a  pistol  ready 
cocked.  "  Now,  will  yon  come  down 
with  me  quietly  ? — or  will  you  be  car- 
ried down  with  your  brains  blown 
out?    Quick!" 

His  prisoner  appeared  preparing  for 
a  struggle. 

"I'm  sorry  for  the  sick  lady,  sir,'* 
said  the  officer  hurriedly  to  me;  "'twill 
frighten  her,  but  I  nmst  fire." 

"For  God's  sake,  avoid  it  if  pos- 
sible ! "  I  gasped,  in  the  utmost  trepi- 
dation. 

"  Now,  listen,  Dick ^,"  said  the 

officer,  furiously  tightening  his  grasp, 
till  his  bony  knuctles  seemed  buried 
in  the  flesh  of  his  prisoner — "  if  you 

stop  a  moment,  d me,  but  I'll  fire 

at  you,  come  what  may ! "  The  pistol 
was  almost  touching  his  ear,  and  I 
turned  away  with  horror,  expecting 
every  instant  to  hear  the  fatal  report. 
I  now  heartily  wished  the  fellow  had 
taken  all  the  money  quietly  off ! 

"  Why — ^you  devil !  would  you  mur- 
der me !  '*  shouted  the  prisoner,  drop- 
ping into  a  passive  attitude — "  where  s 
your  warrant?'* 

"Here!"  replied  the  officer,  press- 
ing his  pistol  against  his  prisoner's 
cheek — "  off  with  you  !  ** 

"  Oh,  mercy !  mercy!  mercy  !'*  shriek- 
ed the  voice  of  Miss  Edwards,  whom 
the  loud  voice  of  the  thief  had  awoke 


from  the  deep  sleep  procured  by  seda- 
tive medicines.  Sne  started  suddenly 
up  in  bed,  into  a  kneeling  posture — 
her  hands  clasped  together,  and  her 
face  turned  towards  the  group  at  the 
door  with  the  wildest  terror. 

I  hurried  to  her  side,  implored  her 
to  be  calm,  and  told-her  it  was  nothing 
but  a  slight  disturbance — ^that  I  would 
protect  her. 

"Mercy!  mercy!  murder!  mercy!** 
she  continued  to  gasp,  regardless  of 
all  I  could  say  to  her.  The  officer  had 
by  this  time  prevailed  on  his  prisoner 
to  quit  the  room  peaceably,  calling  to 
me  to  bolt  the  door  after  him,  and  stay 
in  the  room  till  he  came  back.  In  a 
few  moments  all  was  quiet  again.  I 
passed  the  next  quarter  of  an  hour  in 
a  perfect  ecstasy  of  apprehension.  I 
expected  to  see  a  second  fit  of  blood- 
spitting  come  on — ^to  hear  the  vile 
people  of  the  house  rush  up  to  the 
door,  and  burst  it  open.  I  knew  not 
what  to  do.  I  explained  to  Miss  Ed- 
wards, as  she  lay  panting  in  the  bed, 
that  the  man  who  was  taken  off  had 
entered  the  room  for  the  purpose  of 
robbing  her  of  her  five  pounds. 

"I  saw — I  saw  his  face!**  ihe 
gasped-^ "they  say — it  is  said — he 

murdered  one  of  the  '* .   She  could 

utter  no  more,  but  lay  shaking  from 
head  to  foot.  "Will  he  come  back 
again?'*  she  inquired,  in  the  same 
affrighted  tone.  By  degrees,  how- 
ever, her  agitation  ceased,  and,  thank 
God! — (though  I  could  not  account 
for  it^ — there  was  no  noise,  no  uproar 
heard  at  the  door,  as  I  had  appre- 
hended. I  gave  my  patient  a  few 
drops  of  laudanum  in  water,  to  aid  in 
quieting  her  system ;  and  prayed  to 
God,  in  my  heart,  that  this  fearful 
accident  might  not  be  attended  with 
fatal  consequences  to  her ! 

The  drowsy  effects  of  the  laudanum 
were  beginning  to  appear,  when  the 
officer,  accompanied  by  another,  gently 
knocked  at  the  door  K)r  admission. 

"He*s  safe  enough  now,  sir,  and 
we*ve  secured  the  money,"  he  whis- 
pered, as  I  met  him  half-way,  with  my 
finger  on  my  lips. 

"  The  hackney-coach,  sir.  is  waiting 
at  the  door,"  said  hein  a  lowjtone — > 
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"  the  coach  yon  ordered  from  the  dis- 
pensary, they  say.  I  ask  your  pardon, 
sir,  hut  hadn't  you  better  take  tne  lady 
away  at  once? — ^the  sooner  she  leaves 
such  a  place  as  this,  the  better.  There 
may  be  a  disturbance,  as  these  houses 
swarm  with  thieves  and  villains  of  all 
kinds,  and  there  are  but  two  of  us  here 
to  protect  you ! " 

"How  is  it,"  said  I,  "that  the  peo- 
ple of  the  house  make  no  disturbance, 
that  they  let  you  take  off  your  man 
so  easily?" 

"  Lord,  sir,  they  durstn't !  They're 
all  at  home,  but  they  know  us,  and 
durstn't  show  their  faces.  They  know 
'tis  in  our  power  to  take  them  off  to 
the  office  as  accomplices  if  we  like ! 
But  hadn't  you  better  make  up  your 
mind,  sir,  about  removing  of  her?" 

"  True."  I  stood  for  a  moment  con- 
sidering. Perhaps  his  advice  was  the 
best ;  and  ^et,  could  she  bear  it  after 
all  this  agitation  ?  I  stepped  to  the 
bedside.  She  was  nearly  asleep  (our 
conversation  had  been  carried  on  in 
the  lowest  whisper),  and  her  pulse  was 
^adually  calming  down.  I  thought 
it,  on  the  whole,  a  favourable  moment 
for  at  least  making  the  attempt.  I 
directed  the  nurse,  therefore,  to  make 
the  few  necessary  preparations  imme- 
diately. In  less  than  a  quarter  of  an 
hour's  time,  we  had  Miss  Edwards  well 
muffled  up,  and  wrapped  in  a  larg^ 
cloak  belonging  to  the  nurse.  Her 
few  clothes  were  tied  up  in  a  bundle ; 
and  the  officer  carried  her  down  with 
apparently  as  much  ease  as  he  would 
have  earned  an  infant.  There  was  no 
noise,  no  hurry ;  and  as  the  coach  set 
off  with  us,  I  felt  inexpressibly  de- 
lighted that  at  all  events  I  had  re- 
moved her  from  the  hatefiil  situation 
in  which  I  had  found  her.  We  had 
not  far  to  go.  Miss  Edwards,  a  little 
agitated,  lay  quietly  in  the  nurse's 
arms,  and,  on  the  whole,  bore  the 
fatigue  of  removing  better  than  could 
have  been  expected.  The  coachman 
drove  through  the  quietest  streets  he 
could  find ;  and  by  the  time  we  stood 
before  the  dispensary  gates.  Miss  Ed- 
wards had  fallen  asleep — for,  be  it 
remembered,  the  influence  of  the  re- 
cently given  laudanum  was  upon  her. 


On  alighting,  the  nurse  helped  her  into 
my  arms.  Poor  creature !  Her  weight 
was  that  of  a  child!  Though  not  a 
strong  man,  I  easily  carried  her  across 
the  yard,  and  up-stairs  to  the  room 
that  had  been  prepared  for  her.  When 
I  had  laid  her  on  the  bed,  her  short 
quick  breathing  and  flushed  features, 
together  with  her  exhausted  air  and 
occasional  hysteric  starts,  made  me 
apprehensive  that  the  agitation  and 
excitement  of  the  last  hour  or  two  had 
done  her  serious  injury.  I  consoled 
myself,  however,  with  the  recollection, 
that  lender  the  peculiar  exigencies  of 
the  case,  we  could  have  pursued  no 
other  or  better  course ;  and  that  my 
unhappy  patient  was  now  where  she 
would  receive  all  the  attention  that 
could  possibly  be  paid  to  one  in  her 
melancholy  situation.  As  I  gazed  at 
her,  there  seemed  fewer  traces  than 
before  of  what  she  had  been  formerly. 
She  looked  more  haggard — ^more  hope- 
lessly emaciated  than  I  had  before  seen 
her.  Still,  however,  I  did  not  despair 
of  in  time  bringing  her  round  again.  I 
prescribed  a  little  necessary  medicine, 
and,  being  much  behind-hand  with  my 
day's  engagements,  left,  promising  to 
call,  if  possible,  again  in  the  evening. 
I  comforted  myself  throughout  the 
day  with  hopes  of  Miss  Edwards'  re- 
covery, of  ner  restoration  even,  in 
some  measure,  to  society — ay,  even 
of  introducing  once  more  into  the  fold 
this  "tainted  wether  of  the  flock  I" 

[Monday  Evening  to  Saturday — 
inclusive.] 

Beally  there  is  something  wonder- 
ful in  tne  alteration  visible  in  Miss 
Edwards !  I  am  not  the  only  one  that 
thinks  so.  Some  of  her  worst  symp- 
toms seem  disappearing.-  Though  she 
eats  as  little  as  ever,  that  little  is  eaten, 
she  says,  with  some  slight  relish.  Her 
voice  IS  not  so  feeble  as  it  was ;  the 

gain  in  her  chest  is  not  so  oppressive ; 
er  spitting  sometimes  intermits ;  the 
fierce  evening  fever  bums  slacker ;  the 
wasting  night-sweats  abate  a  little.  I 
am  not,  however,  prematurely  san- 
guine about  her ;  I  have  seen  too  many 
of  these  deceitful  rallyings  to  be  easily 
deluded  by  them.  Alas !  I  know  too 
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well  that  they  ma^r  even  be  looked  up- 
ou  as  symptomatic  of  her  fatal  dis- 
order! But  courage!  NU  desperandum^ 
auspice  deo;  she  is  in  thy  hands — ^I 
leave  her  there  in  humble  confidence ; 
I  bow  to  THY  will ! 

Then  again,  may  we  not  hope,  in 
turn, to  "minister" successfully  "to the 
iQND  diseased" — to  cleanse  the  foul 
bosom  of  that  perilous  stufi'— which, 
not  removed,  wdl  defy  all  the  efforts 
of  human  art?  Yes,  let  us  hope, 
"  though  against  hope" — for  methinks 
there  is  stealing  over  her  features  an 
aspect  of  serenity  of  which  they  have 
long  been  stripped — ^there  are  signs  of 
rejoicing  in  the  desert — of  gladness  in 
the  wilderness  and  solitary  place,  and 
of  blossoming  in  the  rose. 

Bays  of  her  former  sweetness  of 
temper  and  manner  are  perceptible — 
which,  with  the  knowledge  of  ner  suf- 
ferings, endear  her  to  all  around  her. 
She  has  so  won  upon  the  attentive  af- 
fectionate nurse,  tnat  the  faithful  crea- 
ture will  not  hear  of  her  place  being 
supplied  by  another. 

"Well,  Eleanor,"  said  I  to  her  this 
morning,  "  I'm  delighted  to  find  your 
pulse  and  tongue  speak  so  well  of  you ; 
that  the  nurse  can  Dear  witness  to  the 
good  night's  rest  you  have  had!  I 
don't  hesitate  to  say,  that  if  you  go  on 
in  this  way  a  little  longer,  Itnink  I  can 
hold  out  to  you  strong  hopes  of  re- 
covery I" 

"  Recovery !"  she  exclaimed  with  a 
deep  sigh,  shaking  her  head ;  "  do  you 
think  I  am  glad  to  hear  it  ?" 

"  Dear  me !"  exclaimed  the  nurse 
impatiently,  "  that's  just  the  way  the 
young  lady  keeps  on  with  all  the 
night  and  day  through !  I  tell  her  'tis 
wrong,  doctor — isn't  it?" 

"  'Tis  ciHwaya  wrong,  surely,"  I  re- 
plied, with  a  serious  air,  "to  be  un- 
thankful to  the  Almighty  for  his  bless- 
ings, especially  such  as  Miss  Edwards 
has  received." 

"  Ah,  doctor,  you  wrong  me !  I  wish 
you  could  read  my  heart,  and  then 
tell  me  how  it  beats  with  gratitude  to- 
wards Him  I  have  so  heavily  offended ! 
But  why  should  I  recover  ?  What  is 
there  in  life  for  me  f  Forgive  me,  if  I 
say,  Oh  that  Heaven,  in  its  mercy, 


would  let  me  die  now !  I  am  happy, 
yes,  happy,  in  the  prospect  of  death ; 
but  when  I  think  of  Z^e,  my  joy  fades 
suddenly !" 

"Resign  yourself,  Eleanor,  to  the 
will  of  God !  He  in  his  infinite  wisdom 
must  choose  for  you,  life  or  death! 
Learn  toobey,  withfear  and  trembling." 

"But  how  should  I  be  otherwise 
than  shocked  at  returning  to  the  world 
— the  scene  of  my  horrible  guilt — ^my 
black" — she  paused,  and  turned  pale. 
"  Who  would  not  spurn  me  with  loath- 
ing? The  worms  would  turn  against 
me ! — Even  this  kind  woman" 

"  La,  ma'm — and  what  of  me  ?  Bless 
you!  Do  you  think  JT hate  you?"  in- 
terrupted the  honest  nurse,  with  tears 
in  her  eyes. 

"  And,  Eleanor — remember :  did  my 
wife,  at  any  of  the  times  she  has  been 
here" 

"  No !  no !  no !"  murmured  the  poor 
sufferer,  her  tears  starting — and  snatch- 
ing my  hand  to  her  lips — "forgive  me ! 
but  how  can  I  help  it !"      •      • 

"Don't  be  distressed,  Eleanor — if 
you  should  recover — about  your  future 
prospects,"  said  I,  as  the  nurse  left  the 
room — "there  are  ways  of  securing 
you  a  comfortable  though  perhaps  a 
humble  retreat !  The  w)imty  of  one 
or  two  kind  individuals" 

"  Doctor — doctor  " — she  interrupted 
me;  when  her  emotion  would  not 
suffer  her  to  say  more. 

"Don't  be  oppressed,  Eleanor — don't 
over-estimate  a  little  kindness,"  said 
I,  thinking  she  overrated  the  small 
services  I  spoke  of—"  It  will  be  but 
little,  and  that  little  cheerfully  given, 
among  five  or  six  persons — and  those 
ladies  — her  emotion  seemed  to  in- 
crease. "  Well,  well — if  you  dislike 
so  much  the  sense  of  obligation,  why 
cannot  you  lighten  the  sense  of  it,  by 
trying  to  contribute  a  little  to  your 
own  support  ?  Your  accomplishments 
would  easily  admit  of  it." 

"  Dear  doctor — ^you  mistake  me ! " 
she  interrupted,  having  regained  a 
measure  of  calmness — "I  could  tell 
you    a    secret   that  would    astonish 

you" 

"  A  secret !" — I  echoed  with  a  smile 
—"Why,  what  about 5 
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"I  will  tell  you,"  said  she,  look- 
ing towards  the  door,  as  if  apprehen- 
sive  of  interruption.  I  rose  and  bolted 
it. 

"  I  am  at  this  moment — ^believe  me, 
when  I  say  it — worth  £3000,  and  more 
than  that;  all— ^dl  at  my  absolute 
command ! " 

I  stared  at  her,  first  with  astonish- 
ment, then  with  incredulity,  and  finally 
with  concern — ^thinking  her  intellects 
disordered.  I  shook  my  head  involun- 
tarily at  her. 

"Doctor — disbelieve  me,  if  you 
choose,"  she  continued  calmly — "  but 
I  am  serious.  I  do  not  speak,  as  you 
seem  to  imagine,  deliriously — ^No,  no ! 
This  sum  of  money  is  really  mine — 
mine  alone  ;  and  every  farthing  of  it 
is  in  the  funds  at  this  moment ! 

"Ah  I"  I  interrupted  her,  the  thought 
suddenly  occurring  to  me,  "your  de- 
stroyer baited  his  hook  splencndly." 

All  the  colour  that  had  mantled 
her  cheeks  vanished  suddenly,  leaving 
them  white  as  marble.  She  gazed  at 
me  for  a  few  moments  in  silence — the 
silence  I  knew  not  whether  of  sorrow 
or  scorn. 

"  No,"  she  replied  at  length,  with  a 

Erofound  sigh,  closing  her  eyes  with 
er  left  hand,  "  It  has  never  been  pol- 
luted by  Ms  touch — or  mine ;  it  should 
perish  if  it  had !  No,  no — ^it  is  not  the 
price  of  my  shame !  Oh,  doctor,  doc- 
tor !  am  I  then  fallen  so  deeply,  lower 
than  I  suspected  eiven,  in  your  esti- 
mation? Could  you  think  I  would 
have  sold  myself  for  money!"  She 
said  this  with  more  bitterness  of  tone 
and  manner  than  I  had  ever  seen  in 
her. 

"  Well,  Eleanor,  be  calm  I  Forgive 
me !  I  am  very  sorry  I  spoke  so  fool- 
ishly and  hastily.  I  did  not,  however, 
dream  of  hurting  your  feelings,  or  at- 
tributing anything  so  base  to  you ! " 
She  continued  silent.  "  Eleanor,  don't 
you  forgive  me?**  I  inquired,  taking 
her  hana  in  mine. 

"You  have  not  ofiended  me,  doc- 
tor ;  you  cannot,"  she  replied,  in  tears. 
"  It  was  the  thoughts  of  my  own  guilt, 
my  own  infamy,  that  shocked  me ;  but 
it  is  over  I  Oh,  is  it  for  such  a  vile 
wretch  as  me  " She  ceased  sud- 


denly, and  buried  her  face  in  her 
hands. 

"Doctor,"  at  length  she  resumed, 
calmer,  though  in  tears,  "  I  say  this 
large  sum  of  money  is  mine — ^wholly 
mine.  It  came  to  me  through  the  death 
of  a  cousin  at  sea,  and  was  left  me 
by  my  uncle.  Hiey  knew  not  of  the 
polluted  hands  it  was  to  fall  into!" 
Again  she  paused,  overpowered  with 
her  feelings.  "  But  though  I  knew  it 
was  become  mine,  could  I  claim  it ! 
A  wretch  like  me?  No;  the  ven- 
geance of  God  would  have  blighted 
me!  I  have  never  applied  for  it;  I 
never  wiU !  I  have  often  been  starv- 
ing ;  driven  to  the  most  fearful  extent 
of  crime,  scarce  knowing  what  I  was 
about ;  yet  I  never  dared  to  think  of 
calling  the  money  mine  I  Guilty,  de- 
praved as  I  was,  I  hoped  that  God 
would  view  it  as  a  penance,  an  atone- 
ment for  my  crimes !  Oh,  God  I  didst 
thou,  wilt  tnou  now  accept  so  poor,  so 
unworthy  a  proof  of  my  repentance ! 
Even  in  dust  and  ashes  it  is  offered ! " 

She  ceased.  My  soul  indeed  felt  for 
her.  Poor  girl ! — what  a  proof,  though 
perhaps  a  mistaken  one,  was  here  of 
the  bitterness,  the  reality,  of  her  con- 
trition and  remorse!  I  scarce  knew 
what  reply  to  make  to  her. 

"I  have  now,  however,  made  up 
my  mind  how  to  dispose  of  it ;  in  a 
manner  which  I  humbly  hope  will  be 
pleasing  to  God ;  and  may  He  accept 

it  at  my  hands  I  I  wish  " At  this 

moment  the  returning  footsteps  of  the 
nurse  were  heard.  "  To-morrow — to- 
morrow, doctor — a  long  history,"  she 
whispered  hastily. 

I  took  the  hint,  opened  the  door,  and 
the  nurse  entered.  Miss  Edwards  was 
much  exhausted  with  the  efforts  she 
had  made  in  conversation ;  and  I  pre- 
sently took  my  leave,  reminding  ner, 
significantly,  that  I  should  see  her 
the  next  evening.  Her  concluding 
words  led  me  to  expect  a  narrative 
of  what  had  befallen  her ;  but  unless 
she  proved  much  better  able  than  she 
seemed  now  to  undertake  such  a  pain- 
ful task,  I  determined  to  postpone  it. 

The  next  evening  convincea  me  that 
I  had  acted  imprudently  in  suffering 
her  to  enter  into  any  conversation  on 
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topics  so  harrowing  to  her  feelings.  I 
found  she  had  passed  a  very  restless 
disturbed  night ;  and  one  or  two  pain- 
ful symptoms  reappeared  during  the 
day.  I  resolved,  for  a  long  time  to 
come,  to  interdict  any  but  medical 
topics ;  at  least,  till  she  could  better 
sustain  excitement.    Acting  on  this 

Srinciple,  little  of  interest  transpired 
uring  any  of  the  almost  daily  visits 
I  paidher  for  the  long  period  of  eleven 
weeks.  I  persevered  in  the  most 
anxious  efforts,  which  I  also  enjoined 
on  all  about  her,  to  supply  her  mind 
with  cheerful  topics,  in  the  shape, 
chiefly,  of  works  of  innocent  entertain- 
ment,  chess,  sewing,  &c.,  &c. ;  any- 
thing,  in  short,  that  could  give  her 
mind  something  to  engage  it,  instead 
of  preying  upon  itself. 

But  let  me  here  make  devout  and 
thankful  mention  of  the  inestimable 
support  and  comfort  she  received  in 
the  offices  of  that  best,  nay,  that  only 
solace  of  the  bed  of  sickness  and  deatn 
— ^BBuaioir.  Let  me  also  bear  testi- 
mony here  to  the  honourable  and  un- 
wearied exertions  In  her  behalf  made 
by  the  intelligent  and  pious  chaplain 
of  the  institution.  If  he  be  now  alive, 
and  I  have  no  reason  for  supposing  he 
is  not,  I  know  he  will  feel  tnat  satis- 
faction in  reflecting  upon  the  services 
this  narrative  must  call  to  his  recollec- 
tion, if  he  see  it,  which  not  even  the 
most  flattering  and  public  acknowledg- 
ment can  supply  to  nim.  He  watched 
over  her  witn  a  truly  pastoral  care,  an 
untiring  zeal,  that  found  its  reward  in 
bringing  her  to  a  full  sense  of  her 
moumfal  condition,  and  in  softening 
her  heart  to  the  hallowing  and  glorious 
influences  of  Christianity.  He  was  at 
her  bedside  almost  every  other  day,  dur- 
ing the  long  interval  I  have  mentioned. 
8he  several  times  received  the  sacra- 
ment ;  and  though  she  was  more  than 
once  unexpectedly  brought  to  the  very 
margin  of  the  grave,  her  confidence 
was  not  shaken.  Truly,  in  the  lan- 
guage of  Scripture,  "  a  new  heart  was 
given  uuto  her."  On  one  occasion  of 
er  receiving  the  sacrament,  which 
she  did  with  all  the  contrition  and 
humility  of  Mary  Magdalen  of  old,  I 
heard  ^om  Mr that  she  mras  so 


overcome,  poor  girl,  as  that,  in  the 
very  act  of  taking  the  cup  into  her 
hand,  she  burst  out  into  hysteric 
weeping.  The  excitement  increased ; 
he  described  her  features  as  wearing 
an  expression  of  all  but  sublimity; 
and  she  presently  burst  into  a  strain 
of  the  most  touching  and  passionate 
eloquence. 

"  Oh,  Saviour  of  the  world !"  she  ex- 
claimed, her  hands  clasped  in  an  at- 
titude of  devotion,  and  her  eyes  fixed 
upwards,  "  for  my  polluted  lips  to  kiss 
thy  blessed  feet— that  thou  shouldst 
suffer  me  to  wash  them  with  my  tears ! 
Oh,  to  stand  behind  thee,  to  hear  thee 
forgive  me  all!  Tes,  to  hear  thee 
speak !  To  feel  that  thou  hast  changed 
me  !  Thou  hast  gone  into  the  wilder- 
ness ;  thou  hast  sought  out  the  lost 
sheep,  and  brought  it  home  with 
thee  rejoicing !  Let  me  never  wander 
from  thee  again!  My  heart  breaks 
with  thankfulness !  I  am  thine !  Liv- 
ing or  dying — do  with  me  as  thou 
wilt!" 

Nor  were  such  expressions  as  these 
the  outpourings  of  mere  delirium — 
rant,  uttered  in  a  transient  fit  of  en- 
thusiasm— but  indications  of  a  per- 
manently altered  state  of  feeling. 
Surely,  call  it  what  you  will — enthu- 
siasm, delirium,  rant,  canting — ^if  it 
E reduce  such  effects  as  these,  it  must 
e  blessed  beyond  all  description ;  and. 
Father  of  the  spirits  of  all  flesh !  vouch- 
safe unto  me,  wnen  in  the  awful  agonies 
of  passing  from  time  into  eternity — 
into  thy  presence — oh,  wilt  thou  vouch- 
safe to  HE  such  enthusiasm,  such 
delirium ! 

The  little  attentions  my  wife  paid 
Miss  Edwards  in  calling  with  me  to 
see  her,  and  sending  her,  from  time  to 
time,  sudi  delicacies  as  her  circum- 
stances required,  called  forth  the  most 
enthusiastic  expressions  of  gratitude. 
My  pen  can  do  no  justice  to  the  re- 
collections that  force  themselves  upon 
me,  of  her  constant,  overflowing  thank- 
fulness— of  the  peace  and  cheerfulness 
she  diffused  around  her,  by  the  un- 
wavering serenity  and  resignation  with 
which  she  bore  her  sufferings.  She 
persisted  in  expressing  her  convictions 
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that  she  should  not  recorer ;  that  she 
was  being  carried  gently,  not  flung 
with  heaolong  horror,  into  eternity. 
If  ever  a  gloomy  shadow  would  pass 
over  her  mind,  and  blanch  her  features, 
it  was  when  her  mind  suddenly  revert- 
ed to  the  dreadful  scenes  from  which 
she  had  been  so  providentially  rescued. 
The  captive  could  not  look  back  with 
wilder  affright  upon  the  tortures  of  the 
Inquisition,  from  which  he  was  flying 
in  unexpected  escape,  his  limbs  yet 
quivering  with  recollections  of  the 
rack! 

It  was  an  evening  in  March,  in  the 
ensuing  year,  that  was  api>ointed  by 
Miss  £dwards  for  commimicating  to 
me  the  particular  of  her  history — of 
her  sufi^rings  and  her  shame.  She 
shrunk  from  the  dreadful  task — self- 
imposed  though  it  was — saying,  the 
only  satisfaction  she  should  experience 
in  telling  it,  would  be  a  feeling  that  it 
was  in  the  nature  of  an  expiation  of 
her  guilt.  I  had  promised  the  preced- 
ing day  to  spend  a  long  evening  with 
her  for  the  purpose  of  hearing  her 
story.  I  arrived  about  half-past  six 
o^clock,  and  the  nurse,  according  to 
her  instructions,  immediately  retired. 

I  wish  the  reader  could  have  seen 
Miss  Edwards  as  I  saw  her  on  that 
evening !  She  reclined,  propped  up  by 
pillows,  upon  a  couch  that  nad  been 
ordered  for  her,  and  which  was  drawn 
near  the  fire.  In  the  beautiful  langudge 
of  Sterne,  "  affliction  had  touched  her 
appearance  with  something  that  was 
unearthly."  Her  raven-black  hair  was 
parted  with  perfect  simplicity  u^on 
her  pale  forehead ;  and  the  expression 
of  her  full  dark  eyes,  together  with 
that  of  her  pallid  wasted  features,  and 
the  slender,  finely-chiselled  fingers  of 
the  left  hand,  wmch  was  spread  open 
upon  her  bosom,  reminded  me  forcibly 
of  a  picture  of  the  Madonna,  by  one  of 
the  greatest  old  painters.  I  defy  any 
person  to  have  seen  that  unfortunate 
eirl's  face,  even  in  total  ignorance  of 
her  history,  and  to  have  easily  forgot- 
ten it.  On  my  entering  the  room,  she 
laid  aside  a  book  she  had  been  r6adinff, 
and  seemed,  I  thought,  a  little  fluttered, 
aware  of  my  errand — of  the  heavy  task 
she  had  undertaken.     I  apprise  the 


reader  at  once,  that  I  fear  I  can  gire 
him  but  a  very  imperfect  account  of 
the  deeply  interesting  narrative  which 
I  received  fiK)m  Miss  Edwards'  lips. 
I  did  not  commit  it  to  paper  till  about 
a  week  after  I  had  heard  it,  circnni- 
stances  preventing  my  doing  it  earHer. 
I  have,  however,  endeavoured  to  pre- 
serve, throughout,  as  much  of  her 
peculiar  turns  of  expression — some- 
times very  felicitous — as  possible. 

"  Doctor,"  said  she,  speaking  faintly 
at  first,  after  answering  a  few  of  my 
usual'inquiries  concerning  her  health, 
"  how  I  have  longed  for,  and  yet  dread- 
ed this  day ! "  She  paused,  unable  to 
proceed.  I  rung  for  a  glass  of  water ; 
and  after  she  had  taken  a  little,  her 
agitation  gradually  subsided. 

"  Take  time,  Eleanor,"  said  I  gentlv 
— "don't  hurry  yourself. — ^Doirt  tell 
me  a  syllable  more  than  is  perfectly 
agreeable  to  yourself.  Believe  me — 
believe  me,  I  have  no  impertinent 
curiosity,  though  I  do  feel  a  profound 
interest  in  what  you  are  going  to  tell 
me." 

She  sighed  deeply. 

"But,  doctor,  the  blessed  Scriptures 
say,  that  if  we  confess  our  sins  — ^the 
poor  girl's  voice  again  faltered,  and 
she  burst  into  tears.  I  also  was  much 
affected,  and  embarrassed — so  much 
so,  that  I  hesitated  whether  or  not  I 
should  allow  her  to  go  on. 

"  Forgive  me,  doctor,"  she  once  more 
resumea,  "  if  I  am  shocked  at  finding 
myself  be^nning  my  bitter  and  dis- 
graceful history.  I  do  it  in  the  spirit 
of  a  most  humble  confession  of  my 
errors.  It  will  relieve  my  heart,  though 
it  may  make  jrou  hate  the  poor  fallen 
creature  that  is  talking  to  you.  But 
I  know  my  days  on  earth  are  num- 
bered." 

"  Eleanor !  Don't  say  so ;  I  assure 
you  I  have  great  hopes  " 

"Doctor — forgive  me,"  said  she  em- 
phatically and  solemnly,  "I  do  not 
doubt  your  skill ;  but  I  shall  never  re- 
cover ;  and  if  it  be  the  will  of  Gk)d,  I 
would  a  thousand  times  rather  die  than 
live ! — Oh,  doctor !  I  find  I  must  begin 
with  the  time  when  you  saw  me  both 
happy  and  virtuous,  living  with  my 
mother.    How  little  did  I  then  think 
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what  was  before  me ! — how  differently 
you  were  hereafter  to  see  me !  Per- 
haps I  need  scarcely  tell  you  that  my 
heart  in  those  days  was  rank  with 
pride — a  pride  that  aided  me  in  my 
ruin !  My  poor  mother  has  often,  I 
dare  say,  told  you  of  the  circumstances 
which  led  her  to  seek  a  livelihood  by 
keeping  a  boafdii^^-house  at  a  summer 
watering-place,  fetu^vret^  the  change 
of  circumstances ;  my  mother  recofi- 
cUed  herself  to  them — and  a  thousand 
times  strove,  but  in  vain,  to  bend  the 
stubborn  heart  of  her  daughter  into 
acquiescence  with  the  will  of  Provi- 
dence. I  concealed  my  rebellious  feel- 
ings, however,  out  of  pity  to  her ;  but 
they  often  choked  me!  They  said, 
doctor,  that  at  that  time  I  wasoeauti- 
fiil.  Yes,  doctor,  look  at  me  now," 
said  she,  with  a  bitter  smile,  "and 
think  that  I  was  once  called  beautiful! 
Beautiful! — oh!  that  this  face  had 
been  the  ugliest  of  the  ugly — ^frightful 
enough  to  scare  off  the  serpent ! — ^But 
Heaven  is  wise !  I  am  not  vain  enough 
to  hesitate  about  owning  that  I  saw 
how  much  I  was  admired — and  ad- 
mired sometimes  in  quarters  that  made 
my  pulse  beat  high  with  ambitious 
hopes — ^hopes  framed  in  folly,  and  to 
be,  I  need  hardly  say,  bitterly  disap- 
pointed. I  read  daily  in  the  hateful 
novels  which  helped  to  unsettle  my 
principles,  of  beauty  alone  procuring 
what  are  called  hign  marriages ;  and 
would  you  believe,  doctor — ^foolish  girl 
that  I  was — I  did  not  despair  of  becom- 
ing myself  the  wife  of  a  man  of  rank 
— of  wearing  a  coronet  upon  my  brow ! 
— Oh !  my  guilty  heart  aches  to  think 
of  several  worthy  and  respectable 
young  men  who  honoured  me  with  pro- 
posals I  spumed  with  scorn — ^with  in- 
solence. If  reason — if  common-sense 
had  guided  me — had  I  rather  listened 
to  the  will  of  Heaven,  uttered  through 
the  gentle  remonstrances  and  instruc- 
tions of  my  poor  mother — ^I  mi^ht 
have  been,  to  this  hour,  a  bloommg 
branch  upon  the  tree  of  society,  and 
not  a  withered  bough  soon  to  &11  off 
— ^but  not,  oh  no,  my  gracious  God  and 
Father ! — not  into  the  burning ! "  ex- 
claimed Miss  Edwards,  her  voice  fal- 
tering, and  her  eyes  lifted  up  towards 


heaven  with  a  kind  of  awful  hope. — 
"  I  need  not  weary  jrou  with  describ- 
ing the  very  many  little  flattering  ad- 
ventures I  met  with — ^too  often,  alas ! 
to  allow  of  the  common  duties  of  life 
bein^  tolerable  to  me.  Mrs ,  doc- 
tor, mentionine  my  wife,  "in  hap- 
pier times,  would  listen  to  them,  and 
warn  me  not  to  be  led  away  by 
them. 

«  *  «  • 

"  But  let  me  come  at  once  to  the 
commencement  of  my  woes.  You  may 
recollect  the  pleasant  banks  of  the 

?    Oh,  the  happy  hours  I  have 

spent  there  !  I  was  walking,  one 
Sunday  evening,  along  the  river  side, 
reading  some  book — I  now  forget  what 
— when  I  almost  stumbled  against  a 
gentleman  that  was  similarly  engaged. 
He  started  back  a  step  or  two,  looked 
at  me  earnestly  for  a  moment,  and, 
taking  off  his  hat  with  a  high-bred 
air,  l^gg^d  my  pardon.  He  looked 
so  hard  at  me,  tnat  I  began  to  fancy 
he  knew  me.  I  coloured,  and  my 
heart  beat  so  violently  that  I  could 
scarcely  breathe ;  for  I  should,  indeed, 
have  been  blind  not  to  see  that  my  ap- 
pearance struck  him ;  how  his  affected 
me,  let  the  remainder  of  my  life  from 
that  hour  tell  in  sighs  and  groans  of 
anguish!  He  was  the  handsomest 
man  I  think  I  have  ever  seen.  He 
seemed  about  thirty  years  old.  There 
was  something  about  his  face  that  I 
cannot  express,  and  his  voice  was  soft 
— ^his  manners  were  kind  and  dignified. 
Indeed,  indeed,  it  was  the  hour  of  fate 
to  me!  He  said  something  about 
*  blaming  not  each  other  for  the  inter- 
ruption we  had  experienced,  but  the 
authors  whose  works  kept  us  so  in- 
tently engaged,'  in  such  a  gentle  tone, 
and  his  dark  eyes  lookine  at  me  so 
mildly,  that  I  could  not  help  listening 
to  him,  and  feeling  pleased  that  he 
spoke  to  me.  I  begged  that  he  would 
not  blame  himself,  and  said  he  had 
done  nothing  to  apologise  for.  He  said 
not  another  word  on  the  subject,  but 
bowed  respectfully,  and  talked  about 
the  beautiful  evening — ^the  silence — 
the  scenery — and  in  such  language ! 
so  glowing,  so  animated,  so  descrip- 
tive, that  I  thought  he  must  be  a  poet. 
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All  the  while  he  was  speaking,  there 
was  a  diffident  distance  ahout  him — a 
sort  of  fear  lest  he  was  displeasing  me, 
that  charmed  me  heyond  what  I  could 
express,  and  kept  me  rooted  to  the  spot 
before  him. 

"  '  I  presume,  madam,  as  you  are  so 
fond  of  water-side  scenery,*  said  he, 
*  you  often  spend  your  evenings  in  this 
way?' 

"I  replied  that  I  often  certainly 
found  my  way  there. 

"  *  Well,  ma'am,*  said  he,  with  a 
sweet  smile,  '  I  cannot  think  of  inter- 
rupting you  any  longer.  I  hope  you 
will  enjoy  this  lovely  evening.^ 

"With  this  he  took  off  his  hat,  bowed 
very  low,  and  passed  oh.  If  he  had 
but  known  how  vexed  I  was  to  see  him 
leave  me !  I  felt  fascinated.  I  could 
not  help  looking  behind  me  to  see  him, 
and,  to  be  sure,  caught  him  also  look- 
ing towards  me.  I  would  have  given 
the  world  for  a  decent  pretence  for 
bringing  him  to  me  again  1  My  heart 
beat — ^my  thoughts  wandered  too  much 
to  admit  of  taiy  reading  any  more ;  so 
I  closed  my  book,  sat  down  on  the 
white  roots  of  a  gpreat  tree  that  over- 
shadowed the  river,  and  thought  of 
nothing  but  this  strange  gentleman. 
I  wondered  who  he  was — for  I  had 
never  seen  him  before  in  the  place — 
and  teased  myself  with  speculations  as 
to  whether  he  really  felt  towards  me 
anything  further  than  towards  a  mere 
stranger.  I  went  home.  I  sat  down 
to  the  piano,  where  I  began  twenty 
different  things,  but  could  finish  none 
of  them.  My  mother  wished  me  to 
write  a  letter  for  her ;  I  obeyed,  but 
made  so  many  mistakes  that  she  got 
angry,  and  wrote  it  herself  after  all. 
All  night  long  did  I  think  of  this  fas- 
cinating stranger.  His  soft  voice  was 
perpetually  whispering  in  my  ear ;  his 
bright  piercing  eyes  were  always  look- 
ing at  me.  I  woke  almost  every  half- 
hour,  and  began  to  think  I  must  be 
surely,  as  they  say,  bewitched.  I  got 
quite  sdarmed  at  finding  myself  so  car- 
ried away  by  my  feelings.  Can  you 
believe  all  this  ?  You  may  call  it  love 
at  first  sight — anything  you  choose. 
Would  to  Heaven  it  had  been  hatred 
at  first  sight !    That  evening  fixed  a 


spell  upon  me.  I  was  driven  on  I  do 
not  know  how.  I  could  not  help  tak- 
ing a  walk  the  next  evening.  It  was 
nonsense — but  I  must  needs  take  my 
book  with  me.  My  heart  beat  thick 
whenever  I  saw  the  figure  of  a  gentle- 
man at  a  distance ;  but  I  was  disap- 
pointed, for  he  whom  I  looked  for  did 
not  come  that  evening.  The  next 
evening  and  the  one  after  that,  wretch- 
ed fool  that  I  was !  did  I  repair  with  a 
fluttering  heart  to  the  same  spot — but 
in  vain ;  the  stranger  did  not  make  his 
appearance.  On  the  Sunday  evening, 
however,  I  unexpectedly  met  him,  arm 
in  arm  with  another  gentleman.  Gra- 
cious Heaven !  how  pale  and  languid 
he  looked,  and  his  right  arm  in  a  sling! 
He  bowed — smiled  rather  pensively  at 
me — coloured  a  little,  I  thought — and 
passed  me.  I  found  soon  afterwards 
that  a  duel  had  been  fought  in  the  im- 
mediate neighbourhood,  on  Tuesday 
last,  the  day  but  one  after  the  meeting 

I  have  described,  between  a  Lord 

and  Captain ^  in  which  the  latter 

was  wounded  in  the  arm.  Yes ;  then 
there  could  be  no  doubt  it  was  Captain 

whom  I  had  talked  to.    And  he 

had  been  in  a  duel!  Oh,  doctor,  I 
dropi)ed  the  newspaper  which  told  me 
the  circumstance.  I  trembled — ^I  felt 
agitated,  as  if  he  had  been  not  a 
stranger,  but  a  relative.  There  was 
no  concealing  the  truth  from  myself. 
I  felt  sick  and  faint  at  the  thought  of 
the  danger  he  had  been  exposed  to; 
and  such  an  interest  in  him  altogether 
as  I  could  not  "describe.  Doctor — fool, 
wretched,  weak  fool  that  I  was — al- 
ready I  loved  him.  Yes,  an  utter 
stranger — one  who  had  never  even 
given  me  a  look  or  word  beyond  the 
commonest  complaisance  !  The  ab- 
surd notions  I  had  got  from  novels  «» 
came  into  my  head.  I  thought  of 
/ofe,  and  that  it  was  possible  our  feel- 
ings were  mutual,  with  much  more 
nonsense  of  the  same  sort.  I  was  be- 
wildered all  day,  and  told  my  mother 
I  felt  poorly.  Poor,  good,  deceived 
mother !  she  was  for  having  advice  for 
me! 

"  Two  or  three'  evenings  after,  we 
met  again.  My  heart  melted  to  see 
his  pale  features,  his  languid  air.  Some- 
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how  or  anotheiv-I  forget  how — ^we  got 
again  into  conversation ;  and  I  at  once 
taxed  him  with  having  fought  a  duel. 
What,  oh  what  could  have  prompted 
me  ?  He  blushed,  and  looked  auickly 
at  me,  with  surprise  but  not  displea- 
sure, saying,  in  a  low  tone,  something 
or  other  about  his  'pride  at  being  an 

object  of  my  s^pathy.'    Doctor , 

I  can  but  again  and  again  ask  you  to 
bear  with  me  in  this  history  of  my 
guilt  and  foU^ !  Before  we  parted,  I 
was  actually  unprudent  enough  to  ac- 
cept his  arm.  We  often  met  at  that 
spot  afterwards,  and  by  appointment. 
I  was  enchanted  with  my  new  com- 
panion, there  was  something  so  ele- 
gant, so  fashionable,  so  refined  about 
him.  I  found  he  was  an  officer  in  a 
regiment  of  cavalry,  and  staying  at 

f  on  account  of  ill  health.    He 

must  have  been  blind,  indeed,  not  to 
have  seen  that  I  doated — ^yes,  sigh, 
doctor ! — that  I  doated  upon  him ;  but 
when  I  was  one  evening  infatuated, 
mad  enough,  to  beg  him  not  to  appear 
to  know  me,  if  he  should  happen  to  meet 
me  walking  with  my  mother,  or  any 
one  else,  you  will  surely  believe  that  i 
must  have  been  possessed  by  Satan! 
The  moment  the  fatal  words  were  out 
of  my  mouth,  I  snatched  my  arm  out 
of  his,  started  back,  and  turned  very 

Eale  and  faint.  I  am  sure  I  must — for 
e  instantly  asked  me  with  alarm  if  I 
was  ill.  Ill  1  J  was  ready  to  sink  into 
the  earth  out  of  his  sight  I  His  win- 
ning ways,  however,  soon  made  me 
,  forget  all — forget  even,  alas,  alas !  that 
I  now  stood  fatally  committed  to  him ! 
When  I  returned  home,  I  felt  oppressed 
with  a  guilty  consciousness  of  what  I 
had  done.  1  could  not  look  my  mother 
in  the  face.  I  felt  stupefied  at  recol- 
lecting what  I  had  said,  but  with  great 
effort  concealed  all  from  my  mother. 
It  is  needless  to  say  that  after  this 

Captain and  I  met  on  the  footing 

of  lovers;  I  expecting  him,  on  each 
occasion,  to  propose  marriage ;  and  he 
walking  by  my  side,  talking  in  a  strain 
that  set  my  soul  on  fire  with  passion- 
ate admirationfor  him.  What  a  charm- 
ing, what  a  delightful  companion  ! 
Forgetting,  for  a  moment,  all  the  non- 
sense of  novels,  I  felt  I  could  have 


adored  him,  and  made  him  my  hus- 
band, had  he  been  the  poorest  of  the 
poor !  When  he  was  not  with  me,  he 
would  write  me  sometimes  two  or 
three  letters  a-day,  which  he  contrived 
to  send  me  without  their  falling  under 
my  mother^s  notice — and  such  letters! 
If  you— even  you,  had  seen  them,  you 
would  have  owned  how  unequal  was 
the  struggle !  At  length  I  felt  piqued 
at  his  hesitation,  in  not  saying  some- 
thing decisive  and  satisfactory  on  the 
subject  that  was  nearest  my  heart ;  but 
on  the  very  morning  when  I  thought 
I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  tell  him  we 
must  part,  for  that  I  should  get  myself 
talked  of  in  ^  the  town,  and  alarm  my 
mother — ^he  saved  me  all  further  anxi- 
ety, by  telling  me,  in  enthusiastic 
terms,  that  he  felt  he  could  not  live 
without  me,  and  asked  me  if  I  had  any 
objection  to  a  private  marriage;  add- 
ing that  his  father  was  a  haughty,  self- 
ish man,  and  all  the  other  falsehoods 
that  have  ruined — and  alas,  alas !  will 
yet  ruin,  so  many  wretched  girls !  Woe, 
woe,  woe  is  me  that  I  listened  to  them 
-—that  I  believed  all — that,  indeed. 

Captain could  have  scarce  said- 

anything  I  would  not  have  believed ! 
I  must  have  been,  alas !  given  over  to 
destruction  not  to  understand — ^never 
once  to  reflect  on  the  circumstance  of 
his  refusal  ever  to  come  to  our  house 
to  see  my  mother,  or  allow  me  to 
breathe  a  hint  about  what  had  passed 
between  us !  Alas,  had  but  a  daugh- 
ter's heart  glowed  with  a  thousandth 
part  of  the  love  towards  her  mother, 
with  which  that  mother's  yearned  to- 
wards her — a  moment's  sigh — an  in- 
stant's confidence — ^would  have  broken 
the  charm — ^would  have  set  me  free 
from  the  spoiler  I  '  I  must  keep  my 
old  father  in  the  dark  about  this 
matter,  as  you  your  mother,  Elea- 
nor,' said  he,  'till  the  marriage  is 
over,  and  then  they  cannot  help  them- 
selves !'  He  talked  to  me  in  this 
strain  for  nearly  a  month ;  for  my 
better  angel  helped  me  to  fight 
against  him  so  lone* — ^flashing  inces- 
santly before  me  the  figure  of  my 
poor,  precious,  heart-broken  mother 

and  I  refused  to  listen  to  his 

proposals.     But  at  last  he  prevailed. 
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He  talked  me  to  death  on  the  suh- 
ject ;  persuaded  me  that  if  I  would 
elope,  I  could  leave  a  letter,  telling 
my  mother  how  soon  she  would  see 

me  the  wife  of  Captain ;  and  at 

last  I  began  to  think  in  the  same 
way. 

"  *  Dear,  dear  Captain !    How 

much  I  am  trusting  to  you  !*  said  I  one 
night,  weeping,  iSter  he  had  wrung 
a  reluctant  consent  from  me.  'Oh, 
don*t — don't  bring  down  my  poor 
mother's  grey  hairs  with  sorrow  to  the 
grave ! ' 

"  'My  dear,  sweet,  good  girl  V  he 
exclaimed,  folding  me  fondly  in  his 
arms,  and  kissing  me  in  a  sort  of  trans- 
port. I  felt  then  confident  of  my 
safety  I  That  very  evening  did  I  write 
the  proposed  letter  to  my  mother,  tell- 
ing her  of  all.  Oh,  how  I  tried  to 
crowd  my  whole  heart  into  every  word ! 
My  colour  went  and  came — ^my  knees 
shook — ^my  hands  trembled — mv  head 
swam  round — ^I  felt  cold  and  hot  by 
turns.  I  got  the  letter  written,  how- 
ever, and  stepped  into  bed — a  sleep- 
less one,  you  may  imagine.  That 
night — that  very  night — I  dreamed  a 
dream  that  might  have  saved  me  :  th&t 
I  looked  out  of  bed  and  saw  a  beau- 
tiful but  venomous  snake  gliding 
about  under  the  chest  of  drawers,  near 
the  windows.  It  shocked  me  as  I 
gazed  shudderingly  at  it,  but  I  did  not 

once  think  of  Captain .    Alas,  I 

have  since ! 

"The  next  day,  my  injured,  un- 
suspecting mother  had  fixed  for  pay- 
ing a  visit  to  a  friend  who  lived  some 
few  miles  off,  whence  she  would  not 
return  till  the  day  after.  Monster — 
monster — perfidious  creature  that  I 
was  !  I  chose  the  first  night  that  my 
mother  and  I  had  been  separated  for 
years — ^the  time  when  she  had  left,  all 
in  my  care — ^to  forsake  her  and  home, 
to  elope  at  midnight  with  my  de- 
stroyer in  a  coach-and-four  for  Ghretna 
Green  I    We  set  oflf — oh  that  horrible 

night — that" Here  Miss  Edwards 

turned  suddenly  deadly  pale.  Her  man- 
ner had  for  some  time  shownincreasing 
aviation,  though  she  spoke  with  un- 
diminished energy  till  sne  uttered  the 
last  words. 


"  I  cannot  suffer  you  to  proceed  any- 
fur  ther  this  evening,  Eleanor,"  said  I, 
forcing  some  water  to  her  lips,  "your 
efforts  have  exhausted  you. ' 

She  nodded,  and  attempted  to  speak, 
but  her  voice  failed  her. 

"To-morrow  shall  I  come,  if  you 
find  yourself  better?"  She  nodded 
acquiescence.  I  called  in  the  nurse 
immediately,  ordered  some  little  quiet- 
ing medicine  for  Miss  Edwards,  and 
left  the  nurse  to  prepare  her  for  bed. 

I  have  omitted  much  that  she  told 
me — much  that  might  have  added  to 
the  powerful  effect  her  simple  and 
touching  mode  of  telling^  it  might  have 
produced  upon  the  reader,  had  I  given 
it  entire— lest  I  should  fatigue  his 
attention. 

The  next  evening  found  us  again 
together  as  on  the  preceding.  I  en- 
treated her  not  to  resume  her  narra- 
tive, if  it  were  painful  to  her — observ- 
ing her  in  tears  when  I  entered* 

"  Yes,  doctor — indeed  I  am  pained ; 
but  let  it  ring  my  heart  as  it  may,  I 
must  go  on  with  the  black  story  I 
have  commenced.  Do  but  be  pre- 
pared to  hear  with  forgiveness  much 
that  will  shock  you — ^that  will  make 
you  look  on  me  with  loathing— no, 
no  then — ^I  will  say  pity ! 

"I  cannot  pain  you  with  a  parti- 
cular account  of  the  means  by  which 
my  destroyer  succeeded  in  effecting 
my  ruin.  Once  in  the  accursed  travel- 
ling-carriage, we  went,  I  afterwards 
found,  in  a  far  different  direction  to 
that  of  Gretna  Green.  I  think  I  must 
have  been  mad  throughout  the  jour- 
ney. I  recollect  nothing  distinctly ; 
all  seems  yet  in  a  mist — a  mist  of  ex- 
citement,   of  mingled    apprehension 

and  delight.     Captain was  all 

tenderness,  all  persuasion.  He  kept 
me  in  a  constant  whirl.  He  never 
suffered  me  to  be  left  alone  for  an  in- 
stant— ^to  think  of  what  I  was  doing. 
No— Mo*  was  not  his  plan !  For  two 
days,  I  do  not  think  1  had  leisure  to 
look  back  and  reflect  on  what  I  had 
left.  I  felt — strange,  dreadful  to  say 
— ^no  uneasiness.  Oh,  my  very  heaven 
was  to  be  in  the  company  of  Captain 

f  to  look  at  him,  to  hear  him 

speak  to  me,  to  think  he  was  now 
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mine,  mine  for  life !  But  on  the  morn- 
ing of  the  third  day  " — ^here  she  shud- 
dered from  head  to  foot,  and  paused— 
"  I  awoke  in  a  fright ;  for  I  had  been 
dreaming  about  the  serpent  I  had 
dreamed  of  before  we  eloped.  Then 
it  glided  about  under  the  drawers,  at 
a  distance;  now  it  was  writhing  about 
on  the  very  bed  on  which  I  lay !  The 
vividness  of  my  dream  awoke  me, 
as  I  said,  in  horror.  Alas,  my  eyes 
were  opened!  Beside  me  lay  the 
serpent ! 

"  I  shrieked  aloud — ^I  sprung  out  of 
bed — ^I  tore  my  hair  with  frantic  ges- 
tures. He  leaped  out  after  me  in  con- 
sternation, and  attem{)ted  to  pacify 
me,  but  in  vain.  My  cries  brought  an 
elderly,  respectable  female  into  the 
room.  He  told  her  that  *  his  wife  ' 
was  only  in  hysterics — ^that  I  was  un- 
fortunately subject  to  them.  I  recol- 
lect nothing  more  distinctly  of  that 
dreadful  day.  By  the  next,  with  Belial 
cunning  and  persuasion,  he  had  soothed 
and  flattered  me  into  something  like 
my  former  insensibility  to  my  situa- 
tion. I  felt  as  if  it  were  useless  to  re- 
sist his*  influence !  Before  the  week 
was  over  we  were  in  Paris.  Not  all 
the  myriad  gaieties  of  that  place, 
however,  could  lull  or  distract  the 
worm  from  gnawing  at  my  heart! 
For  three  weeks  I  was  incessantly  in 
tears — often   in  hysterics.      Captain 

behaved  to  me  with  exquisite 

tenderness.  He  spent  immense  sums 
in  procuring  me  amusement;  and, 
in  a  month  longer,  I  found,  spite  of 
myself,  my  sorrow  wearing  off.  He 
had  accustomed  me  gradualTv  to  wine, 
and  at  length  he  was  obliged  to  check 
my  increasing  propensity  to  it  with 
anger.  Once — once  only,  do  I  recol- 
lect having  mentioned  the  sacred 
name  of  my  mother.  He  presently 
produced  me  a  letter,  whicn  he  pre- 
tepded  to  have  received  from  a  friend 

at ,  where  I  had  lived;    which 

said  that  my  mother,  on  finding  out 
what  I  had  done,  burnt  the  letter  I 
had  left  for  her — cursed  me,  called  me 
by  an  infamous  name,  and  vowed 
solemnly  never  to  receive  or  acknow- 
ledge me  again.  How  I  recollect  one 
sentence  he  read  me ! 


"  *  The  old  woman  goes  on  much  as 
usual,  only  very  furious  when  her 
daughter's  name  is  mentioned.  She 
says,  as  the  slut  has  made  her  bed,  so 
she  must  lie  upon  it ! ' 

"  How — oh,  how  could  I  be  for  an 
instant  deceived  by  such  a  shallow — 
such  an  infamous  fabrication  ?  I  know 
not ;  strange  as  it  may  seem,  I  wished 
to  think  it  true,  to  pacify  myself— -to 
blunt  the  horrid  sting  of  remorse. 
The  devil,  too,  had  blinded  me ! 

"From  that  time,  I  began  to  find 
my  feelings  dulled,  and  got  in  a  man- 
ner SATISFIED  with  my  situation!  I 
had  talked  about  marriage  till  he  al- 
most struck  me  in  his  fury ;  and  I  got 
wearied  and  frightened  out  of  my  im- 
portunities. We  spent  some  time  on 
the  banks  of  the  beautiful  Rhine,  and 
travelled  over  the  most  delicious  parts 
of  Switzerland;  after  which  we  re- 
turned again  to  Paris.  Altogether,  we 
5>ent  about  seven  months  m  France, 
owards  the  latter  part  of  that  time, 
stupefied  as  I  was,  I  discovered  a 
gradual  but  melancholy  change  in  his 
manner  towards  me.  He  seemed  try- 
ing, I  thought,  to  disgust  me  with 
him  I  He  introduced  to  our  table  some 
English  friends  of  his,  noblemen  and 
others,  and  did  not  seem  to  care  how 
pointedly  they  paid  their  attentions  to 
me,  nor  how  I  received  them.  Then 
he  began  to  get  pi<iued  at  *my  impro- 
priety,* he  said.  That  gave  him  a 
handle  of  offence  against  me.  Our 
life  was  thenceforth  one  of  incessant 
bickering.  He  began  to  talk  about 
his  leave  of  absence  having  expired — 
that  he  must  return  to  England.  He 
told  me,  at  length,  abruptly,  that  he 
had  but  ten  days  longer  to  continue 
in  France,  as  his  regiment  was  unex- 
pectedly ordered  off  for  India,  and  I 
must  return  to  England  with  him  in- 
stantlv.  Return  to  England!  The 
thought  was  horror !  The  day  before 
that  fixed  for  our  return  to  England, 
I  eloped  with  Lord ^  an  extrava- 
gant, dissipated,  but  handsome  young 
man;  and  we  bent  our  course  towards 
Rome.  There  I  did  indeed  blazon  my 
shame.  I  was  allowed  whatever  dress 
— whatever  ornaments,  I  chose  to 
order.  I  quite  shone  in  jewellery —till 
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I  attracted  nniversal  attention.  Alas, 
too  well  I  knew  the  answer  given  to 
the  perpetual  izKj^uiry — *  "Who  is  she?' 
Bear  with  me,  kind  doctor,  bear  with 
me  in  my  guilty  story,  when  I  tell  you 
that  in  less  than  three  months  I  quitted 

Lord ,  for  the  society  of  an  Italian 

nobleman ;  his,  for  that  of  a  ^ench 
Count — and  there  I  shall  pause. 

"  Within  two  years  of  mv  first  arrival 
in  France,  I  found  myself  in  Paris — 
alone.  Ill  health  had  considerably 
changed  my  appearance,  and  of  course 
unfittedme,  in  a  measure,  for  the  guilty 
life  I  had  been  leading.  My  spirits  haa 
fallen  into  the  lowest  despondency ;  so 

that  Sir ,  the  man  with  whom  I 

had  last  lived,  quitted  me  in  sudden  dis- 
gust, with  not  more  than  a  hundred 
pounds  in  my  pocket,  to  manage  as  I 
could  for  myself. 

"  I  lived  alone  at  Paris  for  nearly 
three  weeks,  doing  little  else  than  drink 
wine  and  take  laudanum.  Then  I  be- 
gan to  long  for  England,  though  I 
dreaded  to  see  it.  The  flutter  of  my 
heart  almost  choked  me  when  I  thought 
of  home. 

"  Restless  as  an  evil  spirit,  I  knew 
not  what  to  do  with  myself,  or  whither 
to  go.  Still  something  drew  me  to 
England,  and  accordingly  I  abruptly 
left  France,  and  arrived  at  London  in 
December.  In  the  packet,  I  happened 
to  meet  a  gentleman  I  had  often  seen 

at  Captain 's  table.    Careless  and 

stupefied,  I  heeded  not  what  I  did ;  so 
he  had  but  little  difiiculty  in  persuad- 
ing me  to  accept  his  lodgings  in  Lon- 
don as  mine.  1  lived  with  him  about 
a  month.  Is  not  all  this  frightful, 
doctor?"  exclaimed  Miss  Edwards  ab- 
ruptW*.  I  shook  my  head,  and  sighed. 

"Yes!"  she  resumed,  echoing  my 
sigh  from  the  very  depths  of  her  bosom, 
"  it  is  an  awful  catalogfue  of  crime  in- 
deed; but  let  me  hasten  through  it, 
doctor,  while  I  have  strength,  for  I 
sicken  with  the  story.         ^ 

"  When  I  was  left  alone  in  London, 
my  spirits  grew  more  and  more  de- 
pressed. I  felt  sinkins^  into  what  is 
called  melancholy  maaness.  I  went 
one  evening  to  Drury-Lane  Theatre, 
almost  stupefied  with  wine,  which  I 
had  been  drinking  alone,  for  I  should 


really  have  destroyed  mvself  but  for 
the  excitement  of  wine.  1  need  hardly 
say  to  what  part  of  the  boxes  a  young 
woman,  elegantly  dressed,  and  alone, 
wasushereo.  It  was  that  allotted  to  my 
miserable  sisters  in  guilt.  I  sat  at  the 
comer  of  the  boxes,  a  large  shawl  al- 
most concealing  me  firom  head  to  foot. 
The  orchestra  was  playing  the  over- 
ture. Oh,  how  sick,  now  faint  that 
music  made  me,  which  all  others  listen- 
ed to  with  ecstasy !  It  was  of  a  pen- 
sive description,  sad,  but  sweet  beyond 
imagination;  and  it  afTected  me  so 
powerfully  that  I  was  obliged  to  rush 
from  the  place,  and  seek  fresh  air.  I 
returned  in  about  half  an  hour.  The 
vast  house  had  completely  filled  while 
I  was  awav;  all  was  light  and  splen- 
dour; ana  the  merry  audience  was 
shaking  with  laughter  at  the  scenes 
of  a  favourite  comedy.  I — I  could 
not  laugh,  but  rather  scream  with  the 
agonising  intensity  of  my  feelings. 

"  *  La,  how  she  sighs !  Mighty  fine, 
to  be  sure,*  exclaimed  a  rude  wretch 
that  sat  beside  me,  glaring  in  finerv. 
My  heart  drooped  under  the  insult. 
I  could  not  resent  it.  I  gazed  languidly 
at  the  happy  people  occupying  the 
private  boxes.  How  I  envied  them ! 
In  casting  my  eye  round  them,  it  fell 
on  a  party  in  that  nearest  but  one  to 
me.     Gracious  God!  it  was  Captain 

with  three  ladies,  one  of  them 

very  beautiful;   and  he  was  paying 
her  the  most  anxious  attentions. 

"  I  remember  no  more  till  I  found 
myself,  earl^  in  the  morning  in  bed 
at  my  lodgmgs,  attended  by  a  gjirl 
in  fine  clothes.  I  then  found,  on  in- 
quirv,  that  I  had  suddenljr  fallen  back* 
on  the  floor  of  the  boxes  in  a  swoon, 
and  was  immediately  carried  out,  at- 
tended b^  a  girl  that  sat  near  me, 
who,  having  found  by  a  paper  in  my 
pocket  where  I  lived.  Drought  mo 
home.  The  woman  of  the  house  in- 
sisted on  my  quitting  it  immediately. 
I  owed  her  no  rent ;  '  But  that  was  all 
one,*  she  said :  *  I  was  a  slut,  and  must 
be  off  I  *  The  girl  I  spoke  of  refused 
to  leave  my  room  till  I  had  a  little  re- 
covered, and  easilv  persuaded  me  to 
accompany  her  to  her  lodgingps.  I  had 
about  £30  with  me,  and  a  few  articles 
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of  elegant  and  expensive  dress.  I  lay 
in  bed  at  my  new  residence  for  two 
days,  without  once  rising;  and  no 
words  can  tell  the  horror  that  was  up- 
on me  I  At  the  end  of  that  time  my 
companion  prevailed  upon  me  to  ac- 
company her  to  the  play,  whither,  half 
intoxicated,  I  went.  But  I  cannot 
pause  over  the  steps  by  which  I  hur- 
ried on  to  the  vilest  excesses  of  infamy. 
My  money  exhausted — all  the  dress, 
except  what  I  wore,  pawned — ^what 
was  to  become  of  me  ?  With  the  wages 
of  shame  and  sin,  I  strove  madly  to 
drink  myself  to  death ;  yes,  doctor,  to 
death !  I  tried  to  live  nard,  that  my 
health  might  fail — ^that  I  might  die, 
if  it  were  the  death  of  a  dog.  I  was 
soon  obliged  to  leave  my  companion 
in  ^ilt.  She  was  more  dreadfully 
addicted  to  drinking  even  than  I ;  and 
in  one  of  her  sudden  frenzies  abused 
me,  and  at  last  struck  me  a  blow  with 
a  decanter,  that  felled  me  in  an  instant, 
stunned  and  bleeding,  to  the  floor.  See, 
doctor,  I  have  the  mark  of  it!"  s^d 
Miss  Edwards,  pushing  aside  her  hair, 
and  disclosing  a  laree  scar  over  the 
comer  of  her  left  forehead. 

"You  may  wonder,  doctor,  that  I 
have  said  so  little  about  my  mother ; 
but  must  not  suppose  that  I  tJumght 
little  of  her.  Her  injured  image  was 
always  before  my  eyes,  and  served  but 
to  drive  me  into  deeper  despair.  My 
own  shame  and  misery  were  tolerable 
indeed,  when  I  thought  of  what  Tier 
sujQTerings  must  be  !  I  never  dared  to 
make  any  inquiries  about  her.  How, 
indeed,  could  I  ?  Suddenly,  however, 
I  resolved,  I  knew  not  wny — ^for  the 
thought  came  over  me  like  a  flash  of 

lightning — ^to  go  down  to ,  come 

what  would — to  see  her,  if  ^sible,  in 
disguise,  without  her  knowing  me.  I 
exchanged  my  gay  clothes  with  a  poor 
woman  of  the  town  for  her  wretched 
ra^s;  paintedmyface,co9cealedallmy 
hair  under  my  bonnet ;  and,  with  little 
more  than  money  enough  to  pay  my 
coach-hire  down — careless  about  the 
means  of  coining  up— got  upon  the 
coach  by  night. 

"  It  rained,  and  blew  cruelly  cold — 
but  I  had  no  umbrella — ^no  protection 
against  the  inclement  weather,  but  an 


old  worn-out  cloak,  that  was  compara- 
tively useless  to  me.    No  one  on  the 
coach — ^indeed  there  were  but  three 
besides  myself— would  speak  to  such 
a  wretched  object  as  I  looked,  or  offer 
me  additional  clothing !  By  five  o'clock 
in  the  morning  of  the  1 0th  of  February 
18— ,at  about  two  miles'  distance  from 
the  town,  I  told  them  to  set  me  down. 
I  was  so  numb  with  cold  that  I  could 
scarcely  keep  my  feet,  till  I  found  my 
way  to  a  very  small  alehouse  by  the 
road-side,  where  I  called  for  gin,  and 
drank  off  two  glasses  of  it.    Indeed, 
by  the  way,  you  would  be  horrified  to 
know  how  I  had  accustomed  myself 
to  the  use  of  raw  spirits !    Without 
waiting,  I  hastened  onward.    It  was 
dark  and  dismal,  truly.    The  rain,  and 
the  bitter  wind,  chilled  my  very  heart 
within  me,  but  I  saw — felt — ^heard — 
thought  of  nothing  but  my  wretched 
— ^my  heartbroken  mother.     It  was 
nearly  seven  o'clock  when  I  entered 
the  town.    How  my  giultjf  wearied 
heart  beat,  as  I  recognised  the  places 
about  me !  How  sick  the  sight  of  them 
made  me !  I  drew  my  bonnet  over  my 
face — ^fearful  lest,  disguised  as  I  was, 
I  should  by  any  chance  be  recognised 
-^and  skulked,  like  a  thief,  towards 
the  street  in  which  our  house  stood* 
I  was  often  obliged  to  stop  and  lean 
against  the  walls  and  railings,  to  rest 
my  aching  limbs.    At  length  I  neared 
the  dreaded  spot.  I  looked — I  strained 
my  eyes,  till  they  ached.    Alas !  what 
had  once  been  our  house,  was  now  a 
shop,  newly  painted,  with  a  strange 
name  in  great  glaring  gold  letters  over 
the  bow-window.    Oh,  my  God !  what 
feelings  shot  through  my  quivering 
heart  at  that  moment!— I  sat  down 
upon  the  wet  steps  of  a  house  nearly 
opposite.    I  wrung  my  hands — ^I  bit 
my  lips  with  the  intensity  of  my  an- 
guish— ^^or  I  was  afraid  of  alarming 
the  yet  sleeping  neighbourhood  with  a 
shriek.    At  length  an  old  man  came 
slowly  past,  leading  a  horse.    I  asked 
him,  with  a  faltering  voice,  where  Mjs 

(my  mother)  lived?  He  was  deaf 

— and  I  was  obliged  to  shout  the  name 
into  his  ear — though  the  effort  seemed 
to  exhaust  all  the  little  breath  I  had. 
" 'Oh  — Mrs— r-?— why— let  me 
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see  I  Her  whose  daughter  ran  off 
with  the  officer  some  time  since  ?  * 

"  I  nodded,  though  my  eyes  could 
no  longer  distinguish  the  person  I 
was  speaking  to. 

"  *  Why — poor  old  lady — she's  been 
dead  this  year  and  a  haff ' 

"  I  heard  no  more.  I  did  not  faint 
— ^I  did  not  fall — ^I  did  not  utter  a 
sound — ^but  while  he  was  speaking, 
walked  away  steadily  and  rapidly. 
My  body  seemed  to  swell  as  I  went 
on.  I  l(elt  as  if  I  hardly  touched  the 
ground.  Strange  lights  were  before 
my  eyes.  My  head  seemed  whirling 
round  and  round.  As  I  walked  in 
this  strange  way,  a  coach  passed  me. 
I  stopped  it — ^found  it  was  going  up 
to  London,  and  got  on  at  once. 

"'Going  all  the  way  up  to  Lon- 
don, voung  woman?*  said  the  gruff 
guard. 

"  I  told  him  I  was — and  spoke  not 
a  word  more,  till  we  reacned  the 
coach-office  in  London.  I  had  no 
money  about  me  except  a  shilling  or 
two,  and  the  fare  was  a  pound.  They 
helped  me  off  the  coach ;  and  when 
they  found  I  could  not  pay  my  fare, 
abused  me  dreadfully — called  me  an 
impostor — and  handed  me  over  to  a 
constable,  who  took  me  to  the  poHce- 
office  as  a  swindler.  The  magistrate, 
who  was  just  leaving,  soon  disposed 
of  the  case.  The  coachman  made  his 
charge ;  and  the  magistrate  sternly  in- 
quired how  I  dared  to  act  so  dishonest- 
ly ?  I  fell  down  on  my  knees,  scarce 
knowing  where  I  was,  or  what  I  was 
doing.  He  looked  hard  at  me,  and 
seemed  to  pity  me. 

"  *  Is  it  worth  while  to  follow  up 
proceedings  against  such  a  wretched 
creature  as  this?'  he  said,  and  flung 
me  a  small  piece  of  silver.  I  fell 
down  at  full  length  on  the  floor,  with 
a  faint  scream ;  and  was,  in  an  hour 
or  two,  sent  off  to  the  hospital  There 
I  lay  for  six  weeks,  ill  of  a  brain  fever, 
which  had  several  times  nearly  put 
an  end  to  my  wretched  existence. 
When  I  was  discharged,  I  had  nothing 
to  put  on,  and  no  home  to  go  to.  At 
the  same  time,  another  young  woman 
left  the  hospital ;  who,  seeing  my 
utter  destitution,    invited  me  home 


the 


with  her,  for  at  least  a  day,  till  I 
could  turn  myself  about.  She  con- 
ducted me  to  a  regular  house  of  in- 
famy !  I  wrote  immediately  to  a 
gentleman,  who  had  promised  to  send 
me  money  whenever  I  asked  him. 
It  was  my  first  application,  and  was 
successful.  He  sent  me  £10  immedi- 
ately, begging  me  not  to  write  to  him 
any  more.    Shall  I  go  on  ? 

"  With  part  of  this  sum  I  purchased 
ky  clothes,  and  commenced — yes, 
e  accursed  life  of  a  common  pro- 
stitute !    I  seemed  altogether  changed 

since  my  visit  to ,  and  my  illness 

in  the  hospital.  My  poor  mother  now 
dead — murdered — murdered  by  her 
vile  daughter — ^I  had  scarce  a  relation 
in  England  that  I  knew  of.  Society, 
I  was  shut  out  from  for  ever.  I  lived 
in  a  state  of  mind  that  I  cannot  describe ; 
a  sort  of  calm  desperation  —  quite 
indifferent  of  what  became  of  me — 
often  wishing  that  I  might  drop  down 
dead  in  the  streets.  I  seldom  passed 
three  hours  in  the  day  sober ;  every 
farthing  of  money  I  could  procure 
was  instantly  changed  for  the  most 
scorching  spirits  I  But  I  will  not 
torture  you  with  describing  the  life 
I  led  for  a  year  after  this ;  it  was  that 
of  a  devil !  A  few  things,  however, 
I  may  mention.  As  I  was  standing 
at  the  box  entrance  of  the  theatre 
one  night,  in  company  with  several 
other  women  like  myself,  I  unexpec- 
tedly saw  Captain  ,  handing  a 

splendidly  dressed  lady  out  of  a  car- 
nage. Without  my  wishing  it — ^be- 
fore, indeed,  I  was  aware  of  it — his 
eye  fell  upon  me,  and  he  knew  me. 
He  turned  ghastly  pale ;  and  was 
obliged  to  return  ba(^  into  the  car- 
riage with  the  lady,  his  wife  I  sup- 
pose, and  drive  home.  Perhaps  he 
thought  I  should  make  myself  known ; 
but  no — I  turned  fainter  far  than  he, 
and  staffgered  away  to  some  steps  on 
which  1  sat  down  to  recover  myself. 
By  means  of  a  Court  Guide,  which, 
by  some  accident  or  other,  found  its 
way  into  my  hands,  I  soon  afterwards 
found  out  where  he  lived.  I  often 
went,  late  at  night,  when  it  was  dark 
and  wet,  so  that  no  one  seemed  likely 
to  be  stirring,  and  paced  to  and  fro 
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before  the  large  house  where  he  lived, 
wiUi  feelings  none  can  tell.  How 
often  has  my  heart's  fluttering  half- 
choked  me,  while  I  have  listened  to 
the  sound  of  the  piano  in  the  draw- 
ing-room !  No  doubt,  thought  I,  his 
wife  is  playing  to  him,  and  he  is 
leaning  over  her  seat  looking  at  her 
fondly!  Oh!  the  hours— the  nights 
I  have  passed  in  this  wretched  way ! 
I  thought  myself  more  like  a  fiend 
haunting  him,  than  anything  human. 
And  yet,  dreadfully  as  he  had  injured 
ip&y  I  would  have  died  before  I  could 
have  annoyed  him!  And,  doctor,  I 
have  done  the  same  often  towards  an- 
other house  in  London.  There,  also, 
have  I  paced  for  hours — ^bitter  hours 
^and  that  house  was  yours  t"  She 
burst  into  tears,  and  was  several  mi- 
nutes before  she  could  resume  her 
narrative.  I  suggested  that  I  would 
hear  her  proceed  with  her  history  at 
some  future  day — but  she  told  me  it 
was  now  nearly  over.  At  length  she 
resumed. 

"  I  once  walked  several  streets  after 

you  and  Mrs  ,  and  felt  as  if  I 

could  have  kissed  the  ground  you 
walked  on.  I  dared  not  draw  near, 
lest  I  should  pollute  you — ^lest  I  might, 
horrid  creature,  be  seen  and  recog- 
nised ;  and  when  I  lost  sight  of  you,  I 
had  nothing  for  it  but  to  nurry  home, 
and  drown  my  agony  in  drink.  Did 
you  never  hear  of  my  elepement, 
doctor,  before  now?"  she  inquired 
abruptly.  I  answered  that  I  had 
not ;  that  as  the  air  did  not  suit  my 

wife,  we  never  went  again  to ; 

and  that  after  she  and  Miss  Edwards 
had  ceased  corresponding,  the  pres- 
sure of  domestic  and  professional  en- 
gagements prevented  our  inquiring 
after  her.  She  sighed,  and  proceeded. 
''  I  have  often  seen  in  places  of 
amusement,  and  in  the  streets,  some 

of  the  persons  to  whom  Captain 

introduced  me  in  France,  but  they 
either  could  not,  or  would  not,  re- 
cognise me — and  I  never  attempted 
to  remind  them  of  me.  At  len^h, 
however,  even  liquor  was  insuflScient 
to  keep  up  my  spirits.  I  wandered 
about  the  streets — I  herded  with  the 


horrible  wretches  about  me — as  if  I 
was  only  half  aware  of  what  I  did 
and  where  I  was.  I  would  have 
lived  alone — ^but  I  dared  not !  The 
most  dreadful  thoughts  assailed  me. 
The  guilt  of  my  past  life  would  often 
gleam  back  upon  me  in  a  way  that 
almost  drove  me  mad,  and  I  have 
woke  a  whole  house  with  my  moan- 
ing^ !  To  occupy  my  thoughts,  when 
obliged  to  be  alone,  I  used  to  send  for 
the  papers,  in  one  of  which,  while 
carelessly  casting  my  eyes  over  the 
list  of  deaths,  I  saw  the  name  of  my 
cousin,  by  which  I  knew  at  once  that 
I  was  entitled,  as  I  told  you  before, 
to  the  sum  of  £3000.  1  instantly 
determined  never  to  touch  it — never 
to  apply  for  it.  I  felt  I  had  no  busi- 
ness with  it ;  that  the  dead  would 
shake  in  their  graves  if  I  stretched 
out  my  hands  towards  it.  Once  I 
saw  my  name  at  the  head  of  an  ad- 
vertisement, stating  that  by  applying 
somewhere  or  other  I  should  hear  of 
something^  to  my  advantage  !  I  had 
resolved,  in  my  own. mind,  to  leave 
the  whole,  when  I  died,  to  a  particu- 
lar charity,  on  condition  that  they 
would  not  allow  my  name  to  be 
known.  You  can  guess  the  charity 
I  mean,  doctor?"  She  paused,  as  if 
waiting  for  an  answer. 

"The  Magdalen  Hospital?"  said  I, 
in  a  low  tone. 

"  Yes,"  she  replied  with  a  sigh — 
"  but  to  return,  doctor,  let  me  now 
tell  you  of  a  dreadful  circumstance, 
marlung  indeed  the  hand  of  Provi- 
dence, which  occurred  only  about  six 
months  before  the  period  when  you 

first  saw  me  at  Court.    As  I 

was  walking,  about  five  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon,  in  Oxford  Street,  miserable 
as  I  always  was,  both  at  home  and 
abroad,  I  heard  a  sudden  shout  of  alarm 
in  the  street ;  and  on  turning  round, 
saw  everything  clearing  hastily  out  of 
the  way  of  a  horse  galloping  along 
like  lightning  towards  where  I  stood, 
its  rider  evidently  almost  falling  fiom 
his  seat.  As  I  stood  near  one  of  the 
cross-streets,  the  horse  suddenly  shot 
past  me,  round  the  corner,  and,  fright- 
I  ful  to  tell,  in  the  act  of  turning  round, 
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swift  as  light,  being,  I  suppose,  startled 
by  some  object  or  other,  threw  its  un- 
fortunate rider  oyer  its  head  with  stun- 
ning force,  against  a  high  iron  pump, 
and  galloped  off,  faster  than  before. 
A  crowd,  of  course,  collected  instantly 
about  the  sufferer;  and  I  could  not 
help  joining  it,  to  find  out  whether  or 
not  tne  gentleman  was  killed.  The 
crowd  opened  suddenly  in  the  direc- 
tion in  which  I  stoo<(  maHng  waj 
for  two  men  who  were  carrying  their 
stunned  and  bleeding  burden  to  a 
doctor*s  shop  close  by.  He  was  quite 
motionless,  and  the  blood  pouring 
from  his  head.  The  sight  made 
me,  you  may  suppose,  sick  and  faint, 
but" — she  paused — "Doctor,"  she  con- 
tinued with  a  gasp,  her  face  blanch- 
ing with  the  recollection,  "a  elance 
at  the  countenance,  half  coyered  with 
blood  though  it  was,  showed  me  the 

features  of  Captain !"    Here  Miss 

Edwards  again  became  exceedingly 
agitated,  trembling  from  head  to 
foot,  and  continuing  deadly  pale.  I 
also  felt  deeply  shocked  at  the  in- 
cident she  had  been  telling.  At 
length,  in  a  broken  and  rather  indis- 
tinct tone,  she  proceeded,  "  I  shrieked 
at  the  spectacle,  and  swooned,  and 
was  helped  by  some  bystanders  to  an 
adjoining  shop,  which  it  was  nearly 
an  hour  before  I  could  leaye,  in  a 
hackney  coach,  for  my  lodgings.  I 
never  recoyered  the  shock  of  that 
terrible  occurrence.  The  next  day^s 
newspaper,  which  ^ou  may  believe  I 
bought  with  sickening  apprehension, 

announced  that  Captain had  been 

killed  on  the  spot,  and  that  his  heart- 
broken widow  was  within  only  a  few 
days  of  her  confinement. 

"The  moment  I  recognised  the  bleed- 
ing body,  as  I  have  told  you,  a  strange 
pain  shot  across  my  breast.  I  felt — ^I 
knew  it  was  my  death-stroke — ^I  knew  I 
had  not  lon^  to  live — that  the  destroyer 
and  his  victim  would  soon  be  once 
more  within  the  dreadful  si^ht  of  each 
other ! — My  health  and  spirits — if  it  is 
not  a  mockery  to  call  them  such,  soon 
broke  down  altogether ;  every  night 
was  Iscared  with  the  spectre  of  Captain 
1  every  day  tortured  with  the  re- 
collections of  ms  bleeding  corpse,  and 


the  horrid  associations  of  my  past  and 
present  guilt ! — ^Unable  to  follow  my 
foul,  revolting  line  of  life  as  before,  1 
wandered  like  a  cursed  spirit,  from  one 
house  of  infiEuny  to  another,  each  worse 
than  the  former — frequently  beaten 
with  cruel  violence,  half-starved,  and 
sometimes  kicked  out  of  doors  into  the 
street,  because  I  would  not  work  I — 
Twice  have  I  been  dragged  dissrace- 
fuUy  before  a  ma^;istrate,  on  feJse  ac- 
cusations of  robbing  the  vile  wretch 
that  owned  the  house  in  which  I  lived ! 
— ^I  have  lodged  in  places  that  were 
filthier  than  nog-sties ;  I  have  heard 
robberies  plannS — and  have  listened 
with  silent  horror  to  schemes  for  en- 
trapping the  innocent  of  both  sexes  to 
their  destruction.  Once — once  only, 
I  dared  a  whisper  of  remonstrance — 
and  it  earned  me  a  blow  from,  the 
old  Jewess  with  whom  I  lived,  that  ' 
stretched  me  senseless  on  the  floor, 
amid  the  laughter  and  derision  of  the 
wretches  around  us.  Pressed  by  horrid 
want,  I  have  plied  the  detestame  trade 
I  exercised,  and  been  compelled  to  smile 
and  caress  those  whochose  tocallfor  me 
— to  drink  with  them — ^at  the  moment 
when  my  heart  was  dyin^  within  me ! 
wheni  felt  that  consumption  was  work- 
ing deeper  and  deeper  mto  my  vitals! 
"  About  three  weeks  before  you  saw 
me,  I  happened  to  be  prowling  about 
the  streets,  when  my  hageard  appear- 
ance struck  a  gentleman  who  was  pass- 
ing by  on  horseback.  He  eyed  me 
earnestly  for  some  moments,  and  then 
suddenly  dismounted,  and^  gave  his 
horse  into  the  hands  of  his  servant. 
He  had  recognised  me — spite  of  the 
dreadful  idteration  in  my  appearance 
— told  me  he  had  known  me  in  what 
he  called,  alas  I  my  *  earlier  and  better 
days' — and  I  recognised  in  him  the 
nobleman  for  whose  company  I  had 

quitted  Captain !  He  could  hardly 

speak  for  the  shock  he  felt.  At  length 
he  uttered  a  word  or  two  of  com- 
miseration— and  taking  out  a  bank- 
note frt>m  his  pocket-TOok,  which  I 
afterwu^  found  was  for  twenty 
pounds— he  gave  it  me,  telling  me  to 
look  after  my  health — and,  a  little 
agitated,  I  tiiought,  left  me,  as  if 
a^med  to  be  seen  for  an  instant 
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speaking  with  such  a  wretched  ohject 
as  myself !— I,  who  had  jeSOOO  and 
more  at  my  command,  accepted  the 
charity — the  bitter  charity  of  this 
gentleman,  with  sullen  composure — 
or  resignation — as  I  thought ;  fancy- 
ing that,  by  so  doing,  I  was,  in  a  maur 
ner,  atoning  for  the  enormity  of  my 
crimes.  At  the  moments  of  my  ut- 
most need,  when  fainting  beneath  the 
Xnies  of  starvation — 1  felt  a  savage 
isure  in  thinking  how  much  money 
I  had  within  my  reach,  and  yet  re- 
fused to  touch  ! — Guilty — ^ignorant 
creature — as  if  this  could  have  been 
viewed  with  satisfaction  by  Him — ^Him 
whom  I  had  most  offended !  With  the 
help  of  this  J620,  which  I  was  afraid  to 
trust  myself  with  in  the  house  where 
I  then  resided,  for  fear  of  being  robbed — 
perhaps  murdered  by  those  about  me, 
1  went  over  to  a  distant  part  of  the 
town,  and  took  up  my  residence — I 
forget  how — ^in  the  filthy  place  from 
which  you  rescued  me.  I  had  not  been 
there  long,  before  I  took  to  my  bed, 
finding  it  impossible  to  drag  my  ach- 
ing— ^my  trembling  limbs  more  than  a 
few  steps  at  a  time.  I  felt  that  death 
had  at  last  got  his  cold  arms  complete- 
ly around  me ;  and  partly  in  despair — 
partly  under  an  influence  I  knew  not 
now  to  resist — ^kind,  inestimable  doc- 
tor, I  sent  off  the  line  that  brought 
you  like  an  angel  of  mercy  to  my  bed- 
side ! — My  life  at  that  place,  though  for 
so  short  a  period,  was  a  perpetusS  hell 
— worse,  I  found — far  worse  than  any 
I  had  before  known. 

"  Why  did  not  I,  you  may  ask,  with 
the  £20  I  have  been  speaking  of,  seek 
out  a  decent  and  virtuous  place  of 
residence?  I  can  only  answer — ask 
the  Devil — ^the  Dehdl,  that  never  once 
left  me !  Guilty  myself,  I  went  natu- 
rally to  the  haunts  of  guilt.  I  could 
not — I  dared  not  go  to  any  other ! — 
— ^And  suppose  I  had  taken  lodgings 
at  a  place  of  good  character — ^that  such 
people  would  have  received  a  wretch 
such  as  I  too  plainly  appeared — ^what 
was  I  to  do  wten  the  £20  was  cone  ? 
— ^No ;  I  preferred  keeping  in  theplack 
waters  of  pollution,  till  they  closed  over 
me !  But  I  was  saying  how  dreadfully 
I  was  treated  in  the  last  house  to  which 


I  removed,  and  where  you  found  me. 
When  too  late,  I  discovered  that  it 
was  a  noted  house  of  call  for — ^thieves, 
in  addition  to  its  other  horrors ;  and 
the  scenes  I  was  compelled  to  witness, 
I  cazmot  attempt  to  describe ! — ^Would 
you  believe  it,  doctor  ? — one  morning, 
the  woman  who  called  at  your  house 
actually  struck  me  upon  the  mouth, 
till  the  blood  gashed  out,  because  I 
told  her  I  was  too  ill  to  get  out  of 
bed  and  accompany  the  rest  of  her 
wretched  flock  to  some  place  of  low 
entertainment ! — ^I  submitted  to  it  all, 
however,  as  to  purgatory — ^thinking  I 
might  as  well  die  there  as  anywhere 
else ! — ^Believe  me,  doctor— in  my  ig- 
norance, my  blindness  to  the  horrors 
of  heresiter^— I  looked  on  death,  and 
longed  for  it — as  a  worn-out  traveller 
looks  out  for  the  place  of  his  evening's 
rest.  I  expected  to  find  in  the  grave 
the  peace,  the  quiet,  the  forgetfulncss 
which  the  world  denied  me :  and  as  for 
anything  hei/ondj  my  mind  had  grown 
unable  to  comi^-ehend  the  thoughts  of 
it — to  understand  anything  about  it. 
But  from  this  long  and  dismal  dream 
— ^this  trance  of  guilt  and  horror — ^the 
Providence  of  God  " 

Miss  Edwards  here  paused,  and  lan- 
guidly drew  her  handkerchief  over  her 
face,  which  showed  me,  alas,  by  its 
colour  and  expression,  how  much  she 
was  exhausted.  While  I  was  speaking 
to  her,  in  as  kind  a  tone  of  sympathy 
as  my  emotion  would  admit  of— for  I 
need  hardly  say  how  I  felt  overcome 
with  her  long  and  melancholy  narra- 
tive—-she  fainted.  Though  1  used 
every  known  means,  on  the  impulse 
of  tne  moment,  to  recall  her  to  con- 
sciousness, they  seemed  of  no  avail ; 
and,  greatly  alarmed,  I  summoned  in 
the  nurse  and  the  apothecary.  As  the 
latter  entered,  however,  she  slowly 
opened  her  eyes,  and  a  sigh  evidenced 
the  return  of  consciousness.  I  con- 
tinued by  her  side  for  nearly  half  an 
hour  longer,  speaking  all  the  soothing 
things  my  heart  could  devise — implor- 
ing her  not  to  harrow  herself  with  use- 
less recollections  of  the  past.- 

"But — what  a  wretch  —  what  a 
monster  must  you  think  me,  doctor ! " 
she  exclaimed  faintly,^averting  her 
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iaoe.    "Is  not  the  air  I  breathe  pol- 
iution?" 

"  Eleanor,  Eleanor  I  The  Redeemer 
of  the  world  said  not  so  to  the  trem- 
bling one  that  washed  his  feet  with 
her  tears."  The  poor  girl,  overpowered 
with  the  recollection,  sobbed  hysteri- 
cally several  times,  and  clasped  her 
hands  in  an  ecstasy  of  emotion — ^mnr- 
moring,  but  so  indistinctly  I  could 
scarce  catch  the  words — "  He  said — 
go  in  peace  1 " 

•  •  «  • 

"That  blessed  history,"  she  con- 
tinued, when  a  little  recovered,  "is 
all  that  makes  life  tolerable  to  me.  I 
cling  to  it  as  an  earnest  of  the  pardon 
of  Heaven!  Oh,  it  was  written  for 
me — for  the  guilty  such  as  me — I 
feel,  I  know  it  was !  Oh !  world,  cruel 
world — ^I  can  bear  your  scorn !  I  can 
bear  the  finger  of  contempt  pointed  at 
me !  I  can  submit  to  hear  you  curse 
me — ^I  turn  firom  you  xny  eyes — I  look 
to  Him,  I  listen  only  to  Him  that  looked 
on  Mary,  and  forgave  her ! " 

"Well,  Eleanor,  such  thoughts  as 
these  are  sent  to  you  from  heaven! 
Hb  whom  you  speak  of  has  heard, 
and  answered  you  I-^But  I  must  not 
stay  here.  I  see  your  feeling  are 
too  much  excited;  they  will  injure 
you.  You  must  be  got  into  bed  im- 
mediately—  and  if  you  wish  it,  the 
chaplain  shall  read  a  prater  beside 
you!  Farewell,  Eleanor,  till  to-mor- 
row !  May  your  thoughts  this  night 
be  of  happier  hue!  Sleep  —  sleep 
easier,  breathe  freely,  now  that  so 
black  a  burden  has  been  removed 
from  your  feelings ! " 

She  uttered  not  a  word,  but  grasped 
my  profifered  hand  with  affectionate 
energy.  I  returned  home,  filled  with 
mournM  recollections  of  the  sad  story 
I  had  heard,  and  humble  hopes  that 
the  mercy  of  Heaven  might  yet  beam 
brightly  upon  the  short  period  that 
was  allotted  her  upon  the  earth  I  The 
next  day,  as  indeed  I  anticipated,  I 
found  Miss  Edwards  in  a  very  low 
depressed  frame  of  mind,  suffering  the 
reaction  consequent  upon  excitement. 
Poor  girl,  she  would  not  be  persuaded 
but  that  I  only  forced  myself  to  see 
her,  from  a  sense  of  duty;  that  her 


touch,  her  presence,  was  intolerable  ; 
that  what  I  had  listened  to  of  her  con- 
fession had  made  me  despise  her. 

"  Oh ! "  she  exc" ' Imea  with  bitter 
emotion,  "  how  I  abhor  and  hate  my- 
self for  having  told  you  so  much ;  for 
having  so  driven  from  me  my  only 
friend ! "  For  a  time,  not  all  my  most 
solemn  assurances  availed  to  convince 
her  how  deeply  she  was  mistaken.  She 
shook  her  heaa  and  wrung  her  hands 
in  silent  wretchedness.  She  even  de- 
spaired of  the  mercy  of  Heaven.  All 
this,  however,  I  saw,  was  only  a  tem- 
porary mood  of  feeling,  which  I  hoped 
woula  shortly  disappear.  She  would 
not  allow  me,  but  with  difficulty,  to 
shake  hands  with  her  on  leaving.  Her 
whole  frame  shrunk  from  me  as  she 
exclaimed,  "  Oh,  touch  me  not ! "  To 
my  great  regret,  and  even  astonish- 
ment, she  continued  in  this  melan- 
choly humour  for  a  whole  week,  till 
I  accused  myself  of  imprudence  and 
cruelty  in  suffering  her  to  tell  me  her 
history.  My  wife,  on  her  return  to 
London,  called  upon^  her ;  and  her 
cordiality  and  affection  a  little  re- 
assured the  sorrow-smitten  sufferer, 
and  had  far  more  effect  than  all  the 
medicine  of  the  dispensary,  and  "  the 
physicians  there,"  could  do  for  her. 

We  supplied  her,  at  her  own  ear- 
nest wish,  with  a  little  employment, 
to  divert  her  mind  from  preying  upon 
her  already  lacerated  feelings.  She 
worked  at  small  articles  of  sewing, 
embroidery,  &c.  &c.,  which  were  af- 
terwards taken,  at  her  desire,  to  a 
charitable  bazaar  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. The  interest  taken  m  her 
case  by  the  other  medical  attendants 
at  the  dispensary,  was  almost  as  great 
as  that  I  felt  myself.  All  that  our 
imited  experience  could  suggest  was 
anxiously  done  for  her.  Every  symp- 
tom of  danger  was  anxiously  waited 
for,  watched,  and,  with  the  blessing  of 
Providence,  expelled.  All  the  nourish- 
ment she  was  capable  of  receiving  was 
S'ven  her  in  the  most  inviting  form. 
y  wife,  the  chaplain,  myself,  and 
the  resident  apothecary,  were  frequent 
visitors,  for  the  purpose  of  keeping  her 
spirits  in  cheenul  and  various  exer- 
cise; and,  with  the  aid  of  Heaven, 
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these  combined  efforts  proved  emi- 
nently snccessfnL  I  have  verv  rare- 
ly, in  the  case  of  consumption,  known 
a  patient  recover  from  such  a  hope- 
less degree  of  bodily  and  mental  pros- 
tration, so  satisfactorily  as  Miss  Ed- 
wards. Her  whole  nature,  indeed, 
seemed  changed ;  her  gentle,  cheerfol, 
graceful  piety— -if  I  may  be  allowed 
the  expression — made  piety  lovely  in- 
deed. Not  that  she  gave  way  to  what 
is  too  often  found  to  be  the  exacerba^ 
tions  arising  from  mere  superstition 
acting^  upon  weakened  powers ;  that 
she  affected  what  she  did  not  feel,  and 
uttered  the  sickening  slang  of  cant  or 
hypocrisy.  There  was  a  lowliness, 
a  simplicity,  a  fervour,  a  resignation 
about  ner,  that  could  spring  from  sin- 
cerity alone  1 

The  chaplain  had  given  her  a  copy 
of  the  incomparable — ^thealmost  divme 
"  Saint's  Rest "  of  Baxter.  Morning, 
noon,  and  night,  did  she  ponder  over 
its  pa£[es,  imbibing  their  chastening, 
hallowing,  elevating  spirit ;  and  would 
often  lay  down  the  book  in  a  kind  of 
transport,  her  features  glowing  with 
an  expression  that  rivalled  my  recol- 
lections of  her  former  beauty.     *     * 

She  was  soon  able  to  bear  the  mo- 
tion of  a  hackney  coach,  and,  attended 
by  her  faithful  nurse,  took  several 
drives  about  the  airiest  parts  of  the 
suburbs.  In  short,  her  recovery  was 
marked  by  the  most  gratifying  sif^s  of 
permanency.  How  my  heart  rejoiced 
after  so  long,  painful,  and  anxious,  often 
hopeless,  an  attendance  on  her,  to  en- 
ter her  neatly  arranged  room,  and  see 
her,  not  stretched  upon  the  bed  of 
agony  and  death — not  turning  her 
pale  face  to  the  wall,  her  soul  filled 
with  frightful  apprehensions  of  an  in- 
finitely more  frightfiil  hereafter,  but 
sitting  "clothed,  and  in  her  right 
mind,  reading  beside  fche  window,  or 
walldng  to  and  fro,  supported  bv  the 
nurse,  her  figure,  elegant  and  bean- 
tifiilly  moulded,  yet  painfully  slender, 
habited  in  a  neat  dark  dress  ;  for 
"white"  she  said  with  a  sigh,  "she 
was  now  unworthy  to  wear— white, 
the  vesture  of  the  innocent ! "  With 
what  honest  pride,  too,  did  the  nurse 
look  at  her— her  affectionate  heart 


overjoyed  at  witnessing  a  recovery 
her  own  unwearied  attentions  had^so 
materially  conduced  to  insure  I 

Finding  Miss  Edwards's  convales- 
cence so  encouraging  and  steady,  I 
proposed  to  her,  senously,  to  make 
claim,  through  a  respectable  solicitor, 
to  the  property  she  was  entitled  to, 
and  employ  a  part  of  it  in  engaging  a 
small  cottaffe,  a  few  miles  from  town, 
before  the  beautiful  summer  weather 
jNissed  away.  I  suggested  my  adver- 
tising in  the  newspapers  for  such  a 
place  as  we  wanted,  to  be  engaged 
from  year  to  year,  ready  furnished; 
adding  that,  at  a  very  trifling  cost, 
the  nurse  could  be  prevailed  on  to 
accompany  and  attend  upon  her. 

"  Come,  Eleanor,  now,  what  possible 
rational  objection  can  you  have  to  all 
this??  I  inquired,  finding  she  listened 
to  my  proposal  in  senousness  and 
silence. 

"Only,"  she  renlied,  with  a  sad, 
sweet  smile,  "onlv  that  it  would 
make  me  too — ^too  happy."  Matters 
were  soon  arranged.  A  respectable 
solicitor  was  duly  instructed  to  put 
her  in  the  proper  way  of  obtaining 
what  was  due  to  her.  There  was 
little  difficulty  in  doing  so.  The  so^ 
licitor  of  her  uncle,  when  written  to, 
came  up  to  town,  acknowledged  her 
right,  and  recognised  her,  though  he 
had  delicacy  enough  to  abstain  from 
any  appearance  of  surprise,  or  unne- 
cessary inquiry.  There  was,  conse- 
quently, no  olwtacle  on  the  score  of 
identity;  and  the  property  was  at 
once  conveyed  to  her,  absolutelv.  I 
inserted  in  the  newspapers  such  an 
advertisement  as  I  snolce  of,  and  it 
was  answered  next  oav  by  the  pro- 
prietor of  precisely  such  a  place  as  I 
wanted,  which,  therefore,  1  at  once 
engaged,  on  Miss  Edwards's  behalf, 
for  a  year,  and  made  arran^ments  for 
her  immediate  removal  thither.  Be- 
fore quitting  the  infirmary,  unknown 
to  me,  the  grateful  girl  supped  a  £50 
note — much  more  than  she  could  afford 
with  comfort — ^into  the  poor-box  of  the 
institution;  and  no  remonstrance  of 
mine  could  make  her  recall  it. 

I  shall  not  soon  forget  the  dar 
seleoted  for  removing  Miss  Edwaru 
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from  the  infitmisury ;  and  I  cannot  help 
telling  it  a  little  particularly.  We  had 
a  large,  glass  coach  at  the  dispensary 
door  by  eleven  o'clock,  in  which  were 
my  wife,  and  two  of  my  eldest  chil- 
dren»  to  whom  I  had  granted  a  holiday, 
for  the  purpose  of  accompanying  us  in 
this  happy  little  joumey--so  different^ 
thank  Grod,  from  a  former  one !  They, 
Miss  Edwards,  and  her  nurse,  filled  up 
the  inside,  and  I  rode  upon  the  coach- 
box. Oh,  that  happy— that  bright, 
beautiful  morning  !-~that  moral  har- 
yest  home !  Never  did  I  feel  the  sun 
shine  soblessedly,  the  summer  breeze  so 
refreshing,  or  the  eountiy  more  charm* 
ing!  Agom,  I  say— ^that  happy  morn- 
ing! Heaven  I  then  indeed  was  thy 
Bimle  upon  us,  shedding  into  all  our 
hearts  neace  afid  gladness  1  That  five 
miles'  arive  was  such  an  one  as  I  may 
never  have  again-^-it  was, 

**  When  the  freahneas  of  heart  and  of  feeling 
were  mine, 
As  they  never  i^gain  may  be  1  '* 

I  wonder  what  the  coachman  must 
have  thought  of  mel — for  I  could 
scarcely  check  the  exuberant  spirits 
which  animated  me. 

As  for  Miss  Edwards,  I  learned  from 
my  wife  that  she  spoke  but  little  all 
thie  way.  Her  fe^mgs  could  scarce 
content  themselves  with  the  silent 
tears  which  perpetually  forced  them- 
selves into  her  eyes-* the  tears  of 
ecstasy.  When  my  wife  spoke  to 
her,  she  olten  could  uot  answer  her. 

The  cottage  was  very  small,  but 
sweetly  sifcuated,  at  some  little  dis- 
tance from  the  nigh-road.  Its  little 
white  walls  peeped  from  amid  honey- 
suckle and  jessaminei  like  a  half-hid 
pearl  glistening  between  the  folds 
of  green  velvet.  As  my  two  childrea 
trotted  on  before  us  with  the  basket 
of  provisions,  and  my  wife  and  I  fol- 
lowed, with  Miss  Edwards  between 
us,  and  the  nurse  behind,  I  felt  that  I 
was  living  months  of  happiness  in  a 
few  moments  of  time.  My  good  wife, 
seeing  the  difficulty  with  which  Miss 
Edwards  restrained  her  feelings,  wo- 
man-like, began  to  help  her  fortitude, 
by  bursting  into  tears,  and  kissing 
her.  This  quite  overcame  the  poor 
girl.    As  we  neared  the  cottage,  she 


grew  paler  and  paler — leaned  morfe 
and  more  upon  our  arms — and,  as  we 
entered  the  parlour  door,  fainted.  She 
soon  recovered,  however ;  and  gently 
disengaging  herself  from  my  w%  and 
the  nurse,  sunk  upon  her  knees,  ele- 
vated her  trembhng  hands  towards 
heaven,  looked  steadfastly  upward,  in 
a  silence  we  all  felt  too  sacred  to  dis- 
turb ;  and  the  tears  at  length  flowing 
freely,  relieved  a  heart  overcharged 
and  breaking  with  gratitude.  That 
was  a  solemn  —  a  blessed  moment ; 
and  I  am  not  ashamed  to  acknow- 
ledge, that  I  felt  so  overpowered  my- 
self with  m]jr  feelinj^,  that  I  was  com- 
pelled to  quit  the  little  room  abruptly, 
and  recover  myself  presently  in  the 
garden. 

Sneer,  ye  ignorant  of  the  human 
heart  1  I^iug^  ye  who  liave  never 
known  the  luxury  of  being  an  instru- 
ment chosen  by  Heaven  to  assist  in 
relieving  the  wretched,  and  bringing 
back  the  contrite  mourner  to  peace 
and  happiness !  smile,  ye  whose  hearts 
are  impervious  to  the  smiles  of  an  ap- 
proving Providence !  sneer,  I  say— 
smile,  laugh  on — but  away  from  such 
a  scene  as  this  I  The  ground  is  holy — 
oh,  prolane  it  not ! 

My  heart  is  so  frdl  with  recollections 
of  tlutt  happy  dav,  that  I  could  spend 
pages  over  it;  but  I  leave  the  few 
touches  I  have  given  as  they  are.  I 
add  not  a  stroke  to  the  little  picture 
I  have  here  sketched,  in  all  the  humi- 
lityof  conscious  imperfection. 

We  did  not  quit  till  about  eight 
o'clock  in  the  evening.  Miss  Edwards 
lay  on  the  sofa  as  we  took  leave  of  her, 
exhausted  with  the  fieitigue  and  excite* 
mentoftheday. 

"  Doctor,  if  you  should  ever  write 
to  me,"  whispered  the  poor  girl,  as  I 
held  her  hands  in  mine,  "  call  this-^ 
MoffdoHen  Cottagel" 

We  paid  her  frequent  visits  in  her 
new  residence,  and  I  found  her,  on 
each  occasion,  verifying  our  most  anx- 
ious hopes  of  her  permanent  recovery. 
The  mild  summer — ^the  sweet  eountiy 
air — a  mind  more  at  ease,  and  sup- 
ported by  the  consolations  of  religion 
—did  wonders  for  her.  It  was  refresh- 
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ing  to  one's  feelings  to  be  with  her! 
She  got  worshipped  by  the  few  poor 
in  her  immediate  neighbourhood — ^for 
whom  she  was  daily  engaged  in  little 
offices  of  unassuming  charity — and 
who  spoke  of  her  always  as  "the  good 
lady  at  the  cottage."  She  was  always 
dressed  in  a  simple  species  of  half- 
mouming;  and  her.pale  and  interest- 
ing features  looked  more  so,  by  con- 
trast with  the  dark  bonnet  ana  veil 
fi^e  wore.  I  understand  that  she  pass- 
ed for  a  widow  among  the  poor,  and 
others  that  concerned  themselyes  with 
inquiring  after  her ;  and  the  nurse — 
now  rather  her  servant — kept  iip  the 
notion. 

I  do  not  wish  to  represent*  Miss 
Edwards  as  being  always,  as  it  were, 
on  the  stilts  of  sentiment,  or  perpetu- 
ally in  ecstasies — no  such  thing.  She 
was  placid,  peaceful,  humble,  content- 
ed, pious;  and  all  this  is  consistent 
with  a  pervading  tone  of  subdued  pen- 
siveness,  or  even  occasional  sadness. 
Heart's  ease-^sweet  flower !  is  not  the 
less  heart's  ease,  because  it  may  occa- 
sionally bloom  in  the  shade ! 

Three  years,  nearly,  did  Miss  Ed- 
wards reside  at  Ma^alen  Cottage,  as 
she  touchingly  styled  it ;  her  health, 
though  extremely  delicate,  was  on  the 
whole  satisfactory.  The  nurse  was  a 
perfect  treasure  to  her.  I  was  almost 
tired  of  expressing  to  her  my  apjnro- 
bation  and  thanks.  In  the  beg^ning 
of  the  second  winter,  however,  I  re- 
gretted deeply  to  hear  from  her,  that 
Miss  Edwards,  in  coming  from  even- 
ing service  at  the  church,  about  a  mile 
on,  to  which,  though  the  weather  was 
most  inclement,  she  had  imprudently 
ventured — caught  a  severe  cold,  which 
soon  revived  several  slumbering  and 
startling  symptoms.  She  had  received, 
in  short,  her  death-summons.  Alas  t 
alast  how  soon  I  began  to  hear  of 
profiise  night-sweats — of  destructive 
coughing^— and  all  the  other  fearful 
train  of  consumptive  symptoms!  Her 
appearance,  too,  soon  began  to  tell  of 
the  havoc  that  disease  was  making 
with  her  constitution — already  too 
much  shattered  to  resist  even  the  slight- 
est attacks !  I  cannot  pain  the  reader 


by  dwelling  on  the  early  progress  of 
her  last  symptoms !  She  soon  left  off  her 
daily  walks  to  the  poor,  and  very  soon 
took  to  her  bed.  Disease  did  indeed 
stride  apace;  and  by  the  malignant 
intensity  of  suffering  he  inflicted, 
seemed  revenginghimself  for  his  tern- 

Sorary  defeat!  The  victim  was  in- 
eed  smitten ;  but  it  lay  calmly  await- 
ing the  istroke  of  dismissal.  She  bore 
her  last  affliction  with  extraordinary 
meekness  and  fortitude.  I  thought 
she  was  really— unaffectedly  rejoiced 
at  the  prospect  of  her  removal.  The 
poor  nurse  was  infinitely  the  more 
distressed  of  the  two ;  and  the  most 
serious  reproofs  I  found  necessary,  to 
check  the  violence  of  her  feelings.  I 
must  now,  however,  content  myself 
with  a  few  hasty  ent^es  from  my 
Diary. 

Tvedfietdayf  January  181^. — ^I  called 
on  Miss  Edwards  about  four  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon,  and  found,  from  the 
nurse,  that  she  was  sitting  up  in  bed, 
hearing  three  little  girls,  daughters  of  a 
neighbouring  peasant,  their  catechism. 
I  was  remonstratingin  the  parlour  with 
the  nurse  for  permitting  Miss  Edwards 
to  act  so  imprudently,  when  a  little 
girl  came  clattering  hastily  down 
stairs  into  the  room,  with  a  nrighten- 
ed  air,  sajring,  "Come!  Come!"  I 
hastened  up,  and  found  that  my  poor 
patient  haa  fainted  in  the  midst  of  her 
pious  task ;  and  the  two  terror-struck 
children  were  standing  by  in  silence, 
with  their  hands  behind  them,  staring 
at  the  strange  paleness  and  motion- 
lesmess  of  their  preceptress.  The  book 
had  ftdlen  from  her  hands,  and  lay 
beside  her  on  the  bed.  I  sent  the  chil- 
dren away  immediately,  and  addressed 
myself  to  my  sweet,  suffering,  but  im- 
prudent patient.  When  I  had  succeed- 
ed in  recovering  her  from  her  swoon, 
the  first  words  she  uttered  were,  in  a 
faint  tone— "Go on,  love ! "  "My  dear 
Eleanor — ^Eleanor ! — it's  I — Doctor 

j"  said  I  gently. 

"  Well,  then,  you  must  try  it,  Mary," 
she  continued  after  a  pause,  in  the 
same  soft  tone. — "  Poor  lady !  she 
thinks  she's  got  the  children— she's 
not  sensible,"  whispered  the  nurse  in 
tears.    What  a  lovely  expressi<m  was 
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there  in  Miss  Kdwards*s  face,  blanched 
and  wasted  though  it  was ! 

"I'm  afraid,  my  dear,"  she  com- 
menced again — ^her  head  still  running 
on  the  pious  duty  in  which  she  had  been 
surprised  by  her  swoon—"  I*m  afraid 

youVe  been  playing,    instead " 

"  Come,  Eleanor,*  said  I  gently. 

"No,  love,  I'm  better  now!  Go  on 
— ^that  s  a  good  girl ! "  My  vinaigrette 
served  at  length  to  dispel  the  illusion. 
With  a  faint  start  she  recovered  her- 
self. 

"  Oh !  Doctor !  How  are  you? 

But,"  she  added,  after  a  pause,  "  where 
are  the  children?" 

"  They  are  gone,  Eleanor  1  Beally, 
really,  you  must  not  do  so  again !— It 
is  much  more  than  your  strength  can 
bear !  Forgive  me,  Eleanor,  but  I  have 
forbid  them  to  come  again,"  said  I 
kindly,  but  peremptorily.  She  looked 
at  me  with  a  little  surprise,  and  in 
silence. 

"Poor  things!"  she  at  length  ex- 
claimed, "  how  little  they  thought  it 
was  the  last  time ! " 

The  tears  came  into  her  eyes. 

"Nurse,"  said  she  softly,  "did  you 
give  them  the  little  cakes  I  told  you 
of?" 

The  poor  woman  shook  her  head  in 
silence. 

«  •  «  « 

"  How  do  you  feel  to-day,  Eleanor  ?" 
I  inquired,  &eling  her  pulse. 

"Very,  very  weak;  but  so  happy! 
I  am  sorry  I  heard  the  children,  if  you 
thought  I  did  wrong ;  but" — ^her  face 
brightened  —  "He  that  loved  little 
children  seemed  with  me !" 

"  My  dear  Eleanor,  I  don't  wish  to 
hurt  your  feelings,  but  you  miscalcu- 
late your  stren&^h !  Indeed,  you  don't 
know  how  weak  you  are !  Now,  pro- 
mise me  not  to  do  so  again ! " 

"  I  will,  dear  doctor,  I  will — ^for  my 
flesh  is  weak !  But  how  is  Mrs  — — ?^' 
(my  wife.) 

"  She  is  well,  and  sends  her  love  to 
you.  I  have  brought  with  me  some 
calves'-foot  jelly;  she  made  it  her- 
self for  you,  and  hopes  yott  will  rel- 
ish it." 

"She's  very  good  to  me — ^very!" 
sobbed  the  poor  giil.    "  I'll  try  to  take 


guilty  t 
do  so— 


a  little  this  evening.  But — ^I  shall  not 
want  it  long,  doctor,"  she  added,  with 
a  sad  smile;  "I  am  going,  I  hope,  to 
heaven ! " 

She  paused.    I  spoke  not. 

"I^    she  resumed,  "such  a  poor 

Uty  thing  as  I  shall  be  permitt^  to 
so-~dear  doctor-^I  will — ^I  will  al- 
ways watch  over  you  and  your" 

Her  emotions  were  becoming  too 
violent,  and  I  thought  it  best  to  take 
my  leave,  promising  to  be  with  her 
the  next  day.  Alas,  I  saw  her  sweet 
sad  spirit  was  not  long  to  be  excluded 
from  that  blessed  place,  "where  the 
wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and  the 
weary  are  at  rest  I " 

Jetnuarv  19th  to  the  24th  indusive.—^ 
During  this  interval  Miss  Edwards 
declined  rapidly;  but  her  sufferings 
never  once  seemed  to  shake  her  firm 
confidence  in  the  mercy  of  God.  She  was 
occasionally  elevated,  partly  through 
hysteric  excitement,  to  a  pitch  of  in- 
spiration, and  uttered  such  eloquence 
as  I  hav«  seldom  heard  from  femsde 
lips.^  The  clergyman  of  the  parish 
administered  to  her  the  sacrament 
once  or  twice,  and  it  was  consolatory, 
he  said,  to  see  the  spirit  in  which  she 
received  it. 

On  one  day,  during  this  interval^ 
my  wife  (herself  indisposed)  accent- 
panied  me  to  Miss  Edwards's  bedside; 
and  the  poor,  fond,  grateful  girl's  feel- 
ings got  quite  uncontrollable.  I  was 
obliged  to  remove  my  wife,  much  ex- 
cited, from  the  room ;  and  I  fear  the 
shock  of  that  interview  —  which  I 
afterwards  blamed  myself  much  for 
allowing — hurried  Miss  Edwards  more 
rapidly  to  her  end.  On  one  of  the 
days  in  question,  she  calmly  arranged 
her  little  property;  leaving  the  in- 
terest of  £1000  to  the  nurse  for  her 
life ;  £200  to  the  poor  of  the  parish ; 
a  trifle  to  me  and  my  wife,  "  for  rings 
— ^if  they  will  wear  them ; "  and  the 
rest  to  the  Magdalen  Hospital,  on 
condition  that  it  was  given  anony- 
mously, and  no  attempt  made  to  dis- 
cover from  what  quarter  it  proceeded 
beyond  me.  I  put  the  whole  into  the 
hands  of  my  solicitor,  and  he  got  her 
will  duly  drawn  and  executed. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  MAGIJALEN. 


345 


Wednesday,  January  25^.  —  Miss 
Edwards  was  sweetly  calm  and  com- 
posed on  this  visit.  She  spoke  to  me 
of  her  funeral,  hegging  it  might  be  in 
the  simplest  way  possible — followed 
by  the  nurse,  three  poor  women,  to 
whom  she  bequeathed  black  dresses 
for  that  purpose — and  "if  I  would 
honour  her  poor  unworthy  dust,"  by 
myself;  that  there  should  be  no  name, 
no  plate  upon  the  coffin-lid,  and  no 
gravestone  in  the  churchyard.  She 
repeatedly  and  solemnly  enjoined  me 
to  observe  her  wishes  in  this  respect. 

"  Let  me  not  leave  my  stained  name 
behind  me  1  No  one  would  feel  plea- 
sure in  seeing  it ;  but  I  believe — I 
humbly  hope,  it  is  written  in  the 
Books  of  Forgiveness  above !  Let  me 
go  gently,  and  in  silence,  into  my 
mother  earth,  and  be  thankful  for  so 
paceful  a  resting-place !  '*  The  tone 
m  which  she  uttered  this  echoes  yet 
in  my  ear. 

"I  am  happy,  Eleanor,"  said  I,  much 
affected — "I  am  very  happy  to  see 
you  so  composed  in  the  prospect  of 
death !  Bely  upon  it,  heaven  is  very 
near  vou." 

"  Yes — ^the  Friend  of  publicans  and 
sinners — ^I  think  he  will  not  refuse  to 
receive  mel"  she  replied,  the  tears 
dropping  from  her  eyes. 

"  How  bright — ^how  dear  is  all  be- 
fore you ! " 

In  a  solemn,  slow  whisper,  she 
looked  upwards  with  an  air  of  awful 
confidence  in  the  truth  of  what  she 
was  saying,  and  quoted  the  sublime 
language  of  Scripture.  "  '  I  know 
that  my  Redeemer  liveth — and  that 
he  shall  stand  at  the  latter  day  upon 
the  earth :  And  though,  after  m;^  skin, 
worms  destroy  this  body,  yet  in  my 
flesh  shall  I  see  God!'" 

"  Amen,  Eleanor  I "  I  exclaimed, 
taking  her  hand  in  mine — "  we  may 
meet  again,"  said  I,  but  paused  ab- 
ruptly ;  I  felt  choked. 

"  0  doctor,  yes ! "  she  replied,  with 
thrilling  emphasis,  gently  compress- 
ing mv  hana.  "  You  must  not,  doc- 
tor, when  I  am  gone,  c^uite  foreet  me ! 
Sometimes,  doctor,  think  of  the  poor 
girl  you  saved  from  ruin — ana  be- 
ueve  she  loved  you ! "    Our  tears  fell 


fast.  I  could  not  open  mv  lips.  "  I 
know  I  am  not  wortny  to  be  in  vour 
thoughts — but,  dear  doctor!  you  will  be 
among  the  last  thoughts  in  mv  heart ! 
Will  you— promise  that  vou  will  some- 
times remember  poor  Eleanor  I " 

Almost  blinded  by  my  tears — un- 
able to  utter  a  word — ^I  bent  over  her 
and  kissed  her  forehead.  "  God  bless 
thee,  Eleanor,"  I  faltered.  She  spoke 
not,  but  shook  her  head  with  unutter- 
able emotion.  I  could  bear  it  no 
longer ;  so  I  faltered  that  she  should 
see  me  again  within  a  few  hours; 
and  left  the  room.  I  had  ridden  half- 
way home  before  I  could  recover  my 
self-possession.  Every  time  that  the 
pale  ima^e  of  Eleanor  B came  be- 
fore me,  it  forced  the  tears  afresh  into 
my  eyes,  and  half-determined  me  to 
return  instantly  to  her  bedside,  and 
continue  there  till  she  died. 

^  ITiundayf  January  26ih. — ^As  I  hur- 
ried up,  about  twelve  o^clock,  to  the 
cottage,  I  saw  an  elderly  woman,  a 
stranger,  in  the  act  of  closing  the 
parlour  shutters.  Then  my  sweet 
patient  was  gone  !  I  stepped  into 
the  parlour. 

"  She  is  dead,  I  suppose  ?"  I  in- 
quired, with  a  faltering  Voice. 

"Ah,  poor,  good  ladv,  she  is  gone ! 
She's  hardly  been  dead  five  minutes, 
though !  Poor  nurse  is  in  a  sad  way 
about  it." 

At  that  moment  the  nurse  came 
down  stairs,  wringing  her  hands  and 
cnring  bitterly.  "  Oh  —  poor  Miss 
Eleanor — ^I  have  lost  you!  I  shall 
never  have  such  a  g^ood  mistress 
again," — and  she  cried  as  though  her 
heart  were  breaking. 

*'  I  hope  she  died  easily  ? "  I  in- 
quired, when  she  had  grown  calmer. 

"  Yes — ^yes,  sir !  She  had  been  go- 
ing fast  ever  since  you  left  yesterday^ 
thoup*h  she  tried,  poor,  dear  thing ! — 
but  it  was  of  no  use — ^to  go  on  with 
something  for  you  which  she  had 
long  been  about — and— she  died  with 
it  in  her  hands ! " 

Without  uttering  a  word  more,  I 
went  up  into  the  bedroom.  I  cannot 
describe  the  peculiar  feelings  of  awe 
with  which  i  am  struck  on  seeing  a 
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very  recent  corpse — before  it  has  been 
touched — before  anything  has  been 
stirred  or  altered  in  the  room  about 
it.  How  forcibly  I  felt  them  on  the 
present  occasion ! 

"  Did  she  say  anjrthing  before  she 
died?"  I  in<][uired  of  the  nurse,  as  we 
stood  watching  the  remains. 

"  She  sighed  —  and  said  softly. 
*  Kiss  me,  nurse !— I'm  leaving  you  I  * 
— ^and  died  in  a  few  minutes  aiter,  as 
if  she  was  falling  asleep ! "  replied  the 
nurse. 

She  la^  on  her  left  side,  her  black 
hair  hal^concealing  her  face ;  and  in 
her  hand  was  a  sampler,  which  she 


had  been  working  at,  I  found,  ire- 
quently  during  her  illness,  with  a  view 
of  having  it  given  to  me  after  her 
death — and  which  was  not  yet  finish- 
ed. I  gently  disengaged  it  from  her 
insensible  grasp — ^and  let  the  reader 
imagine  my  feelings,  on  seeing  no^ 
thing  but  the  letters — 

"  Mary  Maodalev — 

The  other  letter  of  her  initials-- 
"B"-— the  finger  of  death  had  pre- 
vented her  ad(ung. 

I  shall  never  part  with  that  sam- 
pier  till  I  die ! — Oh,  poor  Maiy  Mag- 
dalen ! — ^I  will  not  forget  thee ! 


CHAPTER    XXVL 


THE  baronet's  BRIDE. 


Never  was  man  married  under  more 
auspicious  circumstances  than  Sir 
Henry  Harleigh.  He  the  descendant 
of  an  ancient  house,  and  the  accom- 
plished possessor  of  a  splendid  for- 
tune ;  his  bride  the  fairest  nower  in  the 
family  of  a  distinguished  nobleman ; 
surely  here  were  elements  of  high 
happmess,  warranting  the  congratu- 
lations of  the  ^*  troops  of  friends" 
who,  by  their  presence,  added  iclat 
to  the  unposing  nuptials.  ''Heaven 
bless  thee,  sweet  Anne  I  **  sobbed  the 
venerable  peerj  her  &ther,  folding  hits 
daughter  in  his  arms,  as  Sir  mnry 
advanced  to  conduct  her  to  his  travel- 
ling-chariot ;  ''  may  these  be  the  last 
tears  thou  wilt  have  occasion  to  shed ! " 
The  blushing,  trembling  girl  could 
make  no  reply ;  and  linking  her  arm 
in  that  of  ner  handsome  husband, 
dizzy  with  agitation,  and  almost  in- 
sensible of  the  many  hands  that 
shook  hers  in  passing,  suffered  him 
to  lead  her  through  the  throng  of 

giests  above,  and  lines  of  be-favoured 
ckeys  below,  to  the  chariot  waiting 


to  conduct  "  the  happy  pair"  to  a 
romantic  residence  of  Sir  Henry's  in 
Wales.  The  moment  they  were  seat- 
ed, the  steps  were  shut  up — ^the  door 
closed.  Sir  Henry  hastily  waved  a 
final  adieu  to  the  company  thronging 
the  windows  of  the  drawing-room  he 
had  just  quitted;  the  postilions  crack- 
ed their  whips,  and  away  dashed  the 
chariot-and-four,  amidst  the  cheery 
pealing  of  the  bells — 

—bearing  its  precious  throblnng  charge 
To  halcyon  climes  afar. 

Sir  Henry's  character  contrasted 
strongly,  in  some  respects,  with  that 
of  his  lady.  His  urbanity  was  tinc- 
tured with  a 'certain  reserve,  or  rather 
melancholy,  which  some  considered 
the  effect  of  an  early  and  severe  devo- 
tion to  study;  others,  and  perhaps 
more  truly,  a  constitutional  tendency 
inherited  "from  his  mother.  There 
was  much  subdued  energy  in  his  cha- 
racter ;  and  you  could  not  fail,  under 
all  this  calmness  of  demeanour,  to  ob- 
serve  the  strugglings  of  talent  and 
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ambition.  Lady  Anne,  on  the  con- 
trary, was  all  spri^htliness  and  frolic. 
It  was  like  a  sunbeam  and  a  cloud 
brought  together;  the  one,  in  short, 
"L'AUegro;"  the  other  "D  Penser- 
080."  The  qualities  of  each  were  cal- 
culated to  attemper  those  of  the  other, 
alternately  mitigating  and  brighten- 
ing ;  and  who  would  not  predicate  a 
happy  harmonious  union  of  nush  ex- 
tremes? 

Six  months  after  their  marriage,  the 
Btill "  happy  couple  **  returned  to  town, 
after  having  trayersed  an  extensive 
portion  of  the  Continent.  Lady  Anne 
looked  lovelier,  and  her  spirits  were 
more  buoyant  and  brilliant  than  ever. 
She  had  apparently  transfused  not  a 
Uttle  of  her  vivacitv  into  her  hus- 
band's more  tran^ml  temperament: 
his  manners  exhibited  a  briskness  and 
joyousness  which  none  of  his  friends 
had  ever  witnessed  in  him  before. 
During  the  whole  of  the  London  "  sea- 
son," Ijady  Anne  revelled  in  enjoy- 
ment ;  the  idol  of  her  husband — ^the 
centre  of  gaiety  and  cheerfulness — the 
star  of  fashion.  Her  d4but  at  Court 
was  one  of  the  most  flattering  of  the 
day.  It  was  generally  talked  o^  that 
the  languid  degance,.  the  listless  fas- 
tidiousness of  royalty,  had  been  quick- 
ened into  something  like  an  appear- 
ance of  interest,  as  the  fair  bride 
bowed  before  it,  in  the  graceful  atti- 
tude of  loyal  duty.  Once  or  twice  I 
had  the  satisfaction  of  meeting  with 
her  ladyship  in  public — all  charming 
vivacity — all  sparkle — followed  by 
crowds  of  flatterers — ^till  one  would 
have  thought  her  nearly  intoxicated 
with  their  fra»*ant  incense !  "  What 
a  sweet  smile! "  —  "  How  passing 
graceful!"—- ''Whataswan-likeneckr 
—"Ah !  happnr  fellow  that  Harleigh ! " 
— "Seen  Lady  Anne?  Oh!  yonder 
she  moves — there — that  laughing  lady 
in  white  satin,  tapping  the  Aench 
ambassador  on  the  shoulder  with  her 
fan."— "What!  Is  that  Lady  Anne, 
now  waltzing  with  Lord  —  ?  What 
a  superb  foot  and  ankle!  What  a 
sylph  it  is!"  Such  was  the  ball- 
room tittle-tattle  that  ever  accom- 
panied Sir  Henry  and  his  lady,  in 
passing  through  the  mazes  of  a  Lon- 


don season;  and  I  doubt  not  the  i^eader 
would  have  joined  in  it,  could  he  have 
seen  Lady  Anne !  Should  I  attempt 
to  present  her  bodily  before  him,  ne 
would  suspect  me  of  culling  the  hyper- 
boles of  the  novelist,  while  I  should 
feel  that  after  all  I  had  failed.  He 
should  have  seen  for  himself  the  light 
of  passion — of  feeling  and  thought — 
that  shone  in  her  blue  eyes  —  the 
beauteous  serenity  that  reigned  in  her 
aristocratic  brow — "in  ail  her  ges- 
tures, dignity  and  love !  "  There  is 
a  picture  of  a  younp  lady  by  Sir 
Joshua  Beynolds  that  nas  been  sworn 
to  by  many  as  the  image  of  Lady 
Anne ;  and  it  is  one  worthy  of  that 
g^eat  artist's  pencil.  Not  the  least 
characteristic  trait  about  her,  was  the 
naiffeti  with  which  she  acknowledged 
her  love  of  Sir  Henry,  displaying  it 
on  all  occasions  by 

Looks  of  reverent  fondneas, 

that  disdained  concealment.  And  so 
indeed  was  it  with  the  baronet.  Each 
was  the  other's  pride  and  content- 
ment; and  both  were  the  envy  of 
society.  Ah,  who  could  look  upon 
them  and  beUeve  that  so  dark  a  day 
was  to  come  I  But  I  will  not  antici- 
pate. 

In  due  time  Sir  Henry  completed 
the  extensive  arrangements  for  his 
town  residence;  ana,  by  the  begin- 
ning of  the  ensuing  winter.  Lady 
Anne  found  herself  at  the  head  of  as 
splendid  an  establishment  as  her  heart 
could  desire.  The  obsequious  morn- 
ing prints  soon  teemed  with  accounts 
of  his  dinners ;  and  of  the  balls,  routs, 
soirieSf  and  conoersaaiones  given  by 
this  "  new  queen  of  the  evening  hour.'" 
Sir  Henry,  who  represented  his  county 
in  Parliament,  and  consequently  had 
many  calls  upon  his  time — ^for  he  was 
rather  disposed  to  be  a  "working" 
member— let  his  lady  have  it  all  her 
own  wa3r.  He  mingled  but  little  in 
her  gaieties;  and  when  he  did,  it  was 
evident  that  his  thoughts  were  else- 
where— that  he  rather  tolerated  than 
enjoyed  them.  He  soon  settled  into 
the  nabitudes  of  the  man  of  political 
fashion,  seldom  deviating  from  the 
track,  with  sdl  its  absorbing  associa- 


$4d 


DIABY  OF  A  LATE  PHYSICTAN. 


tions,  bounded  by  the  House  and  the 
Clubs ;  —  those  sunk  rocks  of  many 
a  woman's  domestic  happiness!  In 
short,  Sir  Henry— man  of  fashion  as' 
he  was — was  somewhat  of  a  character, 
and  was  given  ample  credit  for  sport- 
ing "the  eccentric."  His  manners 
were  marked  by  a  dignity  that  often 
froze  into  hauteur,  and  sometimes  de- 
generated into  almost  surly  abrupt- 
ness; which,  however,  was  easily 
carried  to  the  account  of  severe  politi- 
cal application  and  abstraction.  To- 
wards nis  beautiful  wife,  however,  he 
preserved  a  demeanour  of  uniform 
tenderness.  She  could  not  form  a 
wish  that  he  did  not  even  personally 
endeavour  to  secure  her  the  means  of 
gratifying.  Considering  the  number 
and  importance  of  his  public  engage- 
ments, many  wondered  that  he  could 
contrive  to  be  so  often  seen  accom- 
panying her  in  rides  and  drives  about 
the  Park  and  elsewhere;  but  who 
could  name 

The  sacrifice  affection  would  not  yield? 

Some  there  were,  however,  who  ere 
long  imagined  they  detected  a  moodi- 
ness— an  irritability— a  restlessness — 
of  which  his  political  engagements 
appeared  har^  to  afford  a  sufficient 
explanation.  They  spoke  of  his  sud- 
den fits  of  absence,  and  the  agitation 
he  displayed  on  being  startled  from 
them.  What  could  uiere  be  to  dis- 
turb him  ?  was  he  running  beyond  his 
income  to  supply  his  lady's  extrava- 
gance ?  was  he  offended  at  any  light- 
ness or  indiscretion  of  which  she 
might  have  been  guilty?  had  he  given 
credence  to  any  of  the  hundred  tales 
circulated  in  society  of  every  woman 
eminent  in  the  haul  ton  f  was  he  em- 
barrassed with  the  consequences  of 
some  deep  political  move?  No  one 
could  tell ;  but  many  marked  the  in- 
creasing indications  of  his  dissatis- 
faction and  depression.  Observation 
soon  fastened  her  keen  eyes  upon  Lady 
Anne,  and  detected  occasional  clouds 
upon  her  generally  joyous  countenance. 
Her  bri^t  eye  was  often  laden  with 
anxiety ;  the  colour  of  hercheek varied; 
the  blandness  and  cheerfulness  of  her 
manner  gave  place  to  frequent  abrupt- 


ness, petulance,  and  absence;  symiK 
toms  these  which  soon  set  her  frienod 
sympathising,  and  her  acquaintance 
speculating.  Whenever  this  sort  of 
inquiry  is  aroused,  charity  falls  asleep. 
She  never  seemed  at  ease,  it  was  saia, 
in  her  husband's  presence— his  depar- 
ture  seemed  the  signal  for  her  return- 
ing gaiety.  Strange  to  say,  each 
seemed  the  conscious  source  of  the 
other's  anxiety  and  apprehension. 
Each  had  been  detected  casting  fur- 
tive glances  at  the  other — tracking 
one  another's  motions,  and  listening 
even  to  one  another's  conversation; 
and  some  went  so  far  as  to  assert  that 
each  had  been  observed  on  such  ocoa^ 
sions  to  turn  suddenly  pale.  What 
could  be  the  matter?  Everybody 
wondered — ^no  one  knew.  Some  at- 
tributed their  changed  deportment  to 
the  exhaustion  consequent' upon  late 
hours  and  excitement ;  a  few  hinted 
the  probability  of  a  family;  many 
whispered  that  Sir  Henry — some  that 
Lady  Anne — gambled.  Others,  again, 
insinuated  that  each  had  too  good 
cause  to  be  dissatisfied  with  the  other's 
fidelity.  When,  however,  it  got  cur« 
rently  reported  that  a  letter  was  one 
evening  given  to  Sir  Henry  at  his  club, 
which  blanched  his  face  and  shook  his 
hand  as  he  read  it — ^that  his  whole 
manner  was  disturbed  for  days  after, 
and  that  he  even  absented  himself 
from  a  ^and  debate  in  the  House— 
an  occasion  on  which  he  was  specially 
pledged  to  support  his  party — curi- 
osity was  at  once  heightened  and 
bewildered.  Then,  again,  it  was  un- 
deniable that  they  generally  treated 
one  another  with  the  utmost  tender- 
ness— reciUif — unequivocally.  Lady 
Anne,  however,  daily  exhibited  symp- 
toms of  increasing  disquietude;  the 
lustre  faded  firom  her  eye,  the  colour 
from  her  cheek — her  vivacity  totally 
disappeared — she  no  longer  even  af- 
fected it.  "How  thin  she  gets!" 
was  an  exclamation  heard  on  allhands. 
They  were  seen  less  frequently  in  so- 
ciety ;  and  even  when  they  did  enter 
into  it,  it  was  evidently  an  intolerable 
burden.  Sighs  were  heard  to  escape 
from  Lady  Anne ;  her  eyes  were  seen 
occasionally  filled  with  tears :  and  it 
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was  noticed,  that,  on  observing  Sir 
Henry  watching  her — which  was  often 
the  case — she  made  violent  efforts  to 
recover  her  composure.  Thus  in  tears 
one  evening,  curiosity  was  strained  to 
the  utmost  when  Sir  Henry  approached 
her,  rather  stiffly  bowed  away  the 
gentleman  who  was  proposing  to  dance 
with  her,  drew  her  arm  within  his, 
and,  with  some  trepidation  of  man- 
ner, quitted  the  room.  "  Good  heaven ! 
what  eon  be  behind  the  scenes?" 
thought  fifty  different  people  who  had 
witnessed  this  last  exhibition. 

"  Afraid  they  lead  a  woeful  life  to- 
gether," said  one.  "  I  never  thought 
they  would  suit  one  another,"  was  the 
reply. 

"  Ton  my  soul,"  simpered  a  sickly 
■scion  of  nobility,  "  'tis  an  odd  thing  to 
say — ^but — ^but — gad,  I  do  believe  I 
can  explain  it  all !  Harleigh,  I  know, 
hates  to  see  her  dance  with  me — 
whew ! " 

'*  Haven't  you  seen  her  turn  pale, 
and  seemed  quite  sick  at  heart,  when 
she  has  noticed  him  talking  to  Miss 

?"  wheezed   an   old   dowager, 

whose  daughter  had  attempted  to  join 
in  the  race  for  the  baronet's  hand. 
These,  and  a  thousand  others,  were 
questions,  hints,  and  inuendoes  banded 
about  everywhere  during  the  remain- 
der of  the  season ;  soon  after  the  close 
of  which.  Lady  Anne  brought  her  hus- 
band a  "  son  and  heir ; "  and,  as  soon 
as  circumstances  would  permit,  the 
whole  establishment  was  ordered  out 
of  town,  and  Sir  Henry  and  his  lady 
set  off  no  one  knew  whither.  It  was 
presently  discovered,  however,  that 
they  were  spending  the  summer  in  a 
sequestered  part  of  Switzerland.  At 
an  advanced  period  of  the  autumn  they 
returned  to  London ;  and  the  little  that 
was  seen  of  them  in  society,  served  to 
show  that  their  Continental  sojourn 
had  worked  little  or  no  change  in  either 
— save  that  Lady  Anne,  since  her  ac- 
couchement, seemed  to  have  become 
far  more  delicate  in  health  than  usual 
under  similar  circumstances.  Rumour 
and  speculation  were  suddenly  reviv- 
ed by  an  extraordinary  move  of  Sir 
Henry's — ^he  broke  up,  at  a  moment's 
warmng,  his  extensive  town  establish- 


ment, and  withdrew  to  a  beautiful  man- 
sion about  ten  or  twelve  miles  distant 
from  the  metropolis.  Strange  as  was 
such  a  step,  it  had  the  effect,  probably 
contemplated  by  the  baronet,  of  quiet- 
ing curiosity,  as  soon  as  the  hubbub 
occasioned  by  the  removal  of  its  cause 
had  ceased.  In  the  vortex  of  London 
pleasure  and  dissipation,  who  can  think 
of  objects  no  longer  present  to  provoke 
notice  and  inquiry  ?  One  thing  was  ob- 
vious— that  Lady  Anne's  family  either 
were,  or  affected  to  be,  in  the  dark 
about  the  source  of  her  disquietude. 
The  old  peer,  whose  health  was  ra- 
pidly declining,  had  removed  to  his 
native  air,  in  a  remote  part  of  Ireland. 
Several  of  his  daughters,  fine  fashion- 
able women,  continued  in  town.  It 
was  whispered  that  their  visits  to  Sir 
Henry's  new  residence  had  been  coldly 
discouraged ;  and  thus,  if  secresy  and 
seclusion  were  the  objects  aimed  at  by 
the  baronet,  he  apparently  succeeded 
in  attaining  them. 

I  may  observe  that,  during  the  pe- 
riod above  referred  to,  several  in(]^ui- 
ries  had  been  made  of  me  concerning 
the  topics  in  question,  by  my  patients 
and  others,  who  supposea  that  a  former 
professional  acquaintance  with  the  ba- 
ronet, slight  though  it  was,  gave  me 
some  initiation  into  the  mysteries  of 
his  conduct.  Such,  I  need  hardly  say, 
were  queries  I  was  utterly  unable  to 
answer.  Sir  Henry,  though  a  polite, 
was  at  all  times  a  distant,  uncommu- 
nicative man  ;  and  had  he  even  been 
otherwise,  we  came  but  seldom  into 

rirsonal  contact  since  his  marriage, 
therefore  shared,  instead  of  satisfy- 
ing, the  prevalent  curiosity  respecting 
his  movements. 

It  was  late  on  the  evening  of  the 
25th  of  April  181-,  that  a  letter  was 
put  into  my  hands,  bearing  on  the 
envelope  the  words  "  Private  and  con- 
fidential." The  frank  was  by  Sir 
Henry  Harleigh,  and  the  letter,  which 
also  was  from  him,  ran  thus.  Let  the 
reader  imagine  my  astonishment  on 
perusing  it : — 

"  Dear  Doctor .    My  travelling 

carriage-and-four  will  be  at  your  door 
to-morrow  morning  between  nine  and 
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ten  o'clock,  for  the  purpose  of  convey- 
ing you  down  to  my  house,  about  ten 
mues  from  town,  where  your  services 
are  required.  Let  me  implore  you  not 
to  permit  any  engagement — short  of 
life  or  death — ^to  stand  in  the  way  of 
your  coming  at  the  time,  and  in  the 
mode  I  have  presumed  to  point  out. 
Your  presence,  believe  me,  is  required 
on  matters  of  special  urgency,  and, 
you  will  permit  me  to  add,  of  speeitd 
confidence,  I  may  state,  in  a  word, 
that  the  sole  object  of  your  visit  is 
Lady  Anne.  I  shall,  if  possible,  and 
you  are  punctual,  meet  you  on  the 
road,  in  order  that  you  may  be,  in 
some  measure,  prepared  for  the  duties 
that  will  await  you.  I  am,  &c.  &c., 
"  HEmr  Harleioh. 
"  P.S. — ^Pray  forgave  me  if  I  say  I 
have  opened  my  letter  for  the  sake  of 
entreating  you  not  to  apprise  anybody 
of  the  circumstance  of  my  sending  for 
you." 

This  communication  threw  me  into 
a  maze  of  conjectures.  I  apprehended 
that  the  ensuing  morning  would  in- 
troduce me  to  some  scene  of  distress ; 
and  my  imagination  could  suggest 
only  family  discord  as  the  occasion. 
I  soon  made  the  requisite  arrange- 
ments ;  and  when  the  morning  came, 
without  having  shown  my  wife  the 
baronet's  letter,  or  giving  her  any 
clue  to  my  destination,  jumped  into 
the  pea-green  chariot-and-four  the  in- 
stant that  it  drew  up  at  my  door — ^and 
was  presently  whirled  out  of  town  at 
the  rate  of  twelve  miles  an  hoxur.  I  ob- 
served that  the  panels  of  the  carriage 
had  neither  crest  nor  supporters ;  and 
the  colour  was  not  that  of  tne  baronet's. 
I  did  not  meet  the  baronet,  as  his  let- 
ter led  me  to  expect.  On  reaching  the 
park  gates,  whicn  stood  open,  the  groom 
behind  leaped  down  the  instant  that 
the  reeking  horses  could  be  stopped, 
opened  the  carriage-door,  and,  with  a 
respectful  bow,  informed  me  that  the 
baronet  begged  I  would  alight  at  the 
gates.  Of  course  I  acquiesced,  and 
walked  up  the  avenue  to  the  house, 
full  of  amazement  at  the  apparent 
mystery  which  was  thrown  about  my 
piovement.    I  ascended  the  spreading 


steps  which  led  to  the  hall-door,  and 
even  pushed  it  open  without  encoun- 
tering any  one.  On  ringing  the  bell, 
however,  an  elderly  and  not  very 
neatly  dressed  femsJe  made  her  ap- 
pearance, and  asked  me,  with  a  re- 
spectful curtsy,  whether  my  name  was 

"  Dr ."  On  being  answered  in  the 

affirmative,  she  saia  that  Sir  Henry 
was  waiting  for  me  in  a  room  adjoin- 
ing, and  immediately  led  the  way  to  it. 
I  thouffht  it  singular  enough  that  no 
male  domestic  should  have  hitherto 
made  his  appearance,  knowing  that 
in  town  Sir  Henry  kept  an  unusually 
large  retinue  of  such  gentry.  I  thought 
also  that  I  perceived  something  un- 
usual, not  only  in  the  countenance 
and  manner  of  the  female  who  had 
answered  my  summons,  but  of  the 

r)om  who  attended  ine  from  town. 
was  soon,  however,  in  the  pre- 
sence of  the  baronet.  The  room  was 
spacious  and  lofty,^  and  frimished 
in  a  style  of  splendid  elegance.  Se- 
veral busts,  statues,  and  valuable  paint- 
ings graced  the  corners  and  sides,  to- 
gether with  a  noble  library,  contain- 
mg,  I  should  think,  several  thousand 
volumes.  Before  I  had  had  time  to  cast 
more  than  a  cursory  glance  around 
me,  Sir  Henry  issued,  from  a  door  at 
the  further  extremity  of  the  library, 
and,  advancing  hastily  to  me,  shook 
me  by  the  hand  with  cordiality.  He 
wore  a  flowered  green  velvet  dressing- 

f>wn,  and  his  shirt-collars  were  open, 
thought  I  had  never  seen  a  finer 
figure,  or  a  more  expressive  counte- 
nance— ^the  latter,  however,  clouded 
with  mingled  sternness  and  anxiety. 

"  Doctor ,"  said  he,  conductmff 

me  to  a  seat,  "  I  feel  greatly  obliged 
by  this  prompt  attention  to  my  wishes 
— ^whicn,  however,  I  fear  must  have 
inconvenienced  you.  We  are  at  break- 
fast.   Have  you.  breakfasted?" 

"  Yes — but  my  drive  has  sharpened 
my  appetite  afresh — I  think  I  could 
not  resist  a  cup  of  chocolate  or  coffee." 

"  Ah— good  I  I'm  happy  to  hear  it. 
Perhaps,  then,  you  will  permit  me  ta 
take  a  turn  round  the  garden — ^and 
then  we  will  join  Lady  Anne  in  the 
breakfast-room  ?" — I  assented.  There 
was  something  flurried  in  his  manner 
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and  peremptory  in  his  tone — ^I  saw 
there  was  something  that  agitated  him, 
and  waited  for  the  oeTumeTneni  with  in- 
terest In  a  moment  or  two,  we  were 
walking  together  in  the  garden,  which 
we  had  entered  through  a  glass  door. 

"  Doctor,"  said  Sir  Henry,  in  a  low 
tone,  "  I  have  sent  for  you  on  a  most 
melancholy  errand  to-day" — ^he  seemed 
agitated,  and  paused — proceeding,  "  I 
have  infinite  satisfaction  in  heing  ahle 
to  avail  myself  of  your  services ;  for  I 
know  that  you  are  hoth  kind  and  ex- 
perienced— as  well  as  confidential?" 
Again  he  paused,  and  looked  full  at  me 
— -I  bowea,  and  he  resumed, 

"  Possibly  you  may  have  occasionally 
heard  surmises  about  Lady  Anne  and 
myself? — ^I  believe  we  have  occasioned 
no  little  speculation  latterly."  I  smiled 
and  bowed  ofi*  his  inquiry.  "  I  am  con- 
scious that  there  has  oeen  some  ground 
for  it" — he  continued,  with  a  si^h — 
"  and  I  now  find  the  time  is  arrived 
when  all  must  be  known — ^I  must  ex- 
plain it  all  to  you.  You  have,  I  be- 
lieve, occasionally  met  us  in  society, 
and  recollect  her  ladyship  ?" 

"Several  times.  Sir  Henry — and  I 
have  a  distinct  recollection  of  her. — 
Indeed" 

*'  Did  it  ever  strike  you  that  there 
was  anything  remarkable  either  in  her 
countenance  or  deportment  ?" 

I  looked,  at  a  loss  to  understand  him. 

"I— I  mean — did  you  ever  observe  a 
certain  peculiarity  of  earoression  in  her 
features?"  he  continued  earnestly. 

"  Why — ^let  me  see— I  have  certain- 
ly observed  her  exhibit  languor  and 
lassitude — ^her  cheek  has  been  pale, 
and  her  countenance  now  and  then 
saddened  with  anxiety.  I  supposed, 
however,  there  was  no  unusual  mode 
of  accounting  for  it,  Sir  Henry" — I 
added,  with  a  smile.  The  baronet^s 
face  was  clouded  for  a  moment,  as  if 
with  displeasure  and  anxiety. 

"Ah"— he  replied  hastily— "I  see 
— ^I  understand  you— but  you  are  quite 
mistaken — totally  so.  Pray,  is  that 
the  general  supposition  ?" 

"Why — I  am  not  aware  of  its  being 
expressed  in  so  many  words;  but  it 
was  one  that  struck  me  immediately 
— as  a  matter  of  course."    As  I  was 


speaking,  I  observed  Sir  Henry  change 
ing  colour. 

"  Doctor  ^— ,"  said  he,  in  a  low 
ag[itated  voice,  grasping  my  arm  as  if 
with  involuntary  energy — "  We  have 
no  time  to  lose.  One  word — alas,  one 
word — ^will  explain  all.  It  is  horrible 
torture  to  me— but  I  can  conceal  it  no 
longer.  You  must  be  told  the  truth 
at  once.  Lady  Anne  is — insane  /"  He 
rather  ^ped  than  spoke  the  last 
word.  He  stood  suddenly  still,  and 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands.  He 
shook  with  agitation.  Neither  of  us 
spoke  for  a  moment  or  two — except 
that  I  almost  unconsciouslv  echoed 
the  last  word  he  uttered.  "  Insane ! — 
Why,  I  can  scarcely  believe  my  ears, 
Sir  Henrv.  Do  you  use  the  last  word  in 
its  literal — ^its  medical  sense  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  do  I — ^I  mean  that  my  wife 
is  mad — ^Yes !  with  a  madwoman  you 
are  asked  to  sit  down  to  breakfast.    I 

can  assure  you,  Dr  ^  that   the 

anguish  I  have  latterly  endured  on 
this  horrid  account  has  nearly  driven 
me  to  the  same  condition  1  0  God! 
what  a  dreadful  life  has  been  mine  for 
this  last  year  or  two,  as  I  have  seen 
this  tremendous  cidamity  gradually 
befalling  me" 

I  implored  him  to  restrain  his  feel- 
ings. 

"Yes — you  are  right,"  said  he,  altera 
pause,  in  which  he  tried  to  master  his 
emotion — "I  have  recovered  myself. 
Let  us  repair  to  the  breakfast-room. 
For  Heaven's  sake,  appear— if  jrou  can 
— as  though  nothingnad  transpired  be- 
tween ns.  Make  any  ima^able  ex- 
cuse you  please  for  coming  hither. 
Say  you  were  called  in  by  me,  on  my 
own   account — for — for — any   com- 

Elaint  you  choose  to  mention.  It  will 
e  for  you  to  watch  my  j)oor  Lady 
Anne  with  profound  attention — but  of 
course  not  obviously. — I  shall  take  an 
o{^[)ortunity,  as  if  by  chance,  of  leav- 
ing you  alone  with  her.  Afterwards 
we  will  concert  the  steps  necessary  in 
this  dreadful  emergency.  By  the  way — 
you  must  not  expect  to  see  anything 
wild  or  extravagant  in  her  manner. 
She  will  not  appear  even  eccentric — 
for  she  is  verv  guarded  before  strangers. 
Hush!"  said  he,  shaking  and  turning 
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round  palely — "did  you  hear — ^no,  it 
was  a  mistake ! — Alas,  bow  nervous  I 
am  become! — I  have  perfect  control 
over  ber — but  watch  her  eye — her 
mouth — her  e^"* — he  shu&ered — 
"  and  you  will  know  all.  Now,  doctor, 
for  mercy's  sake  don't  commit  your- 
self, or  me  1"  he  whispered,  as  we  re- 
gained the  room  we  had  quitted.  He 
paused  for  a  moment,  as  if  to  expend 
a  heavy  sigh — and  then,  opening  the 
door  through  which  he  had  originally 
entered  to  receive  me,  ushered  me  into 
the  breakfast  room.  Lady  Anne — 
beautiful  creature — ^in  a  white  morn- 
ing-dress, sat  beside  the  silver  urn,  ap- 
parently reading  the  newspaper.  Sue 
seemed  surprised  at  seeing  me,  and 
bowed  politely  when  Sir  Henry  men- 
tioned my  name,  without  moving  from 
her  seat.  Her  cheek  was  very  pale — 
and  there  was  an  expression  of  deep 
anxiety — or  rather  apprehension — ^in 
her  eye,  which  glanced  rapidly  from 
me  to  Sir  Henry,  and  from  iiim  to  me. 
With  tJl  his  efforts,  Sir  Henrv  could 
not  appear  calm — his  cheek  was 
flushed — ^his  hand  unsteady — his  voice 
thick — ^his  manner  flurried. 

"  Are  not  you  well,  Sir  Henry?"  in- 
quired his  lady,  looking  earnestly  at 
him. 

"  Neverbetter,  love  !**  he  replied,  with 
an  effort  at  smiling. 

"  I  fear  I  have  disturbed  your  lady- 
ship in  reading  the  Morning  Post," 
said  I,  interrupting  an  embarrassed 
pause. 

"  Oh,  not  at  all,  sir— not  the  least ! 
There  is  nothing  in  it  of  any  interest," 
she  replied  with  a  faint  sigh ;  "  I  was 
only  looking,  Henry,  over  a  silly  ac- 
count of  the  Duchess  of 's  fSte.  Do 

you  take  breakfast?"  addressing  me. 

"A  single  cup  of  tea,  and  a  slice  of 
this  tongue,  are  alll  shall  trouble  your 
ladyship  for.  Talking,  by  the  way,  of 
ftltes,"  I  added  carelessly,  "  it  is  whis- 

Eered  in  the  world  that  your  ladyship 
ad  taken  the  veil— or— or— -died  ,*  in 
short,  we  are  all  wondering  what  has 
become  of  your  ladyship — ^that  is,  of 
Jo^Aofyou!" 

"  Ah  I"  said  the  baronet  with  affect- 
ed eagerness,  "  I  suppose,  by  the  way, 
we  come  in  for  our  share  of  hint  and 


inuendot  Pray,  what  is  the  latest 
coinage,  doctor,  from  the  mint  of  scan- 
dal and  tittle-tattle  ?" 

Lady  Anne's  hand  trembled  as  she 
handed  me  the  cup  of  tea  I  had  asked 
for,  and  her  eye  settled  apprehensively 
on  that  of  her  husband.  "  Why,  the 
genera]  impression  is,  that  you  are 
playing  misanthro{)e,  in  consequence 
of  some  political  pique."  Sir  Henry 
laughed  feebly.  "  And  your  ladyship, 
too,  turns  absentee  I  I  fear  you  are 
not  in  the  health — the  brilliant  spirits 
— ^which  used  to  charm  the  world." 

"  Indeed,  doctor,  I  am  not  1  I  am 
one  of  the  man^  victims  "-^ — 

**  Of  ennui,"  interrupted  the  baronet 
quickly,  fixing  an  imperative  eye  up- 
on his  lady,  I  saw  with  what  nervous 
apprehension,  lest  she  should  afford 
even  the  desired  corroboration  of  what 
he  had  told  me  in  the  garden. 

"  Yes,  yes,  ennui,"  she  replied  timid- 
ly, adding,  with  a  sigh,  "  I  wonder  the 
world  remembers  us  so  long." 

'''I  have  a  note  to  write,  doctor," 
said  the  baronet  suddenly,  after  the 
lapse  of  about  five  or  ten  minutes,  tread- 
ing at  the  same  time  gently  on  my  foot, 
"  which  I  intend  to  TOg  you  will  carry 
up  to  town  for  me.  Will  you  excuse 
me  for  a  few  moments?"  I  bowed. 
"  Lady  Anne,  I  daresay,  will  entertain 
you  from  the  Morning  rost — ^ha !  ha !" 

She  smiled  faintly.  I  observed  Sir 
Henry's  eve  fixed  upon  her,  as  he 
shut  the  door,  with  an  expression  of 
agonising  apprehension.  The  reader 
mav  imagine  the  peculiar  feelings  of 
embarrassment  with  which  I  found 
myself  at  len|;th  alone  with  Lady 
Anne.  Being  ignorant  of  the  degree 
or  species  of  her  mental  infirmity,  I 
felt  much  at  a  loss  how  to  shape  my 
conversation.  As  far  as  one  could 
judge  from  appearances,  she  was  as 
perrectly  sane  as  I  considered  myself. 
I  could  detect  no  wildness  of  the  eye 
— ^no  incoherence  of  language — no  ec- 
centricity of  deportment— nothing  but 
an  air  of  languor  and  anxiety. 

"  Sir  Henry  is  looking  well,"  said 
I,  as  he  closea  the  door. 

"  Yes — he  always  looks  well ;  even 
if  he  were  ill,  be  would  not  look  so." 

"  I  wish  I  could  sincerely  compli- 
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aaent  your  ladyship  on  your  looks," 
I  continued,  eyeing  her  keenly. 

"  Certainly  1  have  been  better  than 
I  am  at  present,"  she  replied  with  a 
sigh — "  What  I  have  to  complain  of, 
however,  is  not  so  much  bodily  ailing 
as  lowness  of  spirits." 

"  Your  ladyship  is  not  the  first  on 
whom  a  sudden  seclusion  from  society 
has  had  similar  effects.  Then,  why 
not  return  to  town — at  least  for  a 
season  ?  " 

"There  are — ^reasons — ^why  I  should 
at  present  prefer  to  continue  in  retire- 
ment," she  replied,  dropping  her  eyes 
to  avoid  the  steadfast  look  with  which 
I  regarded  them. 

"  Beasons  ! — ^permit  me  to  ask  ^our 
ladyship  the  import  of  such  mysterious 
terms?"  I  inquired,  with  gentle  ear- 
nestness, drawing  my  chair  nearer  to 
her,  believing  that  the  ice  was  at 
*  length  broken. 

"I  am  not  aware,  doctor,"  said 
she  coldly,  and  with  an  air  of  rather 
haughty  surprise,  "that  I  said  any- 
thing that  could  be  called  m^sferun^^." 

"Pardon,  pardon  me,  my  lady!  I 
was  only  anxious  lest  you  might  have 
any  secret  source  of  anxiety  pre^ng 
on  your  mind,  and  from  which!  might 
have  the  power  of  relieving  you.  Per- 
mit me  to  say,  how  deeply  grieved  I  am 
to  see  your  ladyship's  altered  looks. 
I  need  not  disguise  the  fact  that  Sir 
Henry  is  exceedingly  anxious  on  your 
account " 

**  What  I  what  I  Sir  Henry  anxious 
— on  my  account ! "  she  repeated,  with 
an  air  of  astonishment ;  "  why,  can  it 
then  be  possible  that  I  am  the  object 
of  your  present  visit,  Dr ?"  . 

I  paused  for  a  moment.  Why  should 
I  conceal  or  deny  the  fact,  thought  I. 

"  Your  ladyship  guesses  aright.  Sir 
Henry*s  anxieties  have  brought  me 
hither  this  morning.  He  wishes  me 
to  ascertain  whether  your  ladyship 
labours  under  indisposition  of  any 
kind." 

"  And  pray,  doctor,"  continued  her 
ladyship,  turning  pale  as  she  spoke, 
"  what  does  he  imagine  my  complaint 
to  be  ?  Did  he  mention  any  particu- 
lar symptoms?" 


"  Indeed  he  did— lassitude — ^loss  of 
appetite — lowness  of  spirits." 

She  raised  her  handkerchief  to  her 
eyes,  which,  glistening  with  tears,  she 
presejitly  directed  to  the  window,  as 
if  she  dreaded  to  encounter  mine. 
Her  lips  quivered  with  emotion. 

"Dear  lady,  for  Heaven's  sake  be 
calm !  Why  should  you  distress  your- 
self? "  said  I,  gently  placing  my  fingers 
upon  her  wrist,  at  which  she  started, 
withdrew  her  hand,  looked  me  rather 
wildly  full  in  the  face,  and  bursting 
into  tears,  wept  for  some  moments  in 
silence 

"  Oh,  Doctor  — - ! "  at  length  she 
sobbed,  in  hesitating,  passionate  ac- 
cents— "you  cannot — ^you  cannot  imsr 
gine  how  very  ill  I  am — Tiere^^^  placing 
her  hand  upon  her  heart.  "  I  am  a 
wretched,  a  miserable  woman !  There 
never  lived  a  more  unfortunate  being ! 
I  shall  never,  never  be  happy  again  I " 
she  continued  vehemently. 

**  Come,  come,  your  ladyship  must 
make  a  confidant  of  me.  Wnat,  in 
Heaven's  name,  can  be  the  meaning 
of  all  this  emotion  ?  No  one,  sure, 
can  have  used  you  ill?  Come,  tell 
me  all  about  it ! 

"  Oh,  I  cannot— I  dare  not !  It  is  a 
painful  secret  to  keep,  but  it  would  be 
dreadful  to  tell  it.  Have  you  really 
no  idea  of  it  ?  Has  it  not,  then,  been 
openly  whispered  about  in  the  world?" 
she  inquired  eagerly,  with  much  wild- 
ness  in  her  manner. 

Alas,  poor  Lady  Anne !  I  had  seen 
and  heard  enough  to  satisfy  me  that 
her  state  corroborated  the  fears  ex- 
pressed by  Sir  Henry,  whose  return 
at  that  moment,  with  a  sealed  note  in 
his  hand,  put  an  end  to  our  melan- 
choly tete-ii4ite.  He  cast  a  sudden 
keen  glance  of  scrutiny  at  his  lady 
and  me,  and  then  went  up  to  her  and 
kissed  her  tenderly,  without  speaking. 
What  wretchedness  was  in  his  fea- 
tures at  that  moment !  I  saw  by  his 
manner  that  he  desired  me  to  rise  and 
take  my  leave ;  and,  after  a  few  words 
on  indifferent  subjects,  I  rose,  bowed 
to  her  ladyship,  and,  accompanied  by 
the  baronet,  withdrew. 

"  Well,  am  I  right  or  wrong,  doctor. 
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in  my  terrible  jsuflpicions  ?  "  inquired 
the  baronet,  his  manner  much  dis- 
turbed, and  trembling  from  head  to 
foot,  as  we  stood  together  in  the  large 
bow-window  of  his  library.  I  sighed, 
and  shook  my  head. 

**  Did  she  make  any  allusions  to  the 
present  arrangement  I  have  been  ob- 
liged to  adopt  in  the  house  ?" 

I  told  him  the  substance  of  what 
had  passed  between  us.  He  sighed 
profoundly,  and  covered  his  eyes  for  a 
moment  with  his  hands. 

"  Is  her  ladyship  ever  violent  ?  "  I 
inquired. 

*  *  No — seldom — ^never,  never !  I  wish 
she  were  !  Anything — anything  to 
dissipate  the  horrid  monotony  of  mel- 
ancholy madness — ^but  I  cannot  bear 
to  talk  on  the  subject.  I  can  scarcely 
control  my  feelings ! "  He  turned  from 
me,  and  stood  looking  through  the 
window,  evidently  overpowered  with 
grief.  For  a  minute  or  two  neither  of 
us  spoke. 

"  The  dreadful  subject  forces  itself 
upon  us,"  said  he,  suddenly  turning 
again  towards  me.  "  Doctor,  what,  in 
Heaven's  name — what  is  to  be  done 
in  this  tremendous  emergency  ?  Let 
our  first  care  be  to  prevent  exposure. 
I  suppose — a  tempprary  seclusion,  I 
am  afraid,  will  be  necessary?"  he 
added,  looking  gloomily  at  me.  I  told 
him  I  feared  such  a  course  would  cer- 
tainly be  advisable,  if  not  even  neces- 
sary ;  and  assured  him  that  he  need 
be  under  no  apprehension  on  that 
score,  for  there  were  many  admirable 
retreats  for  such  patients  as  his  unfor- 
tunate lady,  where  privacy,  comfort, 
amusement,  and  skilful  surveillance 
were  combined.  I  told  him  not  to 
despond  of  his  lady's  early  restoration 
to  society. 

"  Oh,  doctor!"  he  groaned,  clasping 
his  hands  vehemently  together,  "  the 
maddening  thought  that  my  sweet,  my 
darling  wife,  must  b^  banished  from 
my  bosom — from  her  home — from  her 
cluld — ^and  become  the  inmate  of — of 

— a" He  ceased  abruptly.    A 

wild  smile  shot  across  his  features. 

"  Doctor,"  said  he,  lowering  his  tone 
to  a  faint  whisper,  "  can  I  trust  you 
with  a  secret  ?    I  know  I  am  acting 


imprudently — unnieceflsarily  disclos-- 
ing  It — ^but  I  know  it  will  be  safe  with 

I  bowed,  and  listened  in  breathless 
wonder.  *  *  My  flesh  crept 
from  head  to  foot  as  he  went  on.  I 
had  been  all  along  the  dupe  of  a  icai>- 
MAN.  His  eye  was  fixed  upon  me 
with  a  devilish  expression.  The  shock 
deprived  me  of  utterance — for  a  while 
almost  of  sight  and  hearing.  I  was 
startled  back  into  consciousness  by  a 
loud  laugh  uttered  by  the  baronet.  He 
was  pointing  at  me,  with  his  arm  and. 
finger  extended,  almost  touching  my 
face,  with  an  air  of  derision.  The 
dreadful  truth  flashed  all  at  once  upon 
my  mind.  I  could  now  understand 
the  illness— the  melancholy  of  Lady 
Anne — ^whose  blanched  countenance, 
looking  through  the  half-opened  door, 
caught  my  eye  at  that  moment,  as  I 
happened  to  turn  in  the  direction  of 
the  breakfast-room.  I  trembled  lest 
the  madman  should  also  see  her,  and 
burst  into  violence ! 

The  "secret"  of  the  bartmet  con- 
sisted in  his  alleged  discovery  of  a 
mode  of  converting  taUaw  into  wax: 
That  it  would,  when  carried  into  effect, 
produce  him  a  revenue  of  fifty  thou-' 
sand  a-year:  That  because  the  king 
could  not  prevail  upon  him  to  disclose 
it,  he  had  sent  spies  to  watch  all  his 
movements,  and  nad  threatened  to  ar- 
rest him  for  high  treason !  All  this 
horrid  nonsense  he  told  me  in  a  low, : 
serious,  energetic  tone  of  voice  and 
manner ;  and  though  mv  countenance 
must  have  turned  deadly  pale  when 
the  shocking  discovery  first  broke 
upon  me,  and  my  violent  agitation 
become  apparent.  Sir  Henry  did  not 
seem  to  notice  it.  I  know  not  what 
called  forth  the  laugh  I  have  men- 
tioned, unless  it  was  the  delight  he 
experienced  frt)m  the  success  with 
which  he  imposed  upon  me  so  long. 

"  But,  doctor,"  ne  continued,  "  I 
have  not  disclosed  this  great  secret  to 
you  for  nothing.  I  set  about  discover- 
ing it  in  consequence  of  an  alarming' 
accident  which  has  happened  to  me, 
and  of  which  both  you  and  the  world 
will  ere  long  hear  much.  It  became 
inecessary,  in  a  word   that  I  should 
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deyelop  ik  'new  source  "^f  independ- 
ence— and,  thank  Heaven,  at  length 
k  18  found  !  But  the  mere  money  it 
will  produce  is  the  least  consideration 
— there  are  grander  results  to  follow ; 
but  of  them  anon !  You,  doctor,  are  a 
scientific  man — ^I  am  but  superficially 
so ;  and  that  is  a  species  of  Imowledge 
essential  to  the  successful  use  of  my 
great  discovery.  We  must  therefore 
become  partners — eh?"  I  bowed. 
"The  terms,  you  know,  we  can  ar- 
range afterwards.  Ah,  ha,  ha !  what 
will  my  constituents — ^what  will  my  po- 
litical friends — say- to  this  ?  Sir  Henry 
Harleigh  turned  wax-maker! — Why, 
doctor,  why  are  you  so  silent  ?  Ghop- 
fidlen,  eh?— and  why?" 

I  had  been  pondenng  all  the  while 
on  the  proper  course  to  follow  under 
such  extraordinary  and  melancholy 
circumstances,  and  therefore  permit- 
ted him  to  ramble  on  as  he  pleased. 
"  Calculating  the  profits,  eh  ?— Well- 
but  we  must  go  through  a  good  deal 
before  we  get  to  that  part  of  the  story, 
believe  me  !  First  and  foremost" — ^ms 
countenance  fell,  and  he  cast  a  disturb- 
ed glance  at  the  breakfast-room  door 
— "  we  must  make  some  decisive  ar- 
rangements about  poor  Lady  Anne. 
She  knows  my  secret,  and  it  is  the 
thoughts  of  it  that  have  turned  her 
head — (women,  you  know,  cannot  bear 
sudden  fortune!) — ^but,  oh!  such  a 
gentle  madness  is  hers !"  He  uttered 
this  last  exclamation  in  a  tone  that 
touched  my  heart  to  the  quick ;  melt- 
ing, moving,  soul-subduing  was  it,  as 
some  of  ine  whispers  of  Kean  in 
Othello! 

"  Doctor,"  he  commenced  abruptly, 
after  a  pause,  "  let  me  consider  of  it 
for  a  moment — a  thought  suggests  it- 
self—I  would  not  have  her  feelings 
wounded  for  worlds !— ^111  consider  of 
it,  and  presently  tell  you  my  determi- 
nation." He  folded  his  arms  on  his 
breast,  and  walked  slowly  up  and  down 
the  library,  as  if  engaged  in  profound 
contemplation,  and  so  continued  for 
five  or  ten  minutes,  as  if  he  had  ut- 
terly forgotten  me,  who  stood  leaning 
agamst  the  'window-frame,  watching 
him  with  unutterable  feelings.  What 
should  I  do  ?    It  was  next  to  impos- 


sible for  me  to  have  another  interview 
with  Lady  Anne  before  leaving.  I 
thought  it  on  the  whole  advisable  no& 
to  alarm  his  suspicions  by  any  such, 
attempt,  but  to  take  my  departure  as 
quietly  and  quickly  as  possible;  de- 
termined, on  reaching  London,  to  com- 
municate immediately  with  Mr  Cour- 
thrope,  his  brother-in-law,  with  whom 
I  had  some  little  acquaintance,  and 
with  him  suggest  such  measures  as 
were  necessary  to  secure  the  safety, 
not  only  of  the  baronet,  but  his 
wretched  lady.  This  resolution  form- 
ed, I  felt  anxious  to  be  gone.  As  the 
poor  baronet's  cogitations,  however, 
seemed  far  from  approaching  a  close, 
I  found  it  necessary  to  interrupt  him. 

"  Well,  Sir  Henry,"  said  I,  moving 
from  the  window-recess,  "I  must  leave 
you,  for  I  have  many  engagements  in' 
town." 

"  Do  you  know,  now,"  said  he  with 
a  puzzled  air,  ''  I  positively  cannot  re- 
member what  it  was  I  had  to  think 
about !  How  very  absurd !  WTiat  was 
it,  now?"  standing  still,  and  corrugat- 
ing his  brows. 

"Oh,"  said  I,  "it  was  whether  it 
would  be  proper  for  me  to  see  Lady 
Anne  before  I  left  " "  Ah,"  he  in- 
terrupted briskly,  "ay,  so  it  was — I 
recollect — ^why — see  Lady  Anne  ? — 
No — I  think  not,"  he  replied,  with  an 
abrupt,  peculiar  tone  and  manner,  as 
if  displeased  with  the  proposal.  "  I 
will  accompany  you  to  the  road,  where 
you  will  find  the  carriage  in  readiness 
to  take  you  back  to  town."  He  at  the 
same  time  took  firom  a  pocket-book  in 
his  bosom  pocket  a  note-case,  and  gave 
me  a  check,  by  way  of  fee,  of  £500 ! 

"  By  the  way,"  said  he  abruptly,  as 
arm-in-arm  we  walked  down  to  the 
park  gates,  "what,  after  all,  are  we 
to  do  with  Lady  Anne  ?  How  strange 
that  we  should  have  forgotten  her! 
Well,  what  step  do  you  intend  taking 
next?"— I  sighed. 

"I  must  turn  it  over  carefully  in' 
my  mind,  before  I  commit  myself." 

"Ah,  SAlluatl-^IHwquam  indpias 
— conavUo;  sed  vbi  consuitierU — sed 
ubi  consulueris^  Doctor ." 

**Maturl  fado  opus  sit^  Sir  Henry," 
I  replied,  humouring  his  recollection. 
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"  Qood,  There  never  was  anythinff 
more  curt  and  pretty."  He  repeated 
the  sentence.  *'  Well,  and  what  will 
you  do?" 

"  I  cannot  precisely  say  at  present ; 
but  you  may  rely  upon  seeing  me  here 
again  this  evening.  I  hope  you  will 
conceal  it  from  Lady  Anne,  however, 
or  it  mav  alarm  her." 

"  Mind  me,  doctor,"  said  he  ahruptly, 
his  features  clouding  over  with  a 
strange  expression.  "I — I — ^will  have 
no  violence  used." 

"  Violence  !  my  dear  Sir  Henry  I 
violence!  God  forbid!"  I  exclaimed 
with  unaffected  amazement. 

"  Of  course,  doctor,  I  hold  you  per- 
sofiaUy,^*  laying  a  strenuous  emphasis 
on  the  last  word,  "  I  hold  you  person- 
a2/^  responsible  for  whatever  measures 
may  be  adopted.  Here,  however,  is 
the  carriage.  I  shall  await  your  return 
with  anxiety."  I  shook  him  by  the 
hand,  and  stepped  into  the  chariot. 

"Gk)od-mommg — good-momin|^.  Sir 
Henry !  "I exclaimed,  as  the  postilions 
were  preparing  to  start.  He  put  in 
his  head  at  the  window,  ana  in  a 
hurried  tone  whispered — "  On  second 

thoughts,  Dr ,  I  shall  decline  any 

further  interference  in  the  matter — at 
least  to-day."  He  had  scarcely  uttered 
the  last  words,  when  the  chariot  drove 
off. 

"  Hollo !  hark  ye,  fellow  I  stop ! 
stop ! "  shouted  the  baronet  at  the  top 
of  his  voice,  "  stop,  or  I'll /re  /  "  The 
postilions,  who,  X  observed,  had  set 
off  at  pretty  near  a  gallop,  seemed  dis- 
posed to  continue  it ;  but  on  hearing 
the  last  alarming  words,  instantane> 
ously  drew  up.  I  looked  with  amaze> 
ment  through  the  window,  and  beheld 
Sir  Henry  hurryinff  towards  us — ^fury 
in  his  features,  and  a  pocket-pistol  in 
his  extended  right  hand. 

*'  Good  God,  Sir  Henry !"  I  exclaim- 
ed,  terror-struck,  "what  can  be  the 
meaning  of  this  extraordinary  con- 
duct?" 

"  A  word  in  your  ear,  doctor,"  he 
panted,  coming  close  up  to  the  carriage 
door. 

"Speak,  for  Heaven's  sake — speak, 
Sir  Henry,"  said  I,  leaning  my  head 
towards  him. 


"  I  suspect  you  intend  violent  meft- 

sures  towards  me,  Doctor ." 

"Against you/  Violent measiires — 
against  anyllody  f — ^you  are  dreamiiifir, 
SirHenryl" 
"  Ah,  I  see  further  into  your  designs 

than  you  imagine.  Doctor !     You 

wish  to  extract  my  secret  from  me, 
for  your  own  exclusive  advantage.  So, 

mark  me — ^if  you  come  again  to 

Hall,  you  shall  not  return  alive — so 

help  me !    Adieu  1"    He  strode 

haughtily  off,  waved  his  hand  to  the 
terrified  postilions,  and  we  soon  lost 
sight  of  the  unhappy  madman.  I  threw 
myself  back  in  my  seat  completely 
bewildered.  Not  only  my  own  per- 
sonal safety,  but  that  of  Lady  Anne 
was  menaced.  What  might  not  frenzy 
prompt  him  to  do,  during  my  absence, 
and  on  my  return  ?  Full  of  these  agi- 
tating thoughts,  I  rejoiced  to  find  my- 
self thundering  townward,  as  fast  as 
four  horses  could  carry  me,  in  obe- 
dience to  the  orders  I  had  ^ven  the 
postilions,  the  instant  that  Sir  Henry 
quitted  us.  At  length  we  reached  a 
steep  hill,  that  compelled  us  to  slacken 
our  pace,  and  give  breath  to  our  pant- 
ing horses.  I  opened  the  front  window, 
and  bespoke  the  nearest  postilion. 

"  Boy,  there !  Are  you  in  Sir  Henry's 
service?" 

"  No,  sir,  not  now  exactly — but  we 
sarves  him  as  much  as  thof  we  was, 
for  the  matter  of  that,"  he  replied, 
touching  his  hat. 

"Were  you  surprised  to  see  what 
occurred  at  starting?" 

"  No,  sir,"  he  replied,  lowering  his 
tone,  and  looking  about  him,  as  if  he 
expected  to  find  the  baronet  at  his 
heels.  "  He's  done  many  a  stranger 
thin^  nor  that,  sir,  lately! " 

"  I  suppose,  then,  you  consider  him 
not  exactly  in  his  ri^ht  senses,  eh?" 

"  It  a'n't  for  the  Jikes  o'  me  to  say 
such  a  thing  of  my  betters,  sir ;  but 
this  1  may  make  bold  for  to  say,  sir, 
if  as  how  I,  or  any  of  my  fellow-sar- 
vants,  had  done  the  likes  o*  what  we've 
latterly  seen  up  at  the  Hall  there, 
they'd  a'  clapped  U8  into  jail  or  bedlam 
long  ago ! " 

"  Indeed  I  Why,  what  has  been  go- 
ing on?" 
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•    "  You*ll  not  tell  of  a  poor  lad  like 
me — will  you,  sir?" 

"  Oh,  no!  you  may  be  sure  of  that 
— ^I'll  keep  your  secret." 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  he,  speaking  more 
unconstrainedly,  turning  round  in  his 
saddle  full  towards  me — "first  and 
foremost,  he's  discharged  m«,  and 
Thomas  here,  my  fellow-sarvant,  an' 
we  takes  up  at  the  inn,  a  mile  or  so 
from  the  Hall ;  likewise  the  coachman 
and  the  footman;  likewise  all  the 
women  sarvants — always  excepting 
the  cook,  and  my  lady's  maid  —  and 
a'n't  them  a  few  sarvants  for  to  do  all 
the  work  of  that  great  Hall?  A'n't 
that  strange-like,  sir?  " 

"Well,  what  else?  How  does  Sir 
Henry  pass  his  time  ?  " 

"  Pass  his  time,  sir  ?  Why,  sir,  we 
hears  from  cook,  as  how  ne  boils 
candles,  sir,"  quoth  the  fellow,  grin- 
ning. 

"Boils  candles,  sirrah?  What  do 
you  mean  ?    Are  you  in  earnest  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir,  I  be  indeed!  He'll  boil 
as  many  as  twenty  in  a  day,  in  the 
cook's  best  saucepans ;  and  then  he 
pours  the  most  precious  brandy  into 
the  mess — ^wastine^  good  brandy — and 
then  throws  it  all  into  a  deep  hole 
every  night,  that  he  has  dug  m  the 
garden.  Twas  no  later  nor  yesterday, 
sir,  cook  told  me  all — how  she  hap- 
pened to  be  squinting  through  the 
keyhole,  and  no  harm  neither,  sir, 
(axing  your  pardon) — when  a  man 
goes  on  in  sichwaysas  them — and  seed 
him  kneel  down  upon  the  dirty  hearth, 
before  the  saucepan  fall  of  candles,  as 
they  were  boiling,  and  pray  sich  gib- 
berish— ^like ! " 

"WeU!"  said  I  with  a  sigh,  "but 
what  doesher  lady  ship  all  this  while  ?  " 
"  Oh,  sir,  our  poor  lady  is  worn  al- 
most in  a  manner  to  skin  and  bone ! 
She  follows  him  about  like  a  ghost, 
and  cries  her  eyes  out ;  but  for  all  that 
she  is  so  gentle-like,  he's  woundy  starn 
with  her,  and  watches  her  just  like  a 
cat  does  a  mouse,  as  one  would  say ! 
Once  he  locked  her  in  her  bedroom  all 
day,  and  only  gave  her  bread  and 
water !  But  the  strangest  thing  is  yet 
to  come,  sir ;  he  makes  out  that  it's 
her  that's  mad !  so  that,  for  a  long  time, 


we  all  believed  it  was  so — for,  sir,  it's 
only  of  late  that  we  began  to  see  how 
the  real  truth  of  the  matter  stood,  sir. 
Sir  Henry  was  always,  since  we've 
known  him,  a  bit  queer  or  so,  but 
steady  in  the  main ;  and  as  our  poor 
lady  was  always  mopish  and  melan- 
cholic-like, it  was  natral  we  should 
give  in  to  believe  it  was  her  that  was, 
as  one  would  say,  melancholy  mad, 
and  so  all  true  what  Sir  Henry  said  of 
her." 

"  Is  Sir  Henry  ever  violent?" 
"Lord,  sir!  Mrs  Higgins,  that's  the 
cook,  tells  strange  tales  of  him  just 
latterly.  He  bolts  every  door,  great 
and  small,  in  the  Hall,  with  his  own 
hands,  every  night,  and  walks  about 
in  it  with  a  loaded  blunderbuss!" 

"  Miss  Sims,"  said  the  further  pos- 
tilion, "that's  my  lady's  maid,  told 
Mrs  Higgins,  and  she  told  my  sister, 
who  told  me,  as  a  secret,  sir,  that  Sir 
Henry  always  sleeps  every  night  with 
a  bare  drawn  sword  under  his  pillow, 
and  a  couple  of  loaded  pistols  stuck 
into  the  watch-pockets,  as  they  call 
'em,  and  frightens  my  lady  to  death 
with  his  pranks !  '* 

I  could  scarcely  believe  what  they 
were  telling  me. 

"Why,  my  boy,  I  cannot  believe 
that  all  this  is  true!" 

"'Deed,  sir,  we  wish  as  how  it 
wam't!" 

"  How  long  have  you  known  it  ?" 

"  Only  a  day  back  or  so." 

"  And  why  did  not  you  set  off  for 

London,  and  tell ?" 

"  Lord,  sir,  us  spread  about  that  Sir 
Henry  was  mad !  Nobody  would  be- 
lieve us,  for  he's  woundy  cunning, 
and  can  talk  as  grave  as  a  judge, 
and  as  good  as  the  parson,  when  lie 
chooses!  an'  that  being  so,  if  we'd 
gone  up  to  town  with  them  stories, 
the  great  folk  would  ha'  come  down, 
and  he'd  a'  persuaded  them  it  was  all 
false — and  what  would  have  become 
ofwef" 

"  And  what  is  become  of  the  ser- 
vants ?    Are  they  all  dumb  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir,  in  a  manner,  seeing  as 
how  they  have  been  bound  to  silence 
by  our  poor  lady,  till  she  should  tell 
them  to  give  the  alarm  ujmd  he's  becu 
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too  cunning  latterly  to  give  her  op- 
portunity of  doing  80.  Shell  be  main 
clad  o'  your  coming,  I'll  warrant  me, 
for  scarce  a  fly  dare  leave  the  house 
but  he'd  be  after  it!" 

"  Drive  on — drive  on,  boys,  for  your 
lives ! "  said  I,  finding  we  had  at  length 
surmounted  the  hill,  and  directed  them 
to  go  at  once  to  the  house  of  Mr  Cour- 
thrope.  Indeed  there  was  not  a  mo- 
ment to  be  lost,  for  it  was  clear  that 
the  madman's  suspicions  were  roused, 
indefinite  as  might  be  his  apprehen- 
sions ;  and  his  cunning  and  violence, 
each  equally  to  be  obreaded,  might 
prompt  nim  to  take  some  'dangerous, 
if  not  fatal  step,  in  my  absence.  For- 
tunately I  found  Mr  Courthrope  at 
home,  and  immeasurably  shocked  he 
was  at  my  intelligence.  It  seemed 
that  the  baronet  and  he  had  been  to- 
tally estranged  for  some  months,  owing 
to  an  affront,  which  he  was  now  satis- 
fied arose  out  of  his  unhappy  relative's 
insanity.  Our  arrangements  were  soon 
made.  We  exchanged  the  chariot  in 
which  I  had  returned  to  town,  for  a 
commodious  carriage,  calculated  to 
hold  four  or  five  persons,  and  drove  off 

at  once  to  the  residence  of  Dr  Y ^ 

one  of  the  most  eminent  "mad-doc- 
tors," as  they  are  somewhat  uncere- 
moniously denominated.  Our  inter- 
view was  but  brief.    In  less  than  half 

an  hour,  Dr  Y ,  Mr  Courthrope, 

and  I,  with  two  keepers,  deposited  our- 
selves respectively  within  and  without 

the  vehicle,  and  set  off  direct  for 

Hall. 

Mr  Courthrope  and  I  were    sad 

enough ;  but  little  Dr  Y was  calm 

^d  Uvely,  as  if  he  were  obeying  an 
invitation  to  dinner! 

''Suppose  Harleigh  should  grow  des- 
perate— should  offer  resistance ! "  said 
Mr  Courthrope,  very  pale. 

"  Nothing  more  Ukely,"  replied  Dr 
y coolly. 

"But  what  is  to  be  done  ?  My  cousin 
was  always  an  athletic  man ;  and  now 
that  the  strength  of  madness" 

"Poh,  my  dear  sir,  he  would  be  but 
as  a  child  in  the  hands  of  those  two 
fellows  of  mine  outside — ^like  a  wild 
elephant  between  two  tame  ones — ^ha, 
ha!" 


"  Tou,  I  dare  say,  have  witnessed 
so  many  of  those  scenes,"  said  I,  with 
a  faint  smile — ^for  his  indifference  hurt 
me;  it  jarred  upon  my  excited  feel- 
ings. 

"  For   Heaven's  sake— for   Lady 

Anne's  sake,  Dr  Y ,"  said  Mr 

Courthrope  agitatedly,  as  a  sudden 
turn  of  the  road  brought  us  in  sight  of 

Hall,  "  let  nothing  like  violence 

be  used." 

"Oh!  most  assuredly  not.  Tis  a 
system  I  always  eschewed.  Never  do 
bjr  foul,  what  may  be  accomplished  by 
fair  means.  Our  conduct  will  be  re- 
gulated to  a  hair,  by  that  of  Sir  Henry. 
Only  leave  him  to  us,  and,  by  hook  or 
^y  crook,  we'll  secure  him." 

"  But,  suppose  he  should  have  fire- 
arms," saia  I ;  "I  know  he  carries 
them, — he  pointed  a  loaded  pistol  at 
me  this  morning." 

"  My  dear  doctor,  how  did  you  know 
it  was  loaded  f  'Tis  what  one  would 
have  called  at  the  schools  a  gratuit- 
ous assumption !  Madmen  have  a  vast 
pefnchanJt  for  terrifying  with  firearms; 
out  somehow  they  always  forget  the 
ammunition ! " 

"But  only  put  the  case;  suppose 
Sir  Henry  snould  have  got  possession 
of  a  pistol,  read^  loaded  to  his  hand!  ** 

"Certainly,  m  such  a  case,  some- 
thing awkward  might  occur,"  replied 

Dr  X seriously;  "but  I  trust  a 

good  deal  to  the  effect  of  my  eye  upon 
him  from  the  first.  Tis  a  kind  of  talis- 
man among  my  patients — ^ha,  ha !  " 

"  Poor  Lady  Anne !  "  exclaimed  Mr 
Courthrope,  "what  will  become  of 
her?" 

"  Ah !  she  must  be  reasoned  with, 
and  kept  out  of  the  way ;  otherwise 
we  may  expect  a  scene,  a  thing  I've  a 
particular  dislike  to ! "  replied  matter- 
of-fact  DrY . 

Now,  there  was  a  certain  something 
about  this  my  professional  brother  that 
was  intolerable  to  me;  a  calm,  self- 
satisfied  air,  a  smirking  civility  of  tone 
and  manner,  that,  coupled  with  his 
truly  dreadful  calling,  and  the  melan- 
chorjr  enterprise  which  he  at  present 
conaucted,  really  revolted  me.  How 
doleful,  how  odious,  would  be  the  jocu- 
larity of  Jack  Ketch!  And  again,  when 
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'the  doctor,  who  was  a  well-bred  man, 
saw  the  sickening  agitation  of  his  two 
companions,  there  was  an  artificial 
adaptation  of  his  manner,  in  the  tones 
of  ms  voice^  and  the  expression  of  his 
features,  that  offended  me,  because 
one  felt  it  to  be  assumed,  in  consider- 
ation of  our  weakness !  He  was,  how- 
ever, in  his  way,  a  celebrated  and  suc- 
cessful man,  and,  I  believe,  deserved 
to  be  so. 

In  due  time  we  reached  the  park 

gates,  and  Dr  Y ,  Mr  Courthrope, 

and  I,  there  alighted,  directing  the  car- 
riage to  follow  us  at  a  leisurely  pace 
to  uie  hall  door.  I  rang  the  bell ;  and, 
after  waiting  nearly  a  minute  or  two, 
an  elderly  woman  answered  our  sum- 
mons. 

"  Can  we  see  Sir  Henry  Harleigh?" 
inquired  Mr  Courthrope. 

"No,  sir,"  was  the  prompt  reply. 

"  And  why  not  ?  My  good  woman, 
we  mtut  see  Sir  Henry  immediately, 
on  business  of  the  highest  importance." 

"Indeed I  Then  you  should  have 
come  a  little  earlier ! " 

"Come  a  little  earlier?"  said  I; 
*'  what  do  you  mean  ?  Sir  Henry  him- 
self appointed  this  evening." 

"Then  it's  clear  he  must  have 
changed  his  mind ;  for  he  and  my 
lady  both  set  off  in  a  post-chaise  and 
four  some  two  hours  ago,  howsomever, 
and  I  don't  know  where,  either ;  per- 
haps you  had  better  go  after  him !  * 

We  stood  looking  at  one  another  in 
amazement. 

"  In  what  direction  did  he  go?  "  I 
inquired. 

"  Down  the  road,  sir.  He  desired 
me  to  tell  any  one  that  might  call  that 
he  was  gone  off  to  Wales. 

I  sighed  with  vexation  and  alarm ; 
Mr  Courthrope  looked  pale  with  ap- 
prehension ;  while  Dr  Y ,  with  his 

eyes  half  closed,  stood  looking  with  a 
smiling  inquisitiveness  at  the  confi- 
dent woman  that  was  addressing  us. 
A  pretty  stand-still  were  we  arrived 
at !    "Wliat  was  now  to  be  done? 

"  Here ! "  said  Dr  Y in  an  under 

tone,  beckoning  us  to  follow  him  to  a 
little  distance  from  the  door.  We 
did  so.  t 

"  Poh,  poh !  "  he  whispered,  taking 


our  arms  into  his — "The  woman  is 
trifling  with  us.  Sir  Henry  is  at  this 
moment  in  the  Hall — ^ay,  as  surely  as 
we  are  now  here  ! " 

"Indeed!  How  can  you  possi- 
bly"   '^ 

"  Ah,  he  must  be  very  clever,  either 
sane  or  insane,  that  can  deceive  me 
in  these  matters !  'Tis  all  a  trick  of 
Sir  Henry's — 111  lay  my  life  on't. 
The  woman  did  not  tell  her  tale  natur- 
ally enough.  Come,  well  search  the 
Hall,  however,  before  we  go  back 
again  on  a  fool's  errand !  Come,  my 
good  woman,"  said  he,  as  we  reas- 
cended  the  steps,  "  you  have  not  told 
us  the  truth.  We  happen  to  know 
that  the  bai'onet  and  his  lady  are  at 
this  moment  above  stairs,  for  we  saw 
him  just  now  at  the  comer  of  the 
window." 

This  cool  invention  confounded  the 
woman,  and  she  began  to  hesitate. 
"Come," pursued  our  spokesman,  "you 
had  better  be  candid;  for  toe  will  be  so 
— and  tell  you  we  are  determined  to 
search  this  Hall  from  one  end  to  the 
other,  from  top  to  bottom — ^but  we 
will  find  him  we  come  to  seek ;  it  may 
be  all  the  better  for  those  who'll  save 
us  time  and  trouble,"  he  added  signi- 
ficantly. 

"  Oh,  lord !  **  replied  the  woman, 
with  an  air  of  vexation,  "you  must  do 
as  you  please,  gentlemen — ^I've  given 
you  -my  answer,  and  youll  take  the 
conseouences." 

With  this  she  left  us.  After  a  short 
consultation,  Mr  Courthrope  volun- 
teered to  go  through  the  principal 
rooms  alone.  In  about  ten  minutes' 
time  he  returned,  not  having  seen 
anything  of  the  fugitives,  except  a 
letter  lying  on  the  library  table,  in  the 
baronet's  frank,  ihe  ink  of  which  tuas 
scarcdy  dry.  This  satisfied  us  of  the 
falsehood  of  the  woman's  story.  It 
proved  only,  however,  a  blank  enve- 
lope. We  determined  together  to  com- 
mence a  strict  search  over  the  whole 
Hall.  Every  room,  however,  we  ex- 
plored in  vain,  and  began  to  despair 
of  success.  The  back  drawing-room 
we  examined  again,  hoping  to  find 
some  note  or  letter  that  might  give 
us  a  clue  to  the  baronet's  retreat.    It 
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commanded  a  fine  view  of  the  grounds ; 
and  after  standing  for  some  moments 
at  the  window,  narrowly  scrutinising 
every  shrub  or  tree  that  we  could 
fancy  Sir  Henry  lurking  either  in  or 
near,  we  turned  together  in  council 
once  more.  Where  could  he  be? 
Had  he  really  left  the  place?  We 
cast  our  eyes  on  the  mantelpiece  and 
table,  on  which  were  scattered  rari- 
ous  papers,  notes,  cards,  &c.,  and  one 
or  two  Tolumes,  with  the  baronet's 
manuscript  notes  in  the  mar^n — ^and 
sighed.  This,  Mr  Courthrope  mformed 
us,  was  Sir  Henry's  favourite  room, 
because  of  the  prospect  it  commanded. 
We  could,  however,  see  nothing  to 
cast  a  rav  of  information  upon  the 
subject  of  our  inquiries.  We  deter- 
mined, then,  to  commence  a  rigorous 
search  of  the  outer  premises,  but  were 
delayed  for  a  time  by  the  violence  of 
the  storm.  The  afternoon  had  been 
very  gloomjr,  and  at  length  the  rain 
came  down  in  torrents.  The  thunder 
rattled  directly  overhead,  in  fearful 
proximity,  followed  in  a  second  or 
two  by  lightning  of  terrible  vividness. 
Peal  upon  peal,  flash  after  flash,  amid 
the  continued  hissing  of  the  hail  and 
heavy  rain,  followed  one  another  with 
scarce  a  minute's  intermission.  No- 
thing attracted  the  eye  without,  but  the 
drenched  gloomy  grounds,  find  the 
angry  lightning-laden  sky:  a  pros- 
pect this,  which,  coupled  with  thoughts 
of  the  melancholy  errand  on  which  we 
were  engaged,  completely  depressed 
our  spirits — at  least  1  can  answer  for 
my  own. 

"Gloomy  enough  work  this,  both 
within  and  without !  '*  exclaimed  Dr 

Y .     "If  Sir  Henry  is  travelling, 

Ue  will  be  cooled  a  little,  I  imagine. 

"  What  can  he  have  done  with  Lady 
Anne?    I  tremble  for  her  safety  I 
exclaimed  Mr  Courthrope. 

"  Oh,  you  may  depend  she's  safely 
stowed  somewhere  or  other!  These 
madmen  are  crafty  beyond  "  —  said 
Dr  Y i  when  the  doors  of  an  old- 
fashioned  oaken  cabinet,  which  we  had 
examined,  but  imagined  locked,  were 
suddenly  thrown  wide  open,  and  forth 
stepped  the  baronet,  in  travelling  cos- 
tume, with  a  composed  haughty  air. 


"  Grentlemen,"  said  he  calmly,  **are 
you  aware  of  the  consequences  of  what 
you  are  doing?  Do  you  know  that  I 
am  Sir  Henry  Harleigh,  and  that  this 
happens  to  be  my  house?  By  what 
warrant — at  whose  command— ndo  you 
thus  presume  to  intrude  upon  my  pri> 
vacy?" 

He  paused,  his  hand  continuing  ex- 
tended towards  us  with  a  command- 
ing air.  His  attitude  and  bearings 
were  most  striking.  The  suddenness 
of  his  appearance  completely  astounded 
Mr  Courthrope  and  myself,  but  not  so 

Dr  Y ,  the  experienced  Dr  Y ! 

who,  with  a  confident  bow  and  smile, 
stepped  forward  to  meet  Sir  Henry 
almost  at  the  moment  of  his  extraor- 
dinary etdr^y  just  as  if  he  had  been 
awaiting  it.  Never,  in  my  life,  did  I 
witness  such  a  specimen  of  consum- 
mate self-possession. 

"  Sir  Henry,  you  have  relieved  us," 

said  Dr  Y ,  with  animation,  "from 

infinite  embarrassment;  we  have  been 
searching  for  you  in  every  comer  of 
the  house ! " 

"You  have  been— «earcAi»i^ — for 
me,  sir!  Your  name  ?  "  exclaimed  the 
baronet,  with  mingled  hauteur  and 
astonishment,  steppmg  back  a  pace  or 
two,  and  drawing  himself  up  to  his 
full  height. 

^^  l^ay^  Sir  Henry,  relieve  us,  by 
saying  where  her  ladyship  is  to  lie 
found ! "  pursued  the  imperturbable 

Dr  Y .    I  could  scarce  tell  why, 

but  I/6&  that  the  doctor  had  mastered 
the  madman — ^as  if  by  magic.  The 
poor  baronet's  unsteady  eye  wandered 

from  Dr  Y to  me,  and  from  me  to 

Mr  Courthrope. 

"  Once  more,  sir,  I  beg  the  favour  of 
your  name  ? "  he  repeated,  not,  how- 
ever, with  his  former  firmness. 

"Dr  Y ,"  replied  that  gentle- 
man promptly,  bowme  low. 

The  baronet  started.     "DrY ^ 

of  ?"  he  whispered,  after  a 

pause,  in  a  low  thrilling  tone. 

"  Precisely — the  same,  at  your  ser- 
vice, Sir  Henry,"  replied  the  doctor, 
a^ain  bowing.  Sir  Henry's  features 
whitened  sensibly.  He  turned  aside, 
as  if  he  could  not  bear  to  look  upon 
Dr  Y ^  and  sunk  into  a  chair  be- 
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side  him,  xnimnuring,  "Then  I  am 
ruined ! " 

"  Do  not,  Sir  Henry,  distress  your- 
self! "  said  Dr  Y mildly,  approach- 
ing him — ^but  he  was  motioned  ofif  with 
an  air  of  disgust.  Sir  Henry's  averted 
countenance  was  full  of  horror.  We 
stood  perfectly  silent  and  motionless, 
in  obedience  to  the  hushing  signals  of 
Dr  Y . 

"  George,"  said  Sir  Henry,  address- 
ing Mr  Courthrope  in  a  faltering  tone, 
"  You  are  not  my  enemy  " 

"  Dear,  dear  Henry! "  exclaimed  Mr 
Courthrope,  running  towards  him,  and 
grasping  his  hand,  while  the  tears 
nearly  overflowed. 

"Go  and  bring  Lady  Anne  hither!" 
said  the  baronet,  his  face  still  averted; 
"you  will  find  her  in  the  summer- 
house  awaiting  my  return." 

Mr  Courthrope,  after  an  affirmative 
nod  from  Dr  i and  myself,  hur- 
ried off  on  his  errand,  and  in  a  few 
moments  returned,  accompanied — or 
rather  preceded  by  Lady  Anne,  who, 
in  a  travelling-dress,  flew  up  the  grand 
staircase,  burst  open  the  doors,  and 
rushed  into  the  room  almost  shriek- 
ing, "Where  —  where  is  he?  Dear, 
dear  Henry!  my  husband!  What 
have  they  done  to  you?  Whither  are 
they  going  to  take  you  ?  Oh,  wretch ! " 
she  groaned,  turning  towaids  me  her 

Sale,  beautiful  countenance,  full  of 
esperatiou,  "  is  all  this  your  doing? 
— ^Lote!  love!"  addressing  her  hus- 
band— who  never  once  moved  from 
the  posture  in  which  he  had  first 
placed  himself  in  the  chair,  "I  am 
your  wife  I  Your  own  Anne  I "  and 
she  flung  her  arms  round  his  neck, 
kissing  him  with  frantic  vehemence. 
"  I  thought  we  should  have  a  scene ! " 

whispered  Dr  Y in  my  ear ;  "  'twas 

very  wrong  in  me  to  permit  her  com- 
ing !  Pray  be  calm,  my  lady,"  said  he, 
"  do,  for  God's  sake— for  pity's  sake — 
be  calm,"  he  continued,  anparently 
unnoticed  by  Sir  Henry,  wnose  eyes 
were  fixed  on  the  floor,  as  if  he  were 
in  profound  meditation.  "You  will 
only  aggravate  his  sufferings ! " 

"Oh  yes,  yes!"  she  gasped,  "I'll 
be  calm  ! — I  am  so !— There ! — I  am 
very  calm  now ! "  and  she  strained  her 


grasp  of  Sir  Henry  with  convulsive 
violence — he  all  the  while  passive  in 
her  arms  as  a  statue  1  Dr  Y- look- 
ed embarrassed.  "  This  will  never  do 
— we  shall  have  Sir  Henry  becoming 
unmanageable,"  he  whispered. 

"  Can  I  say  a  single  word  to  your 
ladyship,  alone?"  he  inquired  softly. 

"  No — no— no — ! "  she  replied,  with 
mournful  vehemence,  through  her 
closed  teeth — "  you  shall  never  part 
me  from  my  husband!  Shall  they, 
love!  dearest?"  and  losing  her  em- 
brace for  a  moment,  she  looked  him  in 
the  face  with  an  expression  of  agonis- 
ing tenderness,  and  suddenly  reclasped 
her  arms  around  him  with  the  energy 
of  despair. 

"  Speak  to  her  ladyship — calm  her 
— you  alone  have  the  power,"  said  Dr 

Y ,  addressing  Sir  Henry,  with  the 

air  of  a  man  who  expects  to  be—who 
knows  that  he  will  be  obeyed.  His 
voice  seemed  to  recall  the  baronet  from 
a  reverie,  or  rather  rouse  him  from  a 
state  of  stupor,  and  he  tenderly  folded 
his  lady  in  his  arms,  saying  fon<Uy, 
"  Hush,  hush,  dearest !  I  will  protect 
you!" 

"  There !  there !  did  you  hear  him  ? 
Were  these  the  words  of— of— a — ^mad- 
man? '*  almost  shrieked  Lady  Anne. 

"  Hush,  Anne  !  my  lovd !  my  dear- 
est, sweetest  Anne!  They  say  we 
must  part !  "  exclaimed  the  wretched 
husband,  in  tones  of  thrilling  pathos, 
wiping  away  the  tears  that  Siowered 
from  his  poor  wife's  eyes — "but  'tis 
only  for  a  while  " 

"  They  never  shall !  they  neves 
shall!  I  won't — I  won't — won't,"  she 
sobbed  hysterically.  He  folded  her 
closer  in  his  arms,  and  looking  solemn- 
ly upwards,  repeated  the  words — 

Angela— ever  bright  and  fair- 
Take— oh  take  her  to  your  core ! 

He  then  burst  into  a  loud  laugh,  re- 
laxed his  hold,  and  his  wretched  wife 
fell,  swooning,  into  the  arms  of  Mr 
Courthrope,  who  instantly  carried  her 
from  the  room. 

"  Now,  Sir  Henry — not  a  moment  is 
to  be  lost,"  said  Dr  Y .  "  Our  car- 
riage is  at  the  door — ^you  must  step 
into  it,  and  accompany  us  to  town. 
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Her  ladyship  will  follow  soon  after,  in 
your  own  carriage." 

He  rose  and  buttoned  his  snrtout. 

"  What,"  Baid  he  eagerly,  *<  hat  bii 
Majesty  reaSiy  sent  for  me,  and  in  a 
friendly  spirit?  Bat,"  addressing  me 
with  a  mysterious  air,  '*  youVe  not  be- 
trayed me,  have  you?  " 

"Never — and  never  can  I,  dear  Sir 
Henry,"  I  replied  with  energy. 

"Ijien  I  at  once  attend  yon,  Dr 

Y .    Royalty  must  not  be  trifled 

with.    I  supposeyou  have  the  sig^- 

manual?"    Dr  Y- nodded;  and 

without  a  further  inquiry  after  Lady 
Anne,  Sir  Henry  accompanied  us  down 
stairs,  took  his  hat  ana  walking-stick 
from  the  hall  stand,  drew  on  his  gloves, 

and,  followed  by  Dr  Y y  stepped 

into  the  carriage,  which  set  off  at  a 
rapid  rate,  and  was  soon  out  of  sight. 
I  hastened,  with  a  heavy  heart,  to  the 
chamber  whither  Lady  Anne  had  been 
conducted.  Why  should  I  attempt  to 
dilate  upon  the  sufferings  I  there  wit- 
nessed—to exhibit  my  wretched  pa- 
tient writhinpj  on  the  rack  of  torture? 
Sweet,  suffering  lady !  Your  sorrows 
*are  recorded  above !  Fain  would  I 
draw  a  curtain  between  your  intense 
agonies  and  the  cold  scrutiny  of  the 
unsympathising  world ! 

Prom  Lady  Anne's  maid  I  gathered 
a  dreadful  corroboration  of  the  intelli- 
gence I  had  obtained  in  the  morning. 
True  I  found  it  to  be,  that  every  do- 
mestic, except  herself  and  the  cook,  had 
been  dismissed  by  the  despotic  bar- 
onet— the  former  retaining  her  place 
solely  through  the  peremptoriness  of 
his  lady,  the  latter  from  necessity. 
Why  did  not  the  disbanded  servants 
spread  the  alarm  ? — was  explained  by 
the  consummate  cunning  with  which 
Sir  Henrv,  to  the  last,  concealed  his 
more  violent  extravagances,  and  the 
address  with  which  he  fixed  upon  Lady 
Anne  the  imputation  of  insanity,  alleg- 
ing frequently  as  the  cause  of  dismiss- 
ing his  servants,  his  anxietj  to  prevent 
their  witnessing  the  humihation  of  his 
ladv.  More  effectually  to  secure  him- 
self impunity,  he  had  supplied  them 
liberally  witn  money,  and  sent  them 
into  Wales !  On  one  occasion  he  had 
detected  Sims — the  maid — ^in  the  act 


of  running  from  the  Hall,  with  the  de- 
termination, at  all  hazards,  pf  disclos- 
ing the  fearful  thraldom  in  which  they 
were  kept  b^  the  madman;  but  he 
seemed  apprised  of  her  movements — 
she  fanciea  even  of  her  intentions— as 
if  by  magic: — met  her  at  the  Hall 
gates,  and  thueatened  to  shoot  her,  un- 
foss  she  instantly  returned,  and  on  her 
knees  took  an  oath  of  secresy  for  the 
future.  He  would  not  allow  a  stran- 
ger or  visitor  of  any  description,  under 
any  pretence,  to  enter  the  precincts  of 
the  Hall,  or  any  member  of  his  family, 
except  as  above  mentioned,  to  quit 
them.  He  had  prayers  three  times 
a-day,  and  walked  in  procession  every 
day  at  noon  round  the  nouse — ^himself, 
his  lady,  her  maid,  and  the  cook ;  with 
many  other  freaks  of  a  similar  nature. 
He  got  up  at  ni^ht  and  paraded  with 
firearms  about  his  rounds !  I  under- 
stood that  these  palpable  evidences  of 
insanity  had  made  their  appearance 
onl^  for  a  few  days  before  tne  one  on 
which  I  had  been  summoned.  Sir 
Henry,  I  found,  had  always  been  looked 
upon  as  an  eccentric  man ;  and  he  had 
tact  enough  to  procure  his  unfortunate 
Lady  the  sympathy  of  his  household, 
on  the  score  of  imliecility.  After  giv- 
ing the  maid  such  general  directions 
as  suggested  themselves,  to  procure  an 
immediate  supply  of  attendants,  and 
to  have  the  neighbouring  apothecary 
called  in  on  the  slightest  emergency 
— and  enjoining  her  to  devote  herself 
entirely  to  her  unhappy  lady — ^I  re- 
turned to  her  chamber.  The  slight 
noise  I  made  in  openin?  and  shuttmg 
the  door,  startlea  her  ladyship  from 
the  brief  doze  into  which  she  haa  fallen 
a  few  minutes  before  I  quitted  her  bed- 
side. She  continued  in  a  state  of  la- 
mentable exhaustion ;  and  finding  the 
soothing  draught  J  had  ordered  for  her 
was  beginning  to  exhibit  its  drowsy 
agency,  I  resigned  my  patient  into  the 
hands  of  the  apothecary  whom  I  had 
sent  for,  and  hastened  up  to  town  by 
one  of  the  London  coaches,  which  hap- 
pened to  overtake  me. 

Late  in  the  evening  Mr  Courthrope 
called  at  my  house,  and  informed  me 
that  they  had  a  dreadful  journey  up  to 
town.    I^or  the  first  mile  or  two  the 
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b^onet,  he  said,  appeared  absorbed  in 
thought.  He  soon,  nowever,  began  to 
grow  restless — then  violent — and  ul- 
timately almost  unmanageable.  He 
broke  one  of  the  carriage  windows  to 
atoms,  and  almost  strangled  one  of  the 
keepers,  whom  it  was  found  necessary 
to  summon  to  their  assistance,  ^y  sud- 
denly thrusting  his  hand  into  his  neck- 
erchief, He  insisted  on  the  horses* 
heads  being  tamed  towards  the  Hall ; 
and  finding  they  paid  no  attention  to 
his  wishes,  began  to  utter  tiiemost  la- 
mentable cries — ^which  attracted  many 
persons  to  the  carriage.  On  reaching 
somerfield  House,  the  private  estate 

lishment  of  Dr  Y ,  whither  it  was 

thought  advisable,  in  the  first  instance, 
to  convey  the  baronet,  till  other  ar- 
rancpments  could  be  made — he  became 
suddenly  quiet.  He  trembled  violently 
-*-hi6  face  became  pale  as  ashes,  and 
he  offered  no  opposition  to  his  being 
led  at  once  fi-om  the  carriage  into  the 
house.  He  imagined  it  was  the  Tower. 
He  sat  in  silent  moodiness  for  a  length 
of  time,  and  then  requested  the  atten- 
dance of  a  chaplain  and  a  solicitor.  In 
a  private  interview  with  the  former, 
he  fell  down  upon  his  knees,  confessing 
that  he  had  several  times  attempted 
the  life  of  Lady  Anne,  though  he  de- 
clared with  solemn  asseverations  that 
he  was  innocent  of  trecuon  in  an]^  shape. 
He  owned,  with  a  contrite  air,  that 

i'ustice  had  at  length  overtaken  him  in 
lis  evil  career.  He  imagined,  it  seemed, 
as  far  as  tboy  could  gather  from  his 
exclamations,  that  he  had  that  morning 
murdered  his  ladv !  On  Mr  Courthrope 
taking  leave  of  him  for  the  evening, 
he  wrung  his  hands,  with  the  bitter- 
ness of  a  condemned  criminal  who  is 
parting  with  his  Mends  for  ever,  and 
m  smothered  accents  warned  him  to 
resist  the  indulgence  of  unbridled  pas- 
sions ! 

Well,  a  singular — a  woefal  day's  work 
had  I  gone  through;  and  I  thanked 
God  that— putting  out  of  the  question 
all  other  considerations — I  had  not 
sufferedpersonal  injury  from  the  mad- 
man. How  horrid  was  my  suspense, 
at  several  periods  of  the  aay,  lest  he 
should  suddenly  produce  firearms,  and 
destroy   either   nimself  or  his   per- 


secutors !  Alas,  how  soon  might  I 
expect  the  distressing  secret  to  make 
its  appearance  in  the  daily  newspapers, 
to  become  the  subject  of  curiosity  and 
heartless  speculation  !  I  resigned  my- 
self to  rest  that  night,  full  of  melan- 
choly apprehensions  for  Lady  Anne,  as 
well  as  the  baronet ;  and  my  last  fer- 
vent thoughts  were  of  thankfulness  to 
God  for  the  preservation  of  my  own 
reason  hitherto,  under  all  the  troi^les, 
anxieties,  andexcitements.I  hadpassed 
through  in  life ! 

I  determined,  on  rising  in  the  morn- 
ing, to  make  such  arrangements  as 
would  leave  me  at  liberty  to  pay  an 
early  visit  to  Lady  Anne;  and  was  on 
the  point  of  stepping  into  my  chariot, 
to  hurry  through  my  morning  round, 
when  a  carriage  rolled  rapidly  to  the 
door,  and  in  a  few  seconds  I  observed 
her  maid  handing  out  Lady  Anne  Har- 
leigh.  Deeply  veiled  as  she  was,  and 
muified  in  an  ample  shawl,  I  saw  at 
once  the  fearful  traces  of  her  yesterday 's 
agony  and  exhaustion  in  her  counte- 
nance and  feeble  tottering  gait.  She 
almost  swooned  with  the  enort  of  reach- 
ing the  parlour.  I  soon  learned  her 
object  in  hurrying  thus  to  town  ;  it 
was  to  carry  into  effect  an  unalterable 
determination — ^poor  lady  ! — ^to  attend 
personally  on  Sir  Henry — even  in  the 
character  of  his  menial  servant.  It 
was  perfectly  useless  for  me  to  expos- 
tulate— ^she  listened  with  impatience, 
and  even  replied  with  asperity. 

"  For  mercy's  sake,  doctor,  why  do 
you  persist  in  talking  thus?  Do  you 
wish  to  see  me  share  the  fate  of  my 
unhappy  husband  ?  You  choke  me — 
you  suffocate  me ! — I  cannot  breathe  I " 
she  gasped. 

"  Dearest  Lady  Anne ! "  said  I,  tak- 
ing in  mine  her  cold  white  hand — 
"  try  to  overcome  your  feelings !  My 
heart  aches  for  you,  indeed ;  but  a  so- 
lemn sense  of  duty  forbids  me  to  yield 
to  you  in  this  matter.  You  might 
gratify  your  excited  feelings  for  the 
moment,  by  seeing  Sir  Henry ;  but  I 
take  God  to  witness  the  truth  with 
which  I  assure  you,  that  in  my  belief, 
such  a  step  would  destroy  the  only 
chance  left  for  his  recovery.  The  con- 
stant presence  of  your  ladyship  would 
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have  the  effect  of  inflaming  Still  more 
his  disordered,  his  excited  feelings, 
till  his  malady  would  defy  aU  control 
—and  Heaven  only  knows  what  would 
be  the  consequences,  as  well  to  him 
as  to  yourself."  I  paused;  she  did 
,not  reply. 

"  I  thank  God  that  he  enables  your 
ladyship  to  listen  to  reason  in  these  try- 
ing circumstances.  Rely  upon  it.  Pro- 
vidence will  strengthen  you,  and  you 
will  prove  equal  to  this  emergencv!" 

"  Oh,  doctor,**  she  murmured,  clasp- 
ing her  hands  over  her  face,  "  you  can- 
not sympathise  with  me ;  you  cannot 
feel  how  wretched — how  desolate  I  am ! 
What  will  become  of  me  ?  Whither  shall 
I  go  to  forget  myself?  Oh,  my  child — 
my  child — my  child!"  she  groaned, 
and  fell  back  senseless.  It  was  long  be- 
fore our  attentions  succeeded  in  restor- 
ing her  to  consciousness.  What  an  ob- 
ject she  lay  in  my  wife's  arms !  Her 
beautiful  features  were  cold  and  white 
as  those  of  a  marble  bust ;  the  dew  of 
agony  was  on  her  brow;  her  hair  was 
all  dishevelled ;  and  thus,  prostrate  and 
heart-broken,  she  looked  one  on  whom 
misfortune  had  dealther  heaviest  blow! 
As  soon  as  she  was  sufficiently  recover- 
ed, she  yielded  to  my  wife's  entreaties, 
and  suffered  herself  to  be  conducted  up 
to  bed,  and  promised  there  to  await  my 
return,  when  I  would  bring  her  tidings 
of  Sir  Henry.  In  two  or  three  hours' 
time,  I  was  able  to  call  at  Somerfield 

House.    I  found  from  Dr  Y ,  who 

told  me  that  such  cases  were  always 
fluctuating,  that  Sir  Henry's  demean- 
our had  undergone  a  sudden  change. 
He  had,  from  great  violence  and  bois- 
terousness,  sunk  into  contemplative 
calmness  and  melancholy.  On  enter- 
ing his  chamber — ^where  there  was 
every  comfort  and  elegance  suited  to 
his  station — I  found  him  seated  at  a 
desk  writing.  He  received  me  cour- 
teously ;  and  but  for  that  strange  wild- 
ness  of  the  eye,  of  which  no  madman 
can  divest  himself,  there  was  no  ap- 
pearance of  the  awful  change  which 
had  come  over  him. 

"You  may  retire,  sir,  for  the  pre- 
sent," said  the  baronet  to  his  keeper, 
who,  looking  significantly  at  me,  bowed 
and  withdrew. 


"  Well,  Sir  Henry,"  said  I,  drawing 
my  chair  to  the  table  at  which  he  was 
sitting—"  I  hope  your  present  resi- 
dence is  made  as  comfortable  as  cir- 
cumstances " 

"  I  neither  deserve  nor  desire  any- 
thing agreeable,"  he  replied  gloomily* 
"  I  know — ^I  feel  it  all ;  1  am  conscious 
of  my  deep  degradation ;  but  of  the 
particular  offence  for  which  I  am  ar- 
rested, I  solemnly  declare  that  I  am 
innocent.  However,"  he  concluded 
abruptly,  "I  must  not  be  diverted  from 
what  I  am  doing,"  and  inclining  po- 
litely towards  me,  he  resumed  his 
pen.  I  sat  watching  him  in  silence  for 
some  minutes.  He  seemed  to  be  uncon- 
scious of  my  presence,  completely  ab- 
sorbed with  what  he  was  doing.  I 
was  turning  about  in  my  mind  how  I 
could  best  introduce  the  topic  I  wish- 
ed, when  he  suddenly  askea  me,  with- 
out removing  his  eyes  from  the  paper, 
how  I  had  left  Lady  Anne. 

"  I  ara  glad  you  ask  after  her,  Sir 
Henry — ^for  she  is  afraid  you  are  of- 
fended with  her.'* 

"Not  at  all — ^not  the  least!  It  is 
surely  /who  am  the  offender,"  he  re- 
plied with  a  sigh. 

"Indeed!  her  ladyship  does  not 
think  so,  however !  £5he  is  in  town,  at 
my  house  ;  will  you  permit  me  to  bring 
her  here?" 

"  Why,  why,  do  the  regulations  of 
this  place  admit  of  females  coming?'* 
he  asked,  with  a  puzzled  air,  proceed- 
ing to  ask  in  a  breath,  "  has  anything 
further  transpired  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  I  replied,  not  knowing 
to  what  he  alluded. 

"WiU  she  be  calm?" 

"Why  otherwise.  Sir  Henry?" 

"  Or  object  to  your  being  present  all 
the  while?" 

"  No ;  I  am  sure  she  will  not." 

"  Mind— I  cannot  bear  her  to  bring 
any  bells  with  her!" 

"  Rely  upon  it,  Sir  Henry,  you  shall 
not  be  annoyed." 

"Well,  then,  I  beg  you  will  leave 
me  for  the  present,  that  I  may  prepare 
for  the  interview.  Had  we  not  better 
a  short-hand  writer  to  attend? 


You  Know  she  might  say  something 
of  moment.'* 
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"  We  will  see  that  everything  is 
arranged.  In  two  hottrs*  time,  Sir 
Henry,  then,  you  will  he  prepared?" 
He  howed,  resumed  his  pen,  and  I 
withdrew.  There  seemed  little  to  be 
apprehended  from  the  interview,  pro- 
viaed  he  retained  his  present  humour, 
and  Lady  Anne  could  overcome  her 
agitation,  and  control  her  feelings. 

On  returning  home,  I  found  her 
ladyship  had  risen,  and  was  sitting 
with  my  wife,  in  tears — ^but  more  com- 
posed tnan  I  had  left  her.  I  told  her 
how  calm  and  contented  Sir  Henry 
appeared — and  the  satisfaction  with 
which  he  received  the  proposal  of  her 
visit :  she  clasped  her  hands  together, 
and  assured  me,  with  a  faint  hysteric 
laugh,  how  very  happy  she  was !  Pre- 
sently she  began  to  convince  me  that 
I  need  be  under  no  apprehension  for 
her — and  repeated  her  conviction  that 
she  should  preserve  a  perfect  compo- 
sure in  Sir  Henry's  presence,  over  and 
over  again,  with  such  increasing  vehe- 
mence, as  ended  in  a  violent  fit  of  hys- 
terics. My  heart  heavily  misgave  me 
for  the  event  of  the  interview — ^how- 
ever, there  was  now  nothing  for  it  but 
to  tiy  the  experiment. 

About  six  o'clock,  her  ladyship,  to- 
gether with  her  sister,  Lady  Julia ^ 

who  had  been  hastily  summoned  from 
the  country,  and  Mr  Courthrope,  drove 
with  me  to  Somerfield  House.  They 
were  all  shown  into  the  drawing-room, 

where  Dr  Y and  I  left  them,  that 

we  might  prepare  his  patient  for  the 

visit.    Dr  i saw  no  objection  to 

the  whole  party  being  admitted ;  so, 
in  a  moment's  tune,  we  introduced  the 
wretched  couple  to  one  another. 

"  Ah;  Henry  I"  exclaimedLady  Anne, 
the  moment  she  saw  him,  rushing 
into  his  arms — where  she  lay  for  a 
while  silent  and  motionless.  I  sus- 
pected she  had  fainted. 

"  Julia,  is  that  you  ?  How  are  you  ?  " 
inquired  the  baronet,  with  an  easy  air, 
still  holding  his  wife  in  his  arms.  She 
Bobbed  violently .  "Hush,  Anne,  hush  I'* 
— ^he  whispered.  "  You  must  be  calm ; 
they  allow  no  noise  here  of  any  kind. 
They  will  order  you  to  leave  the  room! 
—Besides-— you  disturb  iTie— so  that  I 
shall  never  oe  able  to  get  through  the 


interview!"  All  this  was  said  with 
the  coolest  composure ;  as  if  he  were 
quite  unconscious  of  being  the  object 
of  his  wife's  agonising  attentions.  Her 
sobs,  however,  became  louder  and 
louder.  "  Silence,  Anne! "  said  the  bar- 
onet sternly;  "this  is  foolish!"  Her 
arms  instantly  fell  from  around  him, 
for  she  had  swooned — and  I  bore  her 
from  the  room — ^begging  the  others  to 
continue  till  my  return.  I  soon  re- 
stored ray  suffering  patient  by  a  potent 
draught  of  sal-volatile  and  water — and 
enabled  her  once  more  to  return  to  her 
husband's  presenoe.  We  were  all  seat- 
ed— but  conversation  languished. 

"  It  is  now  my  bitter  duty,"  said  the 
baronet,  with  a  serious  air,  breaking 
the  oppressing  silence,  "to  explain  the 
whole  mystery.  Have  you  firmness, 
Anne,  to  bear  it?"  —  She  nodded — 
-^"  And  in  the  presence  of  so  many 
persons?"  Again  she  nodded — to 
speak  was  impossible. 

"Perhaps  we  had  better  leave?" 
said  I. 

"  No— not  one  of  you,  unless  you 
wish.  The  more  witnesses  of  truth 
the  better,"  replied  the  baronet— pro- 
ceeding with  much  solemnity  of  man- 
ner— "  I  am  not — ^I  never  was — a  dis- 
honourable man ;  yet  I  fear  it  will  be 
difficult  to  persuade  you  to  believe  me, 
when  you  shall  have  heard  all.  The 
dreadral  secret,  however,  must  come 
out;  I  feel  that  my  recent  conduct  re- 
quires explanation — that  disguise  is 
no  longer  practicable,  or  availing. 
The  hand  of  God  has  brought  me  hither, 
and  is  heavy  upon  me — you  see  before 
you  a  wretch  whom  He  has  marked 
with  a  curse  heavier  than  that  of 
Cain!" 

He  paused  for  a  moment,  and  turn- 
ed over  the  leaves  of  his  manuscript, 
as  if  preparing  to  read  from  them. 
We  all  looked  and  listened  with  un- 
feigned astonishment.  There  was 
something  about  his  manner  that  po- 
sitively made  me  begin  to  doubt  the 
fact  of  his  insanity — and  I  was  almost 
prepared  to  hear  him  acknowledge  that, 
for  some  mysterious  purpose  or  another, 
he  had  but  been  feigning  madness. 
Lady  Anne,  pale  and  motionless  as  a 
statue,  sat  near  him,  her  eyes  riveted 
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upon  hiiQ  with  a  dreadful  expression 
of  blended  fondness,  agony,  and  ap- 
prehension. 

"Behold,  then,  in  me,"  continued 
Sir  Henry,  in  a  stem  undertone — 
"  an  Impostor.  The  world  will  soon 
ring  with  the  story ;  friends  will  de- 
spise me ;  the  Hoase  of  Commons  Will 
repudiate  me;  relatives  will  disown 
me ;  my  wife  even" — ^raising  his  *yes 
towards  her — "  will  forsake  me ;  I  am 
no  baronet" — he  paused — he  Was  evi- 
dently striving  to  stifle  ftrone  emo- 
tions —  "I  have  no  right  either  to 
the  title,  which  I  have  disgraced— 
the  fortune,  which  I  have  wantonly 
squandered — the  hand,  which  I  have 
dishonoured."  His  lips,  despite  his 
efforts  at  compression,  quivered,  and 
his  cheeks  turned  ashy  piede.  **  But  I 
take  God  to  witness,  that  at  the  time 
of  my  marriage  with  this  noble  lady," 
pointing  with  a  trembling  hand  to 
Lady  Anne,  "I  knew  not  what  I  know 
now  about  this  matter-^that  another 
was  entitled  to  stand  in  my  place, 
and  enjoy  the  wealth  and  honours — 
what  —  does  it  not,  then,  confound 
you  all?" — ^he  inquired,  finding  that 
we  neither  looked  nor  uttered  surprise 
at  what  he  said — "Nothing  like  agita- 
tion at  the  confession?  Is  it,  then, 
no  newsf  Are  you  all  prepared  for 
it  ?  Has,  then,  my  privacy — my  con- 
fidence— ^been  violated  ?  How  is  this, 
Lady  Anne?"  he  pursued  with  in- 
creasing vehemence — "  Tell  me.  Lady 
Anne,  is  it  you  who  have  done  this  ? 
The  poor  lady  forced  a  faint  smile 
into  her  pallid  features — a  smile  of 
fond  incredulity.     "Ha!  cockatrice! 

away" he  shouted,  springing  from 

his  chair,  and  pacing  about  the  room 
in  violent  agitation.  Lady  Anne, 
with  a  faint  shriek,  was  borne  out  of 
the  room  a  second  time  insensible. 

"  Yes,"  continued  the  baronet,  in  a 
high  tone,  regardless  of  the  presence 
of  his  keeper,  whom  his  violence  had 
hurried  back  into  the  room,  "that  false 
woman  has  betrayed  me  to  disgrace 
and  ruin !  She  has  possessed  herself 
of  my  fatal  secret,  and  turned  it  to 
my  destruction !  But  for  her  it  might 
have  slept  hitherto !  Ha !  this  is  the 
secret  that  has  so  long  lain  rankling 


at  my  heart— blighting  my  reason- 
driving  me  to  crime  —  making  my 
continual  companion — the  deviC—the 
great  fiend  himself  —  and  hell  all 
around  me !  Oh,  I  am  choked  I  I 
am  burnt  up  I      I  cannot  bear  it  I 

What,  Dr  Y ,  have  you  nothing 

to  say  to  me,  now  you  have  secured 
me  in  your  toils?  Are  you  leagued 
with  liady  Anne  ?  L<idy  Anne  ! — 
Lad^t — she  will  preserve  her  title, 
but  it  will  be  attached  to  the  name 
of  a  villain !    Ah !  what  will  become 

of  me !    Speak,  Dr ,"  addressing 

me,  who  had  turned  to  whisper  to  ^£r 
Courthrope,  "  speak  to  me." 

"  While  you  are  raving  thus,  ifc 
would  be  useless,  Sir  Henry" 

"  Sir  Henry !  Do  you  then  dare  to 
mock  me  to  my  face  ?"  He  paused,' 
stopped  full  before  me,  and  seemed 

meditating  to  strike  me.    Dr  Y 

came  beside  me,  and  the  wretched 
madman  instantly  turned  on  his  heel, 
and  walked  to  another  part  of  the' 
room.  Again  he  commenced  walking 
to  and  fro,  his  arms  folded,  and  mut- 
tering;—  "The  Commons,  I  suppose,- 
will  be  impeaching  me — ^ha,  ha,  ha! 
— and  thus  ends  Sir  Henry  Harleigh, 
Baronet,  member  for  the  county  of 

!   Ah,  ha,ha!  WhatwillX , 

and  Y ,  and  Z ,"  naming  well- 
known  individuals  in  the  Lower  House, 
"  what  will  they  say  to  this !  What 
will  my  constituents  say !  They  will 
give  me  a  public  dinner  again !  The 
pride  of  the  county  will  be  there  to 
meet  me ! " 

Mr  Courthrope  caused  Lady  Anne 
and  her  sister,  as  soon  as  the  former 
could  be  removed  with  safety,  to  be 
conveyed  to  his  own  residence,  which 
they  reached,  happily  at  the  same 
time  that  Mrs  Courthrope  —  one  of 
Lady  Anne's  intimate  friends  —  re- 
turned from  the  country,  to  pay  her 
suffering  relative  every  attention  that 
delicacy  and  affection  could  suggest. 
What  now^was  the  situation  of  this 
once  happy  —  this  once  brilliant — 
this  once  envied  couple !  Sir  Henry 
— ^in  a  madhouse ;  Lady  Anne — heart- 
broken, and,  like  Rachael,  "refiising 
to  be  comforted  ! "  All  splendour 
&ded — the  sweets  of  wealth,  rank,- 
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i:^finemeDt,  loathed!  What  a  com- 
*  mentary  on  the  language  of  the  Royal 
Sufferer  in  scrii)ture  —  "And  in  my 
prosperity  I  said,  I  shall  never  be 
moved.  Lord,  by  thy  favour  thou 
hast  made  my  mountain  to  stand 
strong :  thou  mdst  hide  thy  face,  and 
I  was  troubled."  * 

The  ravings  of  Sir  Henry,  on  the 
occasion  last  mentioned,  of  course 
passed  away  from  my  recollection, 
with  many  other  of  his  insane  extra- 
vaganceSj  till  they  were  suddenly  re- 
vived bj  the  following  pai-agraph  in 
a  morning  paper,  which  some  dajs 
afterwards  I  read  breathlessly  and  m- 
credulously : — 

"We  understand  that  the  lamentaUe 
estrangement,  both  from  reason  and 
society,  of  a  once  popular  and  ac- 
complished baronet,  is  at  length  dis- 
covered to  be  connected  with  some 
extraordinary  disclosures  made  to  him 
some  time  ago  concerning  the  tenure 
by  which  he  at  present  enioys  all 
his  large  estates,  and  the  title,  as  it 
is  contended,  wrongfully.  The  new 
claimant,  who,  it  is  said,  has  not  been 
long  in  this  country,  and  is  in  com- 
paratively humble  circumstances,  has 
intrusted  the  prosecution  of  his  rights 
to  an  eminent  solicitor,  who,  it  is 
whispered,  has  at  length  shaped  his 
client's  case  in  a  form  fit  for  the  in- 
vestigation of  a  court  of  law;  and  a 
very  formidable  case,  we  hear,  it  is 
reported  will  be  made  out.  If  it  should 
be  successful,  the  present  unfortunate 
possessor,  in  addition  to  being  stripped 
of  all  he  holds  in  the  world,  will  have 
to  account  for  several  hundred  thou- 
sand pounds  of  rents.  The  exten- 
sive and  distinguished  connexions  of 

Sir ,  have,  we  understand,  been 

thrown  into  the  utmost  consternation, 
and  have  secured,  at  an  enormous  ex- 
pense, the  highest  legal  assistance  in 
the  country. 

Wonder,  pity,  alarm,  perplexity,  by 
turns  assailed  me,  on  reading  this 
extraordinary  annunciation,  which 
squared  with  every  word  uttered  by 
the  baronet  on  the  occasion  I  have 


Psalm, : 


.6,7. 


alluded  to,  and  which  we  had  consid- 
ered the  mere  hallucination  of  a  mad- 
man. Gould,  then,  this  dreadful — 
this  mysterious  paragraph— have  any 
foundation  in  fact  9  Was  it  this  that 
had  shaken,  and  finally  overturned, 
Sir  Henry's  understanding  ?  And  did 
Lady  Anne  know  it?  Good  God, 
what  was  to  become  of  them  ?  Would 
this  forthwith  become  the  topic  of 
conversation  and  discussion,  and  my 
miserable  patients  be  dragged  from 
the  sacred  retreats  of  sorrow  and  suf- 
fering, to  become  the  subjects  of  gene- 
ral inquiiy*  and  speculation  ?  Alas, 
by  how  slight  a  tenure  does  man  hold 
the  highest  advantages  of  life ! 

I  had  proposed  ciuling  at  Mr  Cour- 
tfarope's  that  day,  to  see  Lady  Anne. 
I  should  possibly  have  an  opportunity, 
therefore,  of  ascertaining^  whether  this 
newly-discovered  calamity  constituted 
an  ingredient  of  that  "perilous  stuff" 
whicn  weighed  upon  her  heart. 

What  an  alteration  had  a  fortnight 
worked  on  Lady  Anne  I  In  her  bed- 
chamber, when  I  entered,  were  her 
sister.  Lady  Julia,  Mrs  Courthrope, 
and  her  maid ;  the  latter  of  whom  was 
propping  up  her  mistress  in  bed  with 
pillows.  How  wan  was  her  once  lovely- 
face — ^how  wasted  her  figure !  There 
was  a  tearless  agony  in  her  eye,  a 
sorrowful  resignation  in  her  counte- 
nance, that  spoke  feelingly  the 

Cruel  grief  that  hack'd  away  her  heart, 
Unseen,  unknown  of  others  I, 

"What  intelligence  do  you  bring 
from  Somerfield  to-day  doctor?"  she 
whispered,  after  replying  to  my  in- 
quiries about  her  health. 

"  I  have  not  seen  him  to-day,  but  I 
hear  that  he  continues  calm.  His 
bodily  health  is  unexceptionable." 

"Is  that  a  favourable  sign?"  she 
inquired  faintly,  shaking  her  head,  as 
though  she  knew  to  the  contrary. 

"  It  may  be,  and  it  may  not,  accord- 
ing to  circumstances.  But  how  is  your 
ladyship  to-day  ?  " 

"  Oh,  so  much  better !  I  really  feel 
getting  quite  strong^ — don't  you  think 
so,  Julia?"  said  the  feeble  sufferer. 
Lady  Julia  sighed  in  silence. 

"I  shall  be  able  to  get  about  in  ok 
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few  days,"  continued  Lady  Anne, 
"  and  then — don't  be  so  angpry,  Julia ! 
— once  at  Somerfield — ^I — I  know  I 
shall  revive  again  1  I  know  I  shall  die 
if  you  do  not  give  me  my  way.  Do, 
dear  doctor,"  ner  snowy  attenuated 
fingers  gently  seized  and  compressed 
my  hand, — "  do  persuade  them  to  be 
reasonable !  Tou  can't  think  how  they 
torment  me  about  it !  They  don't  know 

what  my  feelings  are  " She  could 

utter  no  more.  I  endeavoured  to  pa- 
cify her  with  a  general  promise,  that 
if  she  would  keep  herself  from  fretting 
for  a  fortnight,  and  was  then  sufficient- 
ly recovered,  I  would  endeavour  to 
bring  about  what  she  wished. 

"  Poor  Sir  Henry,"  said  I,  after  a 
pause,  addressing  Lad^  Julia,  "  takes 
strange  notions  mto  his  head." 

'*  Indeed  he  does ! "  she  replied  sad- 
ly ;  "  what  new  delusion  has  made  its 
appearance?" 

"  Oh,  nothing  new;  he  adheres  to  the 
belief  that  he  is  not  the  true  baronet ; 
that  he  has  no  title  to  the  fortune 
he  holds ! "  No  one  made  any  reply ; 
and  I  felt  infinitely  chagrined  ana  em- 
barrassed on  account  of  having  allud- 
ed to  it.  I  mentioned  another  subject, 
but  in  vain. 

"Doctor,  youmustknowit  to  be  true, 
that  there  is  another -who  claims  my 
husband's  title  andfortime  I "  whisper- 
ed Lady  Anne,  a  few  minutes  after- 
wards.   I  endeavoured  to  smile  it  off. 

"  Tou  smile,  doctor ;  but  my  poor 
husband  found  it  no  occasion  for  smil- 
ing." She  sobbed  hysterically.  "  And 
what  if  it  is  true,  "she  continued,  "that 
we  are  beggars — ^that  my  child — oh ! 
— ^I  could  bear  it  all  if  my  poor  Henry  " 
^her  lips  continued  moving,  with- 
out uttering  any  sound;  and  it  was 
plain  she  had  fainted.  I  bitterly  re- 
gretted mentioning  the  subject;  but 
we  had  frequently  talked  about  other 
crotchets  of  Sir  Henry's  by  his  lady's 
bedside,  without  calling  forth  any  par- 
ticular emotion  on  her  part.  No  allu- 
sion of  an^  kind  had  been  since  made 
to  the  topics  about  which  Sir  Henry 
raved  on  the  last  occasion  of  Lady 
Anne's  seeing  him,  by  anv  member  of 
the  family ;  and  I  thouffnt  my  men- 
tioningit  would  prove  either  that  Lady 


Anne  was  in  happy  ignorance  of  the 
circumstances,  or  that  they  constitut- 
ed a  chief  source  of  her  wasting  mis- 
ery. The  latter,  alas!  proved  to  be 
the  case !  She  lay  for  some  minutes 
rather  like  a  delicate  waxen  figure  be- 
fore us,  than  actual  flesh  and  blood. 
Never  did  I  see  any  one  fade  so  rapidly; 
but  what  anguish  had  been  hers  for  a 
long  period!  And  this  poor  wasted 
suf^rer  was  relying  upon  being  the 
nurse  of  her  husband  in  a  fortnight's 
time !  Oh,  cruel  delusion !  I  left  her, 
apprehensive  that  instead  of  matters 
assuming  a  more  favourable  aspect,  a 
fortnight  would  see  her  more  than  half- 
way towards  the  grave. 

"Doctor,"  whispered  Lady  Julia  to 
me,  as  I  descended  the  stairs,  "  have 
you  seen  that  frightful  paragraph  in 
this  day's  newspaper?" 

"  I  have,  my  lady,  and  " 

"  So  has  my  poor  sister ! "  inter- 
rupted her  ladysnip.  "  We  generally 
read  over  the  newspapers  before  they 
are  shown  to  her,  as  she  insists  on 
seeing  them ;  but  this  morning  it  un- 
fortunately happened  that  Sims  took 
it  up  to  her  at  once.  Poor  girl !  she 
soon  saw  the  fatal  paragraph,  and  I 
thought  she  would  have  died." 

"  Lideed — indeed,  my  lady,  I  never 
can  forgive  myself,"  said  I,  wringing 
my  hands. 

"Nay,  doctor,  you  are  wrong.  I 
am  glad  you  have  broken  the  ice; 
she  must  be  talked  to  on  the  subject, 
but  we  dared  not  begin." 

"  Pray,  how  long  nas  her  ladyship 
known  of  it  ?  " 

"I  believe  about  six  months  after 
Sir  Henry  became  alarmed  about  it ; 
for,  at  first,  he  disbelieved  it,  and  paid 
no  attention  to  it  whatever.  He  was 
never  aware,  however,  that  she  knew 
the  secret  source  of  his  anxiety  and 
illness ;  and  as  she  saw  him  so  bent 
on  concealing  it  from  her,  she  thought 
_  it  more  prudent  to  acquiesce.  Fancy, 
doctor,  what  my  poor  sister  must  have 
suffered !  She  is  the  noblest  creature 
in  the  world,  and  could  have  borne 
that  which  has  almost  killed  her  hus- 
band, and  quite  destroyed  his  reason. 
People  have  noticed  often  his  strange 
manner:   and  circulated  a  hundred 
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stories  to  the  discredit  of  both,  which 
Anne  has  endured  without  a  murmur, 
often  when  her  heart  was  near  break- 
ing !  Alas !  I  am  afraid  she  will  sink 
at  last ! "  She  hurried  from  me,  over- 
come by  her  emotions,  and  I  drove  ofif, 
not  much  less  oppressed  myself. 

During  the  next  few  weeks,  I  visited, 
almost  daily,  both  Sir  Henry  and  Lady 
Anne.  It  was  a  dreadful  period  for 
the  former,  whose  malady  oroke  out 
into  the  most  violent  paroxysms,  ren- 
dering necessary  restraints  of  a  very 
severe  character.  Who  could  have 
believed  that  he  was  looking  on  the 
once  ffay,  handsome,  accomplished, 
gifted  Daronet,  in  the  howling  maniac, 
whom  I  once  or  twice  shuddered  to 
see  chained  to  a  staple  in  the  wall,  or 
fastened  down  on  an  iron-fixed  chair, 
his  head  close  shaven,  his  eyes  blood- 
shot and  staring,  his  mouth  distorted, 
uttering  the  most  tremendous  impre- 
cations !  I  cannot  describe  the  emo- 
tions that  agitated  me  as  I  passed 
from  this  frightful  figure  to  the  bed- 
side of  the  peaceful,  declining  sufferer, 
his  wife,  buoying  her  up  from  time  to 
time  with  accounts  of  his  improve- 
ment 1  How  I  trembled  as  I  told  the 
falsehood. 

Sir  Henry's  bodily  health,  however, 
presently  improved ;  his  flesh  remain- 
ed firm ;  the  wilder  paroxysms  ceased, 
and  soon  assumed  a  mitigated  form. 
In  his  eye  was  the  expression  of  set- 
tled insanity !    I  confess  I  begui  to 

think,  with  the  experienced  Dr  Y , 

that  there  was  little  reasonable  hope 
of  recovery.  His  case  assumed  a  dif- 
ferent aspect  almost  daily.  Ho  wan- 
dered on  from  delusion  to  delusion, 
each  more  absurd  than  the  other,  ana 
more  tenaciously  retained.  On  one 
occasion,  after  great  boisterousness, 
he  became  suddenhr  calm,  called  for 
twenty  quires  of  molscap,  and  com- 
menced writing  from  morning  to  night, 
without  intermission,  except  for  his 
meals.  This,  however,  remained  with 
him  for  nearly  three  weeks,  and  the 
result  proved  to  be  a  speech  for  the 
House  of  Commons,  vindicating  his 
alleged  ill-treatment  of  Lady  Anne, 
and  his  claims  to  his  title  and  estates ! 


It  must  have  taken  nearly  a  fortnight 
to  deliver!  He  insisted  on  his  keeper, 
a  very  easy-tempered  phlegmatic  fel- 
low, hearing  him  read  the  whole — 
good  occupation  for  a  week — ^when 
the  baronet  tired  in  the  middle  of  his 
task.    He  always  paused  on  my  en- 
trance; and  when  I  once  requested 
him  to  proceed  in  my  presence,  he 
declined,  with  a  great  air  of  offiended 
dignity.     I  several  times  introduced 
the  name  of  Lady  Anne,  curious  to 
see  its  effect  upon  him ;  he  heard  it 
with  indifference,  once  observing,  "that 
he  had  formed  a  plan  about  her  which 
would  not  a  little  astonish  certain 
persons."     I  represented  her  feeble- 
ness— ^her  emaciation.  He  said  coldly 
that  he  was  sorry  for  it,  but  she  had 
brought  it  upon  herself,  quoting  the 
words,  "Thus  even-handed  justice," 
&c.    He  adopted  a  mode  of  dress  that 
was  remarkaoly  ridiculous,  and  often 
provoked  me  to  laughter  in  spite  of 
myself,  and  all  my  melancholy  feel- 
ings concerning  him — a  suit  of  tightly 
fitting  jacket  and  pantaloons,  m&Ae  of 
green  baize,  with  silk  stockings  and 
pumps.    His  figure  was  very  elegant 
and  well  proportioned,  but  in  this  cos- 
tume, and  with  his  hair  cut  close  upon 
his  head,  looked  most  painfully  absurd. 
2%i8  was  Sir  Henry  Harleigh,  Baro- 
net, M.P.  for  the  county  of ,  hus- 
band of  the  beautiful  Lady  Anne , 

master  of  most  accomplishments,  and 
owner  of  a  splendid  fortune  !  Thus 
habited,  I  have  surprised  him,  mounted 
on  a  table  in  the  comer  of  his  room, 
haranguing  his  quiet  keeper,  with  all 
the  vehemence  of  parliamentary  ora- 
tory ;  and  on  my  entrance  he  would 
sneak  down  with  the  silliest  air  of 
schoolboy  sheepishness !  He  became 
very  tractable,  took  his  meals  regu- 
larly, and  walked  about  in  a  secluded 
part  of  the  grounds,  without  being 
mischievous  or  attempting  to  escape. 
And  who  shall  say  that  he  was  not 
even  haqipyf  Barring  a  degradation, 
of  which  only  others  were  sensible, 
what  had  he  to  trouble  him  ?  Where, 
in  this  respect,  lay  the  difference  be- 
tween Sir  Henry,  wandering  from  de- 
lusion to  delusion,  revelling  in  variety, 
2  a 
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and  the  poet,  who  always  liYes  in  a 
world  of  dreams  and  fancies  all  his 
own  ?  Is  it  not  a  most  mercifal  pro- 
vision that  the  sufferer  of  this,  the 
most  awfhl  of  misfortunes,  should  be 
not  only  quite  unconscious  of  it,  but 
even  happy  in  his  delusion ! 

AndLskdyAnne-7-the  beautiful — ^the 
once  lively  Lady  Anne — was  drooping 
daily  1  Alas,  in  what  a  situation  were 
husband  and  wife  1  I  could  not  help 
likening  them  to  a  noble  tree,  wreathed 
with  the  graceful,  the  affectionate  ivy, 
and  blasted  by  lie^htning — trending  the 
one  asunder,  and  withering  the  other. 
Por  so  in  truth  it  seemed.  Lady  Anne 
was  evidently  sinking  under  her  sor- 
rows. All  the  attentions  of  an  idolis- 
ing family,  backed  by  the  fond  sym- 
pathies of  "  troops  of  friends  " — even 
the  consolations  of  religion — seemed 
alike  unavailing  1 

The  reader  has  not  yet,  however, 
been  put  into  distinct  possession  of 
the  cause  of  all  this  devastation. 

It  seems  that  shortly  after  his  mar- 
riage, his  solicitor  suddenly  travelled 
to  the  Ck>ntinent  after  him,  to  com- 
municate the  startling,  but,  in  the 
baronet's  estimation,  ridiculous  intel- 
ligence, that  a  stranger  was  laying 
claim  to  all  he  held  in  the  world,  of 
title  and  fortune.  The  lawyer  at  length 
returned  to  England,  over-persuaded 
hj  the  baronet,  to  treat  the  matter 
with  contemptuous  indifference ;  and 
nothing  further  was  in  fact  heard 
for  some  months,  till,*  soon  after  Sir 
Henry's  return,  he  received  one  even- 
ing, at  his  club---a  circumstance  which, 
I  have  before  said,  appeared  to  confirm 
certain  speculations  then  afloat  —  a 
long  letter,  purporting  to  come  from 
the  solicitor  of  the  individual  prefer- 
ring the  fearful  claim  alluded  to.  It 
stated  the  affair  at  some  length,  and 
concluded  by  requesting  certain  infor- 
mation, which,  said  the  writer,  mi^^ht 
possibly  have  the  effect  of  convincmg 
nis  client  of  his  error,  and  conducing 
to  the  abandonment  of  his  claim.'  This 
shocking  communication  at  length 
roused  the  baronet  from  his  lethargy. 
Several  portions  of  it  tallied  strangely 
with  particular  passages  in  the  family 
history  of  Sir  Henry,  who  instantly 


hurried  with  consternation  to  his  soli- 
citor, by  whom  his  worst  apprehen- 
sions were  aggravated.  Not  tnat  the 
lawyer  considered  his  case  desperate , 
but  he  at  once  prepared  his  agitated 
client  for  long,  Harassing,  and  expen- 
sive litigation,  and  exposure  of  the  most 
public  nature.  It  cannot  be  wondered 
at  that  a  sense  of  his  danger  should 
prey  upon  his  feelings,  and  give  him 
that  disturbed  manner  which  had  oc- 
casioned the  speculations,  hints,  and 
inuendoes,  mentioned  in  an  early  part 
of  this  paper.  He  anxiously  concealed 
from  his  lady  the  shocking  jeopardy 
in  which  their  all  on  earth  was  placed; 
and  the  constant  effort  and  constraint 
— ^the  withering  anxiety  —  the  long 
continued  apprehensions  of  ruin — at 
length  disordered,  and  finally  over- 
threw his  intellects.  What  was  the 
precise  nature  of  his  adversary's  pre- 
tensions, I  am  unable  to  state  tecnni- 
cally.  I  understand  it  consisted  of  an 
alleged  earlier  right  under  the  entail. 
To  support  his  claim,  every  quarter 
was  ransacked  for  evidence  by  his  zeal- 
ous attorney,  often  in  a  manner  highly 
indelicate  and  offensive.  The  upstart 
made  his  pretensions  as  public  as  pos- 
sible ;  and  a  most  imprudent  overture 
made  by  Sir  Henry's  solicitor,  was  un- 
scrupulously — triumphantly — seized 
upon  by  his  adversary,  and  through 
hiA  means  at  length  found  its  waj  in- 
to the  newspapers.  The  additional 
vexation  this  occasioned  Sir  Henry 
may  be  readily  imagined;  for,  inde- 
pendently of  ms  mortification  at  the 
circumstance,  it  was  calculated  most 
seriously  to  prejudice  his  interests; 
and  when  he  kept  ever  before  his  agon- 
ised eyes  the  oay  of  trial  which  was 
approaching,  and  the  horrible  catas- 
trophe, he  sunk  under  the  mighty  op- 
Eression.  Lady  Anne  had,  despite  her 
usband's  attempts  at  secres^,  for 
some  time  entertained  faint  suspicions 
of  the  truth ;  but  as  he  obstinately, 
and  at  length  sternly,  interdicted  any 
inquiry  on  her  part,  and  kept  every 
document  under  lock  and  key,  he  con- 
trived to  keep  her  comparatively  in 
the  dark.  He  frequently,  however, 
talked  in  his  sleep,  and  often  did  she 
lie  awake,  listening  to  his  mysterious 
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■  expressions  with  sickening  agitation. 
The  illness  of  Sir  Henry  and  his  lady, 
together  with  its  occasion,  were  now 
become  generally  known,  and  the 
crael  para^aph  in  the  morning  paper 
above  copied,  was  only  the  precursor 
of  many  similar  ones,  which  at  length 
went  to  the  extent  of  hinting,  gene- 
rally, the  nature  of  the  new  claimant's 
pretensions,  with  the  grounds  o£  Sir 
Henry's  resistance. 

BecoUecting  the  event  of  Lady 
Anne's  last  interview  with  Sir  Henry, 
the  reader  may  imagine  the  vexa- 
tion and  alarm  with  which,  at  the  time 
she  imagined  I  had  fixed,  I  heard  her 
insist  upon  the  performance  of  my 
promise.  Backed  by  the  entreaties 
of  her  relatives,  and  my  conviction 
of  the  danger  that  might  attend  such 
a  step,  I  positively  refused.  It  was 
in  vain  that  she  implored,  frequently 
in  an  agony  of  tears,  occasionally  al- 
most frantic  at  our  opposition — we 
were  all  inexorable.  During  a  month's 
interval,  however,  very  greatly  to  my 
surprise  and  satisfaction,  her  health 
sensibly  improved.  We  had  contrived 
to  some  extent  to  occupy  her  attention 
with  agreeable  pursuits,  and  had  from 
time  to  time  soothed  her  with  good 
accounts  of  Sir  Henry.  Her  little  son, 
too — a  charming  creature — ^was  per- 
petually with  her;  and  his  prattle 
served  to  amuse  her  through  many  a 
long  day.  She  was  at  length  able  to 
leave  her  bed,  and  spend  several  hours 
down  stairs ;  and  under  such  circum- 
stances, she  renewed  her  importuni- 
ties with  better  success.  I  promised 
to  see  Sir  Henry,  and  engaged  to  allow 
her  an  interview,  if  it  could  be  brought 
about  safely.  In  order  to  ascertain 
this  point,  I  called  one  day  upon  the 
baronet,  who  still  continuea  at  Somer- 
field  House,  though  several  of  his  re- 
latives had  expressed  a  wish  that  he 
should  be  removed  to  private  quarters. 
This,  however,  I  opposed,  jointly  with 

DrY ,  till  the  baronet  had  exhibited 

symptoms  of  permanent  tranquillity. 
I  found  no  alteration  in  the  mode  of 
his  apparel.  If  his  ridiculous  a]3pear- 
ance  snocked  me,  what  must  be  its  ef- 
fect on  his  unhappy  lady  ?  He  wore 
— as  he  didevery  aay— his  tight-fitting 


green  baize  [what  first  put  it  into  his 
head,  I  am  at  a  loss  to  imagine],  and 
happened  to  be  in  excellent  humour ; 
for  he  had  just  before  beaten  a  cri^y 
gentleman  in  the  establishment,  at 
chess.  He  was  walking  to  and  fro, 
rubbing  his  hands,  detailing  his  tri- 
umph to  his  keeper  with  great  glee, 
and  received  me  with  infinite  cordi- 
ality. «  *  * 

"What  should  you  say  to  seeing 
company,  Sir  Henry? — ^Will  you  re- 
ceive a  visitor,  if  I  bring  one  ? 

"  Oh,  yes— happy  to  see  them — ^that 
is,  any  day  but  to-morrow — any  day 
but  to-morrow,"  he  replied  briskly; 
"  for  to-morrow  I  shall  be  particularly 
engaged:  the  fact  is,  I  am  asked  to 
dinner  with  the  king,  and  am  to  play 
billiards  with  him." 

"Ah!  I  congratulate  you!  —  And, 
pray,  does  his  majesty  come  to  Somer- 
field,  or  doyou  go  to  Windsor?" 

"Go  to  Windsor?— Lord  bless  you, 
his  majesty  lives  liere — this  is  his  pa- 
lace ;  and  I  have  the  honour  to  fill  an 
important  office  in  the  household! — 
Were  you  not  aware  of  that?'* 

"  True — ^true ;  but  at  what  hour  do 
you  wait  on  his  majesty?" 

"Three  o'clock  precisely — to  the 
millionth  part  of  a  second.' 

"  Hem ! — Suppose,  then,  I  take  the 
opportunity  of  bringing  my  friend — 
who  is  very  anxious  to, see  you — at 
twelve  o'clock?" 

He  paused,  apparently  considering. 
I  was  vexed  that  he  made  no  inquiry 
as  to  the  person  I  intended  to  intro- 
duce. I  aetermined,  however,  that  he 
should  know. 

"  Well,  Sir  Henry,  what  say  you — 
shall  she  come  at  twelve  o'clock?" 

"  If  she  will  go  soon,  I  don't  mind ; 
but,  you  know,  I  must  not  be  flurried, 
as  I  shall  have  so  soon  to  attend  the 
king.  How  can  I  play  billiards  if  my 
hand  trembles? — Oh,  dear,  it  would 
never  do — would  it  ?" 

"  Certainly  not ;  but  what  can  there 
possibly  be  to  flurry  you  in  seeing 
Lady  Anne?" 

"  Lady  Anne ! "  he  echoed,  with  a 
sheepish  air — "  well,  you  know.  Lady 
Anne! — well— she  can  make  allow- 
ances — eh?" 
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Ay,  indeed — ^poor  madman — ^thought 
I,  if  such  a  spectacle  as  yourself  does 
notjparalyse  ner — replying,  "Oh,  yes 
— <uL  allowances,  supposing  any  to  be 
necessary,  you  may  depend  upon  it. 
She's  very  considerate,  and  longs  to 

see  yo^*" 

"  Well,  I  hope  you'll  be  in  the  room  ? 
for,  do  you  know,  the  thought  of  it  al- 
most makes  me  sick — don't  I  look 
pale?"  he  inquired  of  his  keeper — "It 
IS  so  long  since  I  have  seen  her.  Will 
she — I  hope — ^what  I  mean,  is — has 
she  recovered  from  the  wound?" 

"Ha,  long  ago!  She  was  more 
frightened  than  hurt  at  the  accident." 

"  Accident!  is  that  what  it  is  called? 
All  the  better  for  me,  you  know,"  he 
replied,  with  a  serious  air.  "How- 
ever, I  consent  to  see  her  at  the  hour 
you  mention.  Tell  her  to  be  calm, 
and  not  try  to  frighten  me,  consider- 
ing the  king."  With  this  he  shook 
ray  hand,  opened  the  door,  and  I  took 

my  leave.    JDr  Y greatly  doubted 

the  prudence  of  the  step  we  were  about 
to  take ;  but  we  were  too  far  commit- 
ted with  her  ladyship  to  recede.  I  grew 
alarmed,  on  returning  home,  with  the 
apprehension  of  her  mere  presence — 
however  calmly  she  might  behave — 
stirring  up  slumbering  associations  in 
the  mind  of  her  husband,  that  mightlead 
to  very  unpleasant  results.  However, 
there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  await 
the  experiment,  and  hope  for  the  best. 

The  following'  morning,  I  called  on 
her  ladyship  about  eleven  o'clock,  and 
found  her  dressed  and  waiting.  Out- 
door costume  seemed  as  if  it  did  not 
become  one  so  long  an  invalid.  She 
.  looked  flushed  and  feverish,  but  made 
g^eat  efforts  to  sustain  the  appearance 
of  cheerfulness.  She  told  me  of  her 
hearty  breakfast — (a  cup  of  tea  and  part 
of  an  egg !) — and  spoke  of  her  increas- 
ing strength.  She  could  almost,  she 
said,  waUc  to  Somerfield.  Lady  Julia 
trembled,  Mrs  Courthrope  was  deadly 
pale,  and  I  felt  deepljr  apprehensive 
of  the  effect  of  the  coming  excitement 
upon  such  shattered  nerves  as  those 
of  Lady  Anne. 

Into  the  roomy  carriage  we  stepped, 
about  half-past  eleven.  ^  The  day  was 
bright  and  cold — ^the  air,  however,  re- 


freshing. As  we  approached  Somer- 
field, it  was  evident  that,  but  for  the 
incessant  use  of  her  vinaigrette,  Ladv 
Anne  must  have  fainted.  We  were  all 
silent  enough  by  the  time  we  reached 
the  gates  of  Dr  Y 's  house.  Lady- 
Anne  was  assisted  to  alight,  and,  lean- 
ing on  my  arm  and  that  of  her  sister, 
walked  up  with  tottering  steps  to  the 

house,  where  Mrs  Y received  her 

with  all  respectful  attention.  A  glass 
of  wine  considerably  reassured  the 
fainting  sufferer;  and  while  she  paused 
in  the  drawing-room  to  recover  her 
breath,  I  stepped  to  the  baronet's  apart- 
ment to  prepare  him  for  a  suitable  re- 
ception of  his  lady.  Dr  Y informed 

me  that  Sir  Henry  had  been  talking 
aboutit  ever  since.  I  found  him  pacing 
slowly  about  his  chamber,  dressea,  alas ! 
with  additional  absurdity.    In  vain,  I 

found,  hadbothDr  Y andhis  keeper 

expostulated  with  him :  they  found  that 
nothing  else  would  keep  h  im  in  humour. 
He  wore,  over  his  usual  tight-fitting 
green  baize  dress,  a  flaming  scarlet 
sash,  with  a  massive  gold  chain  round 
his  neck.  An  ebony  walking-stick  was 
worn  as  a  sword ;  and  his  cap,  some- 
what like  that  of  a  hussar,  was  sur- 
mounted with  a  peacock's  feather, 
stripped,  all  but  the  eye  at  the  top,  and 
nearly  three  feet  high.  On  this  latter 
astounding  appendage,  I  found  he  par- 
ticularly prided  himself.  I  implored 
him  to  remove  it,  but  he  beggeid  me, 
somewhat  haughtilv,  to  allow  him  to 
dress  as  he  pleased.  Iprotest  I  felt 
sick  at  the  spectacle.  What  a  fright- 
ful object  to  present  to  Lady  Anne! 
However,  we  might  prepare  her  to  ex- 
pect something  otttri  in  ner  husband's 
appearance.  "  Permit  me  to  ask.  Sir 
Henry,"  said  I,  resolved  upon  a  last 
effort,  "  why  you  are  in  full  dress  ?  " 

He  looked  astonished  at  the  question. 
"  I  thought,  doctor,  I  told  you  of  my 
engagement  with  his  majesty !  " 

"  Oh,  ay,  true ;  but  perhaps  you  will 
receive  your  lady  uncovered,"  said  I, 
pressing  for  a  dispensation  with  the 
abominable  head-dress. 

"  No,  sir,"  he  replied,  quietly  but  de- 
cisively, and  I  gave  up  the  point.  His 
keeper  whispered  to  me  at  the  door, 
that  Sir  Henry  alleged  as  a  reason 
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for  dressing  himself  asl  have  described, 
his  having  to  attend  the  king  imme< 
diately  after  the  interview  with  his 
lady ;  so  that  he  would  have  no  time 
for  dressing  in  the  interval. 

"  Is  the  party  ready  ?  "  inquired  the 
baronet,  interrupting  our  momentary 
tet&^tete.  I  hesitated;  I  was  suddenly 
inclined,  at  all  hazards,  to  put  off  the 
dreaded  interview;  but  I  dared  not 
venture  on  such  a  step. 

"Y — ^yes,  Sir  Henry,  and  waits  your 
pleasure  to  throw  herself  into  your 
arms." 

"  What !  good  God !  throw  herself 
into  my  arms  I  throw  herself  into  my 
arms !  was  there  ever  such  athing heard 
of  ?  "  exclaimed  the  baronet  with  a 
confounded  air.  "  No,  no  !  I  can  admit 
of  no  such  familiarities !  that  is  going 
rather  too  far — ^under  the  circumstances 
— eh?  "  turning  towards  his  keeper, 
whom — most  reluctant  to  assume  it 
— ^he  had  thrust  into  a  costume  some- 
thing like  that  of  an  Austrian  soldier. 
**  Wha]t  do  y<m  say  ?  "  The  man  bowed 
in  acquiescence. 

"Aid  further,  doctor,"  continued 
the  baronet,  pointing  to  his  keeper, 
"  this  gentleman,  my  secretary,  must 
be  present  all  the  while  to  take  notes 
of  what  passes." 

"  Undoubtedlv,"  I  replied,  with  an 
air  of  intense  chagrin,  inwardly,  curs- 
ing myself  for  permitting  the  useless 
and  dangerous  mterview.  I  hastened 
back  to  the  apartment  in  which  I  had  left 
the  ladies,  and  endeavoured  to  prepare 
Lady  Anne,  by  describing,  with  a  smile, 
her  husband's  dress.  She  strove  to 
smile  with  me,  and  begged  that  she 
might  be  led  into  his  presence  at  once. 
Leaning  between  Lady  Julia  and  my- 
self)  she  shortly  tottered  into  the  bsur- 
onet's  room,  having  first,  at  mv  sug- 
gestion, drawn  down  her  black  veil 
over  her  pale  face. 

"  Pen  I  pen !  pen ! "  hastily  whis- 
pered the  baronet  to  his  keeper,  as  we 
opened  the  door — and  the  latter  in- 
stantly took  his  seat  at  the  table,  before 
a  desk,  with  pens  and  ink.  The  baronet 
bowed  courteously  to  us  as  we  entered. 

"  Speak  to  him,"  I  whispered,  as  I 
led  in  her  ladyship.  She  endeavoured 
to  do  80|  bat  her  tongue  failed  her.  Her 


lips  moved,  and  that  was  all.  Lady 
Julia  spoke  for  her  sister,  in  tremulous 
accents.  Lady  Anne  closed  her  eyes 
on  seeing  the  fantastic  dress  of  her 
husband,  and  shook  like  an  aspen  leaf. 

"  Harry,  dearest  Harry,"  at  length 
she  murmured,  stretching  her  trem- 
bling arms  towards  him,  as  if  inviting 
him  to  approach  her.  Sir  Henry,  with 
a  polite,  out  distant  air,  took  off  his 
cap  for  a  moment,  and  then  carefully 
replaced  it,  without  making  any  reply. 

"  Shall  we  take  seats,  Sir  Henry  ?" 
I  inquired. 

"  Yes — she  may  be  seated,"  he  re- 
plied, with  an  authoritative  air,  fold- 
ing his  arms,  and  leaning  against  the 
corner  of  the  window,  eyeing  his  lady 
with  curious  attention. 

"  Are  you  come  here  of  your  own 
free-will?"  said  he  calmly. 

"  Yes,  Henry,  yes,"  she  whispered. 

"  Put  that  down,"  said  the  baronet, 
in  an  under  tone,  to  his  secretary. 

"Are  you  recovered?" 

"  Quite,  dearest ! "  replied  his  lady 
faintly. 

"  Put  that  down,"  repeated  the 
baronet  quickly,  looking  at  his  "  se- 
cretary" till  he  had  written  it.  There 
was  a  pause.  I  sat  beside  Lady 
Anne,  who  trembled  violently,  and 
continued  deadly  pale. 

"  I  am  sure.  Sir  Henry,"  said  I, 
"  you  are  not  displeased  at  her  lady- 
smp's  coming  to  see  you  ?  If  you  are 
not,  do  come  and  tell  her  so,  for  she 
fears  you  are  offended ! "  She  grasp- 
ed my  fingers  with  convulsive  efforts, 
without  attempting  to  speak.  Sir 
Henry,  after  an  embarrassed  pause, 
walked  from  where  he  had  been  stand- 
ing, till  he  came  directly  before  her, 
saying,  in  a  low  tone,  looking  ear- 
nestly into  her  countenance,  "  God 
be  my  witness,  Anne,  I  bear  you  no 
malice ;  is  it  thus  with  you  ?"  elevat- 
ing his  finder,  and  lookine  towards 
his  keeper,  intimating  that  he  was  to 
take  down  her  reply — but  none  was 
made.  He  dropped  slowly  on  one 
knee,  drew  the  glove  off  his  right 
hand,  as  if  going  to  take  hold  of  Lady 
Anne's,  and  tenderly  said,  "  Anne, 
will  you  give  me  no  reply?"  There 
was  no  madness  in  either  his  tone  or 
OOQle 
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manner,  and  Lady  Anne  perceived 
the  alteration. 

"  Harry  \  Harry  I  Dearest !  —  my 
love !  "  she  murmured,  suddenly 
stretching  towards  him  her  hands, 
and  fell  into  his  arms,  where  she  lay 
for  a  while  motionless. 

"  Poor  creature  !  How  acute  her 
feelings  are!"  exclaimed  the  haronet 
calmly.  *'  You  should  strive  to  mas< 
ter  them,  Anne,  as  I  do.  I  bear  you  no 
ill-will ;  I  know  you  had  provocation ! 
How  her  little  heart  beats ! "  he  con- 
tinued musingly.  "  Why,  she  has 
fainted!  How  very  childish  of  her 
to  yield  so!" 

It  was  true :  the  unhappy  lad^  had 
fainted,  and  la^  unconsciously  in  her 
more  unconscious  husband's  arms. 
Her  sister,  weeping  bitterly,  rose  to 
remove  her;  but  the  baronet's  coun- 
tenance became  suddenly  clouded. 
He  allowed  us  to  assist  his  lady,  by 
removing  her  bonnet,  but  contmued 
to  grasp  her  firmly  by  the  wrists, 
staring  into  her  face  with  an  expression 
of  mingled  concern  and  wonder.  His 
keeper^  practised  eye  evidently  saw 
the  storm  rising,  and  came  up  to  him. 

"  You  had  better  let  her  ladyship 
be  removed ! "  he  whispered  into  his 
ear  authoritatively,  eyeing  him  fixed- 
ly, at  the  same  time  gently  disengag- 
ing her  arms  from  his  grasp. 

"  Well — ^be  it  so ;  I'm  sorry  for  her. 
I've  a  strange  recollection  of  ner  kind- 
ness ;  and  is  it  come  to  this,  poor 
Anne ! "  he  exclaimed  tremulously, 
and  walked  to  the  further  window, 
where  he  stood  with  his  back  towards 
us,  evidently  weepinpp.  We  removed 
Lady  Anne  immediately  from  the 
room ;  and  it  was  so  long  before  she 
recovered,  that  we  doubted  whether 
it  would  be  safe  to  remove  her  home 
that  day.  "  Well,  as  far  as  I  am  con- 
cerned," thought  I,  as  I  bent  over  her 
insensible  form,  "  this  is  the  last  time 
I  will  be  a  party  to  the  torture  inflict- 
ed *by  such  a  scene  as  this,  though  in 
obe^ence  to  your  own  wishes  I"  As 
I  was  passing  from  the  room  in  which 
she  lay,  I  encountered  Sir  Henry,  fol- 
lowed closely  by  his  keeper. 

"Whither  now.  Sir  Efenry?"  I  in- 
quired with  a  sigh. 


"  Going  to  tell  the  king  that  I  can- 
not dine  with  him  to-day,  as  I  had 
promised,  for  I  am  quite  agitated, 
though  I  scarce  know  why.  Who 
brought  Lady  Anne  to  me  ?  *  he  whis- 
pered. I  made  him  no  reply.  "  I 
am  glad  I  have  met  you,  nowever ; 
we'll  take  a  turn  in  the  grounds,  for 
I  have  something  of  the  highest  con- 
sequence to  tell  you." 

"Really  you  must  excuse  me,  Sir 
Henry;  I  have" 

"-^e  you  in  earnest,  doctor?  Do 
you  know  the  consequences  of  refiis- 
mg  to  attend  to  my  wishes?" 

I  suffered  him  to  place  my  arm  in 
his,  and  he  led  me  down  the  steps  into 
the  garden.  Round,  and  round,  and 
round  we  walked,  at  a  rapid  rate,  his 
face  turned  towards  me  all  the  while 
with  an  expression  of  intense  anxiety 
— ^but  not  a  syllable  did  he  utter.  Faster 
and  faster  we  walked,  till  our  pace  be- 
came almost  a  run,  and,  beginning  to 
feel  both  fatigued  and  dizzy,  I  gently 
swayed  him  from  the  pathway  towarcb 
the  door-steps. 

"  Poor — ^poor  Anne ! "  he  exclaimed 
in  a  mournful  tone,  and  starting  from 
me  abruptly,  hurrieid  to  a  sort  of  alcove 
close  at  hand,  and  sat  down,  covering 
his  face  with  his  handkerchief,  his  el- 
bows resting  upon  his  knees.  I  watch- 
ed him  for  a  moment  from  behind  the 
door,  and  saw  that  he  was  weeping, 
and  that  bitterly.  Poor  Sir  Henry ! 
Plresently  one  of  his  brother  captives 
approached  him,  running  from  another 
part  of  the  grounds,  in  a  merry  mood, 
and  slapping  him  instantly  on  the 
back,  shouted,  "  I  am  the  Lord  of  the 
Isles!" 

"I  can't  play  billiards  with  your 
majesty  to-day,  replied  Sir  Henry, 
looking  up,  his  eyes  red  and  swollen 
with  weeping. 

"  Embrace  me,  then ! "  said  the  lu* 
natic ;  and  they  were  forthwith  locked 
in  one  another  s  arms.  "  You  are  in 
tears ! "  exclaimed  the  stranger,  him- 
self beginning  suddenly  to  cry ;  but 
in  a  moment  or  two  he  started  off.  put- 
ting his  hand  to  his  mouth,  and  Del- 
lowing,  "  Yoicks — ^yoicks!  Stole  away  I 
Stole  away!" 

The  baronet  relapsed  into  his  for* 
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mer  mood,  and  continued  in  a  similar 
postm^  for  several  minutes,  when  he 
rose  up,  wiped  away  his  tears,  and 
commenced  walking  again  round  the 
green,  his  arms  folded  on  his  breast  as 
before,  and  talking  to  himself  with 
great  vehemence.  I  could  catch  only 
a  few  words  here  and  there,  as  he  hur- 
ried past  me.  "  It  will  never  be  be- 
lievea! — ^What  could  have  been  my 
inducement? — ^When  will  it  be  tried? 
— saw  all  the  while  through  his  dis- 
guise ! — My  secretary — ^if  acquitted 
— ^released — discovery — ennobled  " — 
were  fragments  of  ms  incoherences. 
Alas !  what  an  obiect  he  looked  I  I 
could  not  help  thinking  of  the  contrast 
he  now  afforoed  to  the  animated  figure 
he  had  presented  to  the  eye  of  the  be- 
holder from  the  gallery  of  the  House  of 
Commons — the  dusv  eager  throngs  of 
the  clubs — and  as  the  man  of  faabion 
and  literature! 

Hei  iDihi,  qiudia  erat!  quAQtam  mutatus 
abUIo 

Hectore,  qui  redit  exuvias  indutos  Achil- 
lia, 

Vel  Danaum  Phxygios  Jaculatus  puppibuB 
igueal 

On  regaining  her  room,  I  found 
Lady  Anne  had  been  relieved  by  a  co- 
pious flood  of  tears.  She  continued 
weeping  hysterically,  and  uttering 
wild  incoherences  for  some  time,  nor 
could  the  entreaties  or  commiserations 
of  those  around  her  assuage  her  grief. 
When  at  length  her  paroxysm  had 
abated  from  euaustion,  she  expressed 
a  determination  not  to  be  removed 
from  the  house  in  which  her  unfortu- 
nate husband  resided  I  It  was  in  vain 
that  we  represented  the  peril  with 
which  such  a  resolution  was  attended, 
as  well  to  herself  as  Sir  Henry ;  she 
was  deaf  to  our  solicitations,  regardless 
of  our  warnings.    She  requested  Mrs 

Y to  inform  her  whether  their 

house  was  frdly  occupied ;  and  on  re- 
ceiving a  hesitating  answer  in  the 
negative,  at  once  engaged  apartments 
occupying  the  whole  of  the  left  wing 
of  the  building,  careless,  she  said,  at 
what  expense.  The  result  was,  that, 
finding  ner  inflexible  on  this  point, 
the  requisite  arrangements  were  at 
once  entered  upon,  and  that  very 
night  she,  with  ner  sister  and  maid, 


slept  under  the  same  roof  with  her 
tmconscious — her  afflicted  husband. 
Every  measure  was  taken  to  secure 
her  from  danger,  and  keep  her  as  much 
out  of  Sir  Henry's  way  as  possible. 

Nearlv  a  month  passed  away  with- 
out her  havingbeenoncein  Sir  Henry's 
company,  or  even  seeing  him,  for  more 
than  a  moment  or  two  together ;  and, 
unlikelj  as  it  had  seemed,  her  health 
and  spurits  appeared  rather  to  improve 
than  otherwise.  At  length  the  baronet, 
being  taken  in  a  happy  mood,  was  in- 
formed that  she  had  long  been  a  resid- 
ent in  Somerfield  House,  at  which  he 
expressed  no  surprise,  and  consented 
to  ner  being  invited  to  take  tea  in  his 
apartment.  He  was  very  shy  and 
silent  during  the  interview,  and  seem- 
ed under  constraint  till  his  guests  had 
taken  leave  of  him.  Gradually,  how- 
ever, he  grew  reconciled  to  their  visits,  - 
which  he  occasionally  returned — al- 
ways accompanied  by  his  **  secretary" 
— ^and  took  great  pleasure  in  hearing 
the  sisters  play  on  the  piano.  He 
composed  verses,  which  they  pretend- 
ed to  set  to  music ;  he  brought  them 
flowers,  and  received  various  uttle  pre- 
sents in  return.  For  hours  together  he 
would  sit  with  them  reading,  and  hear- 
ing read,  novels  and  newspapers — and, 
in  short,  grew  in  a  manner  humanised 
again.  He  treated  Lady  Anne  with 
great  civility,  but  towards  her  sister 
Julia  he  behaved  as  if  he  were  court- 
ing her !  They  soon  prevaUed  upon 
him  to  discard  the  absurd  peacock's 
feather  he  frequently  wore,  always  on 
Sundays — accepting,  in  its  stead,  a 
small  drooping  ostrich  feather,  which 
also,  in  its  turn,  he  was  by  and  by  in- 
duced to  lay  aside  altogether,  as  well 
as  to  assume  more  befitting  clothing. 
They  could  not,  however,  dislodge 
from  his  crazed  imagination  the  idea 
that  he  was  confined  in  prison,  await- 
ing his  trial  for  the  murder  of  his  wife, 
and  high  treason. 

How  can  I  do  justice  to  the  virtues 
of  his  incomparable  wife,  or  sufficiently 
extol  her  unwearying,  her  ennobling 
self-devotion  to  the  welfiare  of  her  af- 
flicted husband !  Her  only  joy  was  to 
minister  to  his  comfort,  at  wnatever 
cost  of  feeling,  or  even  health,  at  all 
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hours,  in  all  seasons ;  to  bear  with  his 
infinite,  incongruous  whims,  perver- 
sities, and  provocations;  to  affect  de- 
light when  he  was  delighted ;  to  soothe 
and  comfort  him  under  all  his  imagi- 
nary grievances.  Her  whole  thoughts, 
when  absent  from  him,  were  absorbed 
in  devising  schemes  for  his  amusement 
and  occupation.  She  would  listen  to 
no  entreaties  for  cessation  from  her 
anxious  labours;  no  persuasions,  no 
inducements,  could  withdraw  her  even 
for  a  moment  from  the  dreary  scene 
of  her  husband's  humiliation  and  de- 
gradation. Hail,  woman,  exalted 
amongst  thy  sex !  Eulogy  would  but 
tarnish  and  obscure  the  honour  that 
is  thy  due ! 

All,  however,  was  unavailing ;  the 
unhappy  sufferer  exhibited  no  symp- 
tom of  mental  convalescence ;  on  the 
other  hand,  his  delusions  became  more 
numerous  and  obstinate  than  ever.  He 
seemed  to  be  totally  unconscious  of 
Lady  Anne's  being  his  wife;  he  treat- 
ed her,  and  spoke  of  her,  as  an  amiable 
companion,  and  even  made  her  his  con- 
fidant. Amongst  other  vagaries,  he 
communicated  to  her  a  long  story 
about  his  attachment  to  a  girl  he  had 
seen  about  the  premises,  and  earnest- 
ly asked  her  opinion  in  what  way  he 
could  most  successfriUy  make  her  an 
offer! 

He  addressed  her,  one  morning,  as 
Queen,  receiving  her  with  the  most 
obsequious  obeisances.  He  persisted 
in  this  hallucination  with  singular  per- 
tinacity. All  poor  Lady  Anne's  little 
familiarities  and  endearments  were 
thenceforth  at  an  end ;  for  he  seemed 
so  abashed  by  her  presence,  that  no 
efforts  of  condescension  sufficed  to  re- 
assure him,  and  she  was  compelled  to 
support  a  demeanour  consistent  with 
the  station  which  his  crazed  imagina- 
tion assigned  her.  His  great  delight 
was  to  be  sent  on  her  royal  errands 
about  the  house  and  grounds  !  He 
could  hardly  ever  be  prevailed  upon 
to  sit,  at  least  at  ease,  in  her  presence ; 
and  was  with  difficulty  induced  to  eat 
at  the  same  table.  The  agony  I  have 
seen  in  her  eye  on  these  occasions ! 
Compelled  to  humour  his  delusions, 
she  wore  splendid  dresses  and  jewels ; 


and  dismissed  him  on  every  occasion 
by  coldly  extending  her  hand,  which 
he  would  kiss  with  an  air  of  reverent 
loyalty  I 

He  believed  himself  to  have  been 
elevated  to  the  rank  of  a  general  offi- 
cer, and  insisted  on  being  provided 
with  a  military  band,  to  play  before 
his  windows  every  evening  after  din- 
ner. He  invited  me,  one  day,  in  the 
Queen's  name,  to  dinner  in  his  apart- 
ments, some  time  after  this  delusion 
had  manifested  itself.  It  was  a  soft 
September  evening,  and  the  country 
round  about  was  everywhere  bronzed 
with  the  touch  of  autumn.  During 
dinner.  Sir  Henry  treated  his  lady 
with  all  the  profound  respect  and  cere- 
mony due  to  royalty,  and  I,  of  course, 
was  obliged  to  assume  a  similar  de- 
portment ;  while  she,  poor  soul !  was 
compelled  to  receive  with  condescend- 
ing urbanity  attentions,  every  one  of 
which  smote  her  heart  as  an  additional 
evidence  of  the  inveteracy  of  her  hus- 
band's malady.  I  observed  her  nar- 
rowly. There  was  no  tear  in  her  eye 
— no  flurry  of  manner — no  sighing : 
hers  was  the  deep  silent  anguish  of  a 
breaking  heart ! 

Shortly  after  dinner  had  been  re- 
moved, we  drew  our  chairs — Lady 
Anne  in  the  centre,  seated  on  a  sort 
of  throne,  specially  provided  for  her 
by  the  baronet — ^in  a  circle  round  the 
ample  bow- window  that  overlooked  the 
most  sequestered  part  of  the  grounds 
connected  with  the  establishment,  as 
well  as  a  sweep  of  fine  scenery  in  the 
distance.  In  a  bower,  a  little  to  our 
right,  was  placed  Sir  Henry's  band, 
wno  were  playing  very  affectingly  va- 
rious pieces  of  bruliant  military  music. 
By  my  direction,  privately  given  be- 
forehand, they  suddenly  glided,  from  a 
bold  march,  into  a  concert  on  French 
horns.  Oh,  how  exquisite  was  that 
soft  melancholy  wailing  melody !  The 
hour — ^the  deepening  gloom  of  even- 
ing— ^the  circumstances — ^the  persons 
— were  all  in  mournful  keeping  with 
the  music,  to  which  we  were  listen- 
ing in  subdued  silence.  Lady  Anne's 
tears  stole  fast  down  her  cheeks,  while 
her  eyes  were  fixed  with  sad  earnest- 
ness upon  her  husband,  who  sat  in  a 
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low  chair,  a  little  on  her  left  hand,  his 
chin  resting  on  the  palm  of  his  hand, 

f  sizing  with  a  melancholy  air  on  the 
arkening  scenery  without.  Occa- 
sionally I  heard  Lady  Anne  strug- 
gling to  subdue  a  sob,  but  unsuccess- 
fully. Another,  and  another,  and  an- 
other forced  its  way — and  I  trembled 
lest  her  excitement  should  assume  a 
more  violent  form.  I  saw  her,  almost 
unconsciously,  lay  her  hand  upon  that 
of  the  baronet,  and  clasp  it  with  con- 
vulsive energy.  So  she  held  it  for 
some  moments,  when  the  madman 
slowly  turned  round,  looking  her  full 
in  the  face ;  his  countenance  under- 
went a  ghastly  change,  and,  fixing  on 
her  an  eye  of  demoniac  expression,  he 
slowly  rose  in  his  seat,  seeming,  to  my 
disturbed  fancy,  an  evil  spirit  called  up 
by  the  witchery  of  music,  and  sprung 
out  of  the  room.  Lady  Anne,  with  a 
faint  groan,  fell  at  full  length  upon 
the  floor ;  her  sister,  shrieking  wildly, 
strove  to  raise  her  in  vain ;  I  hurried 
after  the  madman,  but,  finding  his 
keeper  was  at  his  heels,  returned.  I 
never  can  forget  that  dreadful  even- 
ing !  Sir  Henry  rushed  out  of  the 
house,  sprung  at  one  bound  over  a 
high  fence,  and  sped  across  a  field, 
amidst  the  almost  impervious  gloom 
of  evening,  with  steps  such  as  those 
of  the  monster  of  Frankenstein.  His 
keeper,  with  all'  his  efforts,  could  not 
gain  upon  him,  and  sometimes  alto- 

f  ether  lost  sight  of  him.  He  followed 
im  for  nearly  two  miles,  and  at  length 
found  that  he  was  overtaking  the  fu- 
gitive. When  he  had  come  up  within 
a  yard  of  him,  the  madman  turned 
round  unexpectedly,  struck  his  pursuer 
a  blow  that  brought  him  to  the  ground, 
and  immediately  scrambled  up  into 
a  great  elm-tree  that  stood  near,  from 
amidst  whose  dark  foliage  he  was  pre- 
sently heard  howling  in  a  terrific  man- 
ner ;  anon,  there  was  a  crashing  sound 
amongst  the  branches,  as  of  a  heavy 
body  falling  through  them,  and  Sir 
Henry  lay  stunned  and  bleeding  upon 
the  ground.  Fortunately  the  prostrate 
keeper  had  called  out  loudly  mr  assist- 
ance as  he  ran  along ;  and  his  voice 
attracted  one  or  two  of  the  men  whom 
I  had  despatched  after  him,  and  be- 


tween the  three  Sir  Henry  was  brought 
home  again,  to  all  appearance  dead. 
An  eminent  surgeon  in  the  neighbour- 
hood was  summoned  in  to  his  assist- 
ance, for  I  could  not  quit  the  chamber 
of  Lady  Anne — she  was  totsdly  insen- 
sible, having  fallen  into  a  succession 
of  swoons  since  the  moment  of  Sir 
Henry's  departure ;  Lady  Julia  was 
in  an  adjoming  room,  shrieking  in 
violent  hysterics;  and,  in  short,  it 
seemed  not  impossible  that  she  might 
lose  her  reason,  and  Sir  Henry  and 
Lady  Anne  their  lives.  'Tis  a  small 
matter  to  mention  at  such  a  crisis  as 
this,  but  I  recollect  it  forcibly  arrested 
my  attention  at  the  time — ^the  band 
of  musicians,  unaware  of  the  catas- 
trophe that  had  occurred,  according 
to  their  orders,  continued  playing  the 
music  that  had  been  attend!ed  with 
such  disastrous  consequences ;  and  as 
Lady  Anne's  bed-chamber  happened 
to  be  in  that  part  of  the  building  near- 
est to  the  spot  where  the  band  were 
stationed,  we  continued  to  hear  the 
sad  wailinff  of  the  bugles  and  horns 

without,  till  it  occurred  to  Mrs  Y 

to  send  and  silence  them.  This  little 
incidental  circumstance — ^the  sudden 
mysterious  seizure  of  Sir  Henry,  the 
slmeks  of  Lady  Julia — the  swoons  of 
Lady  Anne — ^all  combined,  completely 
bewildered  me.  It  seemed  to  be  a  dream. 
I  cannot — ^I  need  not— dwell  upon 
the  immediate  consequences  of  tnat 
sad  night.  Suffice  it  to  say.  Sir  Henry 
was  found  to  have  received  severe  but 
not  fatal  injury,  which,  however,  was 
skilfully  and  successfully  treated ;  but 
he  lay  in  &  state  of  comparative  stupor 
for  near  a  week,  at  which  period  his 
mental  malady  resumed  its  wildest 
form,  and  rendered  necessary  the  se- 
verest treatment.  As  for  Lady  Anne, 
her  state  became  eminently  alarming ; 
and  as  soon  as  some  of  the  more  dan- 

ferous  symptoms  had  subsided,  we 
etermined  on  removing  her,  at  all 
hazards,  from  her  present  proximity 

to  Sir  Henry,  to  Hall,  trusting 

to  the  good  effects  of  a  total  change 
of  scene  and  of  faces.  She  had  not 
strength  enough  to  oppose  our  mea- 
sures, but  suffered  herself  to  be  con- 
ducted from  Somerfield  without  an 
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effort  at  complaint.  I  trembled  to  see 
an  occasional  vacancy  in  the  expres- 
sion of  her  eve ;  was  it  impouibU  that 
her  husband  s  malady  might  prove  at 
length  contagious  ?  Many  weeks 
passed  over  her,  before  Lack'  Anne 
exhibited  the  slightest  signs  of  amend- 
ment. Her  shocks  had  been  too  nur 
merous  and  seYere-<-her  anxieties  and 
agonies  too  lone  continued — ^to  war- 
rant reasonable  nopes  of  her  ultimate 
recovery.  At  length,  however,  the 
lapse  of  friendly  time,  potent  in  as- 
suaging the  sorrows  of  mankind,  the 
incessant  and  most  affectionate  atten- 
tions of  her  numerous  relatives,  were 
rewarded  by  seeing  an  improvement, 
slight  though  it  was.  The  presence 
of  her  little  boy  powerfully  engaged 
her  attention.  Sne  would  have  him 
lying  beside  her  on  the  bed  for  hours 
together;  she  spoke  little  to  him, 
sleeping  or  waking,  but  her  eye  was 
ever  fixed  upon  his  little  features; 
and  when  she  was  asleep,  her  fingers 
would  unconsciously  wreathe  them- 
selves amongst  his  flaxen  curls.  About 
Sir  Henry  sne  made  little  or  no  in- 
quiry ;  and  when  she  did,  we  of  course 
put  the  best  face  possible  upon  mat- 
ters. Her  frequent  efforts  to  see  and 
converse  with  him  had  proved  woe- 
fully and  uniformly  unsuccessful ;  and 
she  seemed  henceforth  to  eive  up  the 
idea  of  all  interference  with  despair. 

But  the  original,  the  direful  occa- 
sion of  all  this  domestic  calamity, 
must  not  be  overlooked.  The  contest 
respecting  the  title  and  estates  of  Sir 
Henry  went  on  as  rapidly  as  the  na- 
ture of  the  case  would  permit.  The 
new  claimant  was,  as  I  tnink  I  hinted 
before,  a  man  of  low  station  ;  he  had 
been,  I  believe,  a  sort  of  slave-driver, 
or  factotum  on  a  planter's  estate  in  one 
of  the  West  India  islands ;  and  it  was 
whispered  that  a  rich  Jew  had  been 
persuaded  into  such  confidence  in  the 
man's  prospects,  as  to  advance  him, 
from  time  to  time,  on  his  personal  secu- 
rity, the  considerable  supplies  neces- 
sary to  prosecute  his  claims  with  effect. 

There  were  very  many  matters  of 
most  essential  consequence  that  no 
one  could  throw  light  upon  but  the 
unfortunate  baronet  himself;  and  his 


solicitor  had  consequently,  in  the  hope 
of  Sir  Henry's  recovery,  succeeded  in  ^ 
interposing  innumerable  obstacles, ' 
with  the  view,  as  well  of  wearing  out 
his  opponents,  as  affording  everr 
chance  for  the  restoration  of  his  client's 
sanity.  It  was,  I  found,  generally  un- 
derstood in  the  family,  that  the  solici- 
tor's expectations  of  success  in  the 
lawsuit  were  far  from  sanguine :  not 
that  he  believed  the  new  claimant  to 
be  the  hon&  jfide  heir  to  the  title,  but 
he  was  in  the  hands  of  those  who 
would  ransack  the  world  for  evidence 
— and,  when  it  was  wanting,  make  it. 
Every  imaginable  source  of  delay, 
however — salvation  to  the  one  party, 
destruction  to  the  other  —  was  at 
length  closed  up;  all  preliminaries 
were  arranged;  the  case  was  com- 
pleted on  both  sides,  and  set  down  for 
trial.  Considerable  expectation  was 
excited  in  the  public  mind;  occasional 
paragraphs  hinted  the  probability  of 
such  and  such  disclosures ;  and  it  was 
even  rumoured  that  considerable  bets 
were  depending  upon  the  issue. 

I  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting  Sir 
Henry  once  or  twice  a-week.  He  be- 
came again  calm  as  before  the  occa- 
sion of  his  last  dreadful  outbreak;  and 
his  bodily  health  was  complete.  New 
delusions  took  possession  of  him.  He 
was  at  one  time  composing  a  history 
of  the  whole  world ;  at  another,  writ- 
ing a  memoir  of  every  member  that 
hs3  ever  sat  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, together  with  several  other 
magnificent  undertakings.  All,  how- 
ever, at  length  gave  way  to  "  The 
Pedipee,  a  Tale  of  Beal  Life,"  which 
consisted  of  a  rambling,  exaggerated 
account  of  his  own  lawsuit.  It  was 
occasioned  by  his  happening,  unfor- 
tunately, to  cast  his  eye  upon  the 
following  little  paragraph  in  his  news- 
paper, which  cnanced  to  have  been 
most  stupidly  overlooked  by  the  per- 
son who  haa  been  engaged  for  no 
other  purpose  than  to  tqm.  over  the 
paper  oeforehand,  and  prevent  any 
such  allusions  from  meeting  the  eye 
of  the  sufferer  :— 

"  Sir  Henry  Harldgh,  BaH,—Th\a. 
unfortunate  gentleman  continues  still 
greatly  indisposed.     We  understand 
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that  little  hope  is  entertained  of  his 
ultimate  recovery.  The  result,  there- 
fore, of  the  approaching  trial  of  *  Doe 
on  the  demise  of  Higgs  v,  Harleigh,* 
will  signify  hut  little  to  the  person 
princifMJly  interested/' 

From  the  moment  of  his  reading 
these  lines,  he  fell  into  a  state  of  pro- 
found melancholy — which  was,  how- 
ever, somewhat  relieved  by  the  task 
with  which  he  had  occupied  himself, 
of  recording  his  own  misfortunes. 
He  had  resumed  his  former  dress  of 
green  baize,  as  well  as  the  intolerable 
peacock's  feather.  What  could  have 
conferred  such  a  permanency  upon, 
or  suggested  this  preposterous  pen- 
chatUf  I  know  not  —  except  the  in- 
terest he  had  formerly  taken  in  a 
corps  of  riflemen,  who  were  stationed 
near  a  house  he  had  occupied  in  the 
country.  He  continued  quiet  and  in- 
offensive. His  keeper's  office  was 
little  else  than  a  sinecure  —  till  Sir 
Henry  suddenly  set  him  about  mak- 
ing two  copies  of  every  page  he  him- 
self composed ! 

I  remember  calling  upon  him  one 
morning  about  this  time,  and  finding 
him  pacing  about  his  chamber  in  a  very 
melancholy  mood.  He  welcomed  me 
with  more  than  his  usual  cordiality ; 
and  dismissing  his  attendant,  said, 
"  Doctor,  did  you  ever  hear  me  speak 
in  Parliament  ?"  I  told  him  I  had  not. 

''  Then  you  shall  hear  me  now ; 
and  tell  me  candidly  what  sort  of  an 
advocate  you  think  I  should  have 
made — for  I  have  serious  thoughts  of 
turning  my  attention  to  the  bar.  I'll 
suppose '  myself  addressing  the  jury 
on  my  own  case — and  you  must  re- 
present the  jury.    Now ! " — 

He  drew  a  chair  and  table  towards 
a  corner  of  the  room — amounted  on  it, 
having  thrown  a  cloak  over  his  shoul- 
ders, and  commenced.  Shall  I  be  be- 
lieved when  I  declare  that — as  far  as 
my  judgment  goes — ^I  listened  on  that 
occasion,  for  nearly  an  hour,  to  an 
orator  f  He  spoke,  of  course,  in  the 
third  person  ;  and  stated  in  a  simple 
and  most  feeling  manner,  his  birth, 
education,  fortune,  family,  marriage 
— ^his  Parliamentary  career — ^in  short, 


his  happiness,  prosperity,  and  pride. 
Then  ne  represented  the  contemptu- 
ous indifference  with  which  he  treated 
the  first  communications  concerning 
the  attack  meditated  upon  his  title 
and  property,  as  well  as  the  conster- 
nation with  which  he  subsequently 
discovered  the  formidable  character 
of  the  claim  set  up  against  him.  He 
begged  me — ^the  jury — ^to  put  myself 
in  his  place ;  to  fancy  his  feelings ; 
and  proceeded  to  draw  a  masterly 
sketcn  of  the  facts  of  the  case.  B!e 
drew  a  lively  picture  of  the  secret 
misery  he  had  endured  —  his  agony 
lest  his  wife  should  hear  of  the  disas- 
trous intelligence — ^his  sleepless  nights 
and  harassing  days — the  horrid  ap- 
prehension of  his  adversary's  triumph 
— the  prospect  of  his  own  degradation 
— ^his  wife — ^his  child's  beggary — till 
I  protest  he  brought  tears  into  my 
eyes.  But,  alas !  at  this  point  of  his 
history,  he  mentioned  his  prodigious 
discovery  of  the  mode  of  turning  tal- 
low into  wax,  and  dashed  off  into  an 
extravagant  enumeration  of  the  ad- 
vantages of  the  speculation !  Then, 
before  me,  stood  confessed — the  mad- 
MAH — ^violent  and  frantic  in  his  ges- 
tures, harang^ng  me,  in  my  own 
person,  on  the  immense  and  incalcul- 
able wealth  that  would  reward  the 
E rejector ;  and,  had  I  not  risen  to  go, 
e  would  probably  have  continued  in 
the  same  strain  for  the  remainder  of 
the  day  I  I  had  purposed  calling  that 
evening  on  Lady  Anne — ^but  I  gave 
up  the  idea.  The  image  of  her  insane 
husband  would  be  too  firesh  in  my 
mind.  I  felt  I  could  not  bear  to  see 
her,  and  think  of  him.  What  a  lot 
was  mine — ^thus  alternating  visits  be- 
tween the  diseased  in  mind,  and  the 
diseased  in  body — and  that  between 
husband  and  wife — over  whom  was 
besides  impending  the  chance,  if  not 
probability,  of  total  ruin  I  Oh,  Pro- 
vidence —  mysterious  and  awful  in 
thy  dispensations  among  the  children 
of  men  ! — who  shall  inquire  into  thy 
purposes,  who  question  their  wisdom 
or  beneficence ! 


Who  sees  not  Frovidenoe  supremely  wi 
Alike  iu  what  it  gives^  and  what  denies ! 
^^     — Po»«. 
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My  heart  misgiTes  me,  however,  that 
the  reader  wiU  complain  of  heing  de- 
tained so  long  amongst  these  scenes 
of  monotonous  misery — I  would  I  had 
those  of  a  different  character  to  pre- 
sent to  him !  Let  me  therefore  draw 
my  long  narrative  to  a  close,  by  tran- " 
scribing  a  few  extracts  from  the  later 
entries  in  my  journal. 

Saturday ^  November  5,  18 — . — ^This 
was  the  day  appointed  for  the  trial 
of  the  important  cause  which  was  to 
decide  the  proprietorship  of  the  title 
and  possessions  of  Sir  Henry  Har- 
leigh.  Much  interest  was  excited, 
and  the  court  crowded  at  an  early 
hour.  Four  of  the  most  distinguished 
counsel  at  the  bar  had  taken  their 
seats,  each  with  his  ponderous  load 
of  papers  and  books  before  him,  in 
the  interest  of  Sir  Henry,  and  three 
in  that  of  his  opponent.  A  special 
jury  was  sworn ;  the  judge  took  his 
seat ;  the  cause  was  called  on ;  the  wit- 
nesses were  summoned.  The  plain- 
tiff's junior  counsel  rose  to  open  the 
pleadings  —  after  having  paused  for 
some  time  for  the  arrival  of  nis  client's 
attorney ,"who,  while  he  was  speaking, 
at  length  made  his  appearance,  exces- 
sively pale  and  aeitated,  and  hurriedly 
whispered  to  his  leading  counsel.  The 
plaintiff  had  been  found  dead  in  his 
bed  that  morning — ^having  been  car- 
ried thither  in  a  state  of  brutal  in- 
toxication the  preceding  night,  from 
a  tavern-dinner  with  his  attorney  and 
witnesses.  He  died  single,  and  there 
of  course  was  an  end  of  the  whole 
matter  that  had  been  attended  with 
suchdirefal  consequences  to  Sir  Henry 
and  his  lady.  But  of  what  avail  is  the 
now  established  securitv  of  his  title, 
rank,  and  fortune  to  their  unhappy 
owner? — an  outcast  from  society — 
from  home — from  family — from  the 
wife  of  his  bosom — even  from  him- 
self !  What  signifies  the  splendid  in- 
telligence to  Lady  Anne — perishing 
under  the  pressure  of  her  misfortunes  ? 
Will  it  not  a  thousand-fold  aggravate 
the  agonies  she  is  enduring? 

It  has  been  thought  proper  to  in- 
trust to  me  the  difficult  task  of  com- 
municating the  news  to  both  parties, 


if  I  think  it  advisable  that  it  should  be 
done  at  all.  What  am  I  to  do  ? — ^What 
may  be  the  consequence  of  the  secret's 
slipping  out  suddenly  from  any  of  those 
around  Lady  Anne?  About  the  baronet 
I  had  little  apprehension ;  I  felt  satis- 
fied that  he  could  not  comprehend  it — 
that  whether  he  had  lost  or  won  the  suit 
was  a  matter  of  equal  moment  to  him! 

As  I  had  a  patient  to  visit  this  morn- 
ing, whose  residence  was  near  Somer- 
field,  I  determined  to  take  that  oppor- 
tunity of  trying  the  effect  of  the  intel- 
ligence on  Sir  Henry.  It  was  about 
two  o'clock  when  I  called,  and  found 
him  sitting  by  the  fire,  reading  one  of 
Shakespeare's  plays.  I  gradually  led 
his  thoughts  into  a  suitable  train,  and 
then  told  him,  briefly,  and  pointedly, 
and  accurately,  his  own  history,  up  to 
the  latest  incident  of  all — ^but  as  of  a 
third  person,  and  that  a  nobleman.  He 
listened  to  the  whole  with  profound  in- 
terest. 

"  Grod  bless  me !  "  he  exclaimed, 
with  a  thoughtful  air,  as  I  concluded 
— "  I  surely  must  have  either  heard  or 
read  of  this  story  before ! — You  don't 
mean  to  say  that  it  is  factf — That  it 
has  happened  lately  ?  " 

"  Inaeed  I  do.  Sir  Henry,"  I  replied, 
looking  at  him  earnestly. 

"  And  are  the  parties  living? — ^Lord 
and  Lady ?^' 

"  Both  of  them — at  this  moment — 
and  not  ten  miles  from  where  we  are 
now  sitting ! " 

"  Indeed ! "  he  replied,  musingly — 
"  that's  unfortunate !  " 

"  Unfortunate,  Sir  Henry ! "  I  echoed 
with  astonishment. 

"  Yery — ^for  my  purpose.  What  do 
you  suppose  I  have  been  thinking  of 
all  this  while?"  he  replied  wiwi  a 
smile.  "  What  a  subject  it  would  be 
for  a  tragedy  ! — But,  of  course,  since 
the  parties  are  living,  it  would  never 
do ! — Still,  I  cannot  help  thinking  that 
something  might  be  made  of  it !  One 
might  disguise  and  alter  the  facts." 

"  It  is  a  tragedy  of  very  real  life !  *' 
I  exclaimed  with  a  deep  sigh. 

"  Indeed  it  is ! "  he  replied,  echoing 
my  sigh — "it  shows  that  fact  often 
transcends  all  fiction— does  it  not? 
Now,  if  this  had  been  the  plot  of  a  tale 
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or  novel,  people  would  have  said — 
'how  improbable!  how  unnatural ! '" 

"  Ay,  indeed  they  would,  Sir  Henry," 
said  I,  unable  to  keep  the  tears  from  my 
eyes. 

"  '2%  affecting,"  he  replied,  his  eyes 
glistening  with  emotion,  adding  after 
a  moment's  pause,  in  a  somewhat 
tremulous  tone — "  Now,  which  of  the 
two  do  you  most  pity,  doctor,  Lord  or 
Lady  Mary ?" 

"  Both.  I  scarce  know  which  most." 

"  How  did  they  bear  the  news,  by 
the  way,  do  you  know  ?  "  he  inquired 
with  sudden  interest. 

"  I  believe  Lady  Mary is  in  too 

dangerous  circumstances  to  be  told  of 
it.   They  say  she  is  dying ! " 

"Poor  creature!  what  a  melancholy 
fate !  And  she  is  young  and  beautiful, 
you  say  ?  " 

"  She  is  young,  but  not  now  beauti- 
ful, Sir  Henry ! " 

"  1  wish  it  had  not  been  all  reed  I " 
he  replied,  looking  thoughtfully  at  the 
fire.  "  What  would  Shakespeare  have 
made  of  it!  It  would  have  been  a 
treasure  to  the  writer  of  King  Lear ! 

And  how,  pray,  did  Lord receive 

the  intelligence? — Stop,"  said  he  sud- 
denly— "  stop — How  can  one  imagine 
JShakespeare  to  have  drawn  the  scene  ? 

How  would  he  have  made  Lord 

behave?  Let  me  see,  an  ordinary 
writer  could  make  the  madman  roar, 
and  stamp,  and  rave,  and  perhaps  be 
at  length  sobered  with  the  news — 
would  not  he  ?  " 

"  Very  probably.  Sir  Henry,"  I  re- 
plied faintly. 

"  Ah,  very  different,  I  imagine, 
would  be  the  delineation  of  that  master 
painter !  Possibly  he  would  make  the 
poor  madman  listen  to  it  all,  as  to  a 
tale  of  another  person !  He  would  re- 
present him  as  charmed  with  the  truth 
and  nature  of  the  invention — ^poor,  poor 
wretch  ! — commiserating  himself  in 
another! — How  profound  the  delusion! 
— How  consummately  true  to  nature ! 
— How  simple,  but  now  wonderfully 
fine,  would  be  the  scene  under  Shake- 
8FEABE*s  pencil! "  continued  Sir  Henry 
with  a  sigh,  folding  his  arms  on  his 
breast,  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  and 
looking  thoughtfully  into  the  fire. 


**  Why,  you  are  equal  to  Shakespeare 
yourself,  then,  my  dear  Sir  Henry." 

"What! — ^what  do  you  mean?  said 
he,  starting  and  turning  suddenly 
towards  me  with  some  excitement, 
rather    pleasureable,    however,    than 

otherwise — "Have  I,  then" 

. "  You  have  described  it  exactly  as 
it  happened ! " 

"  No  !  Do  you  really  say  so  ?  How 
do  you  know  it,  my  dear  doctor  ?  " 
saia  he,  scarce  able  to  sit  in  his  chair,  his 
countenance  brightening  with  delight. 

"  Because  I  was  present,  Sir  Henry; 
I  communicated  the  intelligence,"  I  re- 
plied, while  everything  in  the  room 
seemed  swimming  round  me. 

"  Good  God,  doctor !  Are  you  really 
in  earnest  ?  " 

"  As  I  live  and  breathe  in  the  sight 
of  Qx)d,  Sir  Henry,"  I  replied,  as  so- 
lemnly as  my  thick  hurried  voice 
would  let  me,  fixing  my  eye  keenly 
upon  his.  He  gave  a  horrible  start, 
and  remained  starinff  at  me  with  an 
expression  I  cannot  describe. 

"  Why — did  you  see  that  flash  of 
lightning,  doctor?"  he  presently  stam- 
mered, shaking  from  head  to  foot. 

"Lightning,  Sir  Henry!  lightning!" 
I  faltered,  on  the  verge  of  shouting  for 
his  keeper. 

"  Oh — ^poh !  "  he  exclaimed  with  a 
long  gasp,  "I — I  beg  your  pardon! 
How  nervous  you  have  made  me!  Ha, 
ha,  ha !  "  attempting  a  laugh  that 
mocked  him  with  its  faintness ;  "  but 
really  you  do  tell  me  such  horrid  tales, 
and  look  so  dreadfully  expressive  while 
you  are  telling  them,  that — that — ^upon 
my  soul — ^I  cannot  bear  it !  Poh !  how 
hot  the  room  is  !  Let  us  throw  open 
the  window  and  let  in  fresh  air !  " 
He  rose,  and  I  with  him.  Thank  God, 
he  could  not  succeed,  and  I  began  to 
breathe  freely  again.  He  walked  about 
fanning  himself  with  his  pocket-hand- 
kerchief. He  attempted  to  smile  at  me, 
but  it  was  in  vain ;  he  became  paler 
and  paler,  his  limbs  seemed  to  stagger 
under  him,  and  I  had  scarce  time  to 
drop  him  into  a  chair,  before  he  fainted. 
I  summoned  his  keeper  to  my  assist- 
ance, and,  with  the  ordinary  means, 
we  soon  restored  Sir  Henry  to  con- 
I  sciousness. 
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"  Ah !  is  that  you  ?  "  he  exclaimed, 
faintly  smiling,  as  his  eye  fell  upon 
the  keeper.  "I  thought  we  had  parted 
long  ago  1  Why,  where  have  you,  or 
rather  where  have  I  been  ?  '* 

At  length,  with  the  aid  of  a  little 
wine  and  water,  he  recovered  his  self- 
possession. 

"  Heigh-ho !  I  shall  be  fit  for  nothing 
all  the  day,  I  am  afraid  !  So  I  shall 
;o  and  play  at  chess  with  the  king. 
s  his  majesty  at  liberty  ?  " 

My  soul  sunk  within  me;  and  seeing 
he  was  uneasy  at  my  stay,  I  took  my 
leave ;  but  it  was  several  hours  before 
I  quite  recovered  from  the  effects  of 
perhaps  the  most  agitating  scene  I 
ever  encountered.  I  found  it  impos- 
sible to  pay  mypromisedvisittoLady 
Anne  that  evening.  One  such  inter- 
view as  the  above  is  enough,  not  for 
a  day,  but  a  life ;  so  I  despatched  a 
servant  on  horseback  with  a  note, 
stating  t^at  I  should  call,  if  possible, 
the  next  evening. 

Sunday,  Nov.  6. — ^I  determined  to  call 
upon  Sir  Henry  to-day,  to  see  the  effect, 
if  any,  produced  by  our  yesterday's 
conversation.     He  nad  just  returned 

from  hearing  Dr  Y read  prayers, 

and  was  perfectly  calm.  There  was 
no  alteration  in  his  manner ;  and  one 
of  the  earliest  observations  he  made 
was,  "Ah,  doctor,  how  you  deceived 
me  yesterday!  What  could  I  be  think- 
ing of,  not  to  know  that  you  were  re- 
peating, in  another  shape,  the  leading 
incident  in — absolutely  ! — ha,  ha  ! — 
my  own  tale  of  *  The  Pedigree ! '  'Tis 
quite  inconceivable  how  I  could  have 
rorgotten  it  as  you  went  on  ;  but  I 
have  gained  some  valuable  hints  I  I 
shall  now  get  on  with  it  rapidly,  and 
have  it  at  press  as  soon  as  possible.  I 
hope  it  win  be  thought  worthy  by  the 
wbrld  of  the  compliments  you  took 
occasion  to  pay  me  so  delicately  yes- 
terday!" 

I  took  my  leave  of  him,  in  despair. 

On  reaching Hall,  in  the  even- 
ing, I  found  that  the  news,  with  the 
delivery  of  which  I  fancied  myself  spe- 
cially and  exclusively  charged,  had 
by  some  means  or  other  found  its  way 
to  her  ladyship  at  an  early  hour  in  the 
afternoon  of  tne  preceding  day.    She 


had  been  but  slightly  agitated  on  hear- 
ing it ;  and  the  first  words  she  mur- 
mured, were  a  prayer  that  the  Al- 
mighty would  make  the  intelligence 
the  means  of  her  husband^s  restoration 
to  reason ;  but  for  herself  she  express- 
ed perfect  resignation  to  the  Divine 
will,  and  hope  that  the  consolations  of 
religion  might  not  be  withdrawn  from 
her  during  the  little  interval  that  lay 
between  her  and  hereafter.  Surely 
that  pure  prayer,  proceeding  from  the 
depths  of  a  broken  neart,  through  guile- 
less lips,  found  favour  with  her  merci- 
ful Maker.  Surely  it  was  His  influ- 
ence that  diffused  thenceforth  serenity 
and  peace  through  the  chamber  of  the 
dying  sufferer ;  that  extracted  the  keen 
tnorn  of  mental  agony ;  that  healed 
the  broken  spirit,  while  it  gently  dis- 
solved the  elements  of  life — kindling, 
amid  the  decaying  fabric  of  an  earthly 
tabernacle,  that  light  of  faith  and  hope 
which  shines 

*'  Most  vigorous  when  the  body  dies !  *• 

Come  hither  for  a  moment,  ye  that 
doubt,  or  deny  the  existence  of  such 
an  influence;  approach  with  awful 
steps  this  deathbed  chamber  of  youth, 
beauty,  rank  —  of  all  loveliness  in 
womanhood,  and  dignity  in  station — 
hither !  and  say,  do  you  call  this  "  the 
deathbed  of  hope — the  young  spirit's 
grave?"  Who  is  it  that  hath  rolled 
back  from  this  sacred  chamber-door 
the  boisterous  surges  of  this  world's 
disquietude,  and,  "bidden  them  that 
they  come  not  near?" 

It  was  true  that  Lady  Anne  was 
dying,  and  dying  under  bitter  circum- 
stances, as  far  as  mere  earthly  con- 
siderations were  concerned ;  but  was  it 
hard  to  die,  surrounded  by  such  an  at- 
mosphere of  "  peace  that  passeth  un- 
derstanding?" 

I  found  my  sweet  patient  surround- 
ed by  her  sisters,  and  one  or  two  other 
ladies,  and  propped  up  with  pillows  in 
a  sort  of  couch,  drawn  before  the  fire, 
whose  strong  light  fell  fiill  upon  her 
face,  and  showed  me  what  havoc  grief 
had  made  of  her  once  beautiful  fea- 
tures. She  was  then  scarcely  eight- 
and-twenty ;  and  yet  you  might  have 
guessed  her  pearly  forty !    The  light 
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"with  which  her  full  eyes  once  sparkled 
had  passed  away,  and  left  them  sunk 
deep  in  the  sockets,  laden  with  the 
gloom  of  death.  Her  cheeks  were  hol- 
low, and  the  deep  borderin&f  of  her  cap 
added  to  their  wasted  and  shrunken 
appearance.  One  of  her  sisters,  a  very 
lovely  woman,  was  sitting  close  be- 
side her,  and  had  always  been  con- 
sidered her  image ;  alas,  what  a  woeful 
disparity  was  now  visible ! 

Lady  Sarah,  my  patient's  youngest 
sister,  was  stoopmg  down  upon  the 
floor,  when  I  entered,  in  searcn  of  her 
sister's  wedding-ring,  which  had  fallen 
from  a  finger  no  longer  capable  of  fill- 
ing it.  "  You  had  better  wind  a  little 
silk  about  it,"  whispered  Lady  Anne, 
as  her  sister  was  replacing  it  on  the 
attenuated,  alabaster-hued  finger  fi'om 
which  it  had  dropped.  **  I  do  not  wish 
it  ever  to  be  removed  again.  Do  it 
love!"  Her  sister,  in  tears,  nodded 
acquiescence,  and  left  the  room  with 
the  ring,  while  I  seated  myself  in  the 
chair  she  had  quitted  by  her  sister's 
side.  I  had  time  to  ask  only  a  few  of 
the  ordinary  questions,  when  Lady 
Sarah  reappeared  at  the  door,  very 
pale,  and  beckoned  out  one  of  her  sis- 
ters to  communicate  the  melancholy 
intelligence,  that  moment  received, 
that  their  father,  the  old  Earl,  who 
had  travelled  up  from  Ireland,  though 
in  an  infirm  state  of  hei^th,  to  see 
his  dying  daughter,  at  her  earnest  re- 

?uest — nad  expired  upon  the  road! 
n  a  few  minutes,  all  present  had,  one 
by  one,  left  the  room  in  obedience  to 
similar  signals  at  the  door,  and  I  was 
left  alone  with  Lady  Anne. 

"  Doctor,"  said  she  calmly,  "  I  am 
afraid  something  alarming  has  hap- 
pened. See  how  they  have  hurried 
from  the  room!  I  observed  Sarah, 
through  that  ^lass,"  said  she,  pointing 
me  to  a  dressing-glass  that  stood  so  as 
to  reflect  whatever  took  place  at  the 
door.  "  Are  you  aware  of  anything 
that  has  happened?"  I  solemnly  as- 
sured her  to  the  contrary.  She  sighed 
— but  evinced  not  the  slightest  agita- 
tion. 

"  I  hope  they  will  tell  me  all ;  what- 
ever it  is,  I  thank  God  I  believe  I  can 
bear  it !    But,  doctor,"  she  pursued  in 


the  same  calm  tone,  "whatever  that 
may  be,  let  me  take  this  opportunity 
of  asking  you  a  question  or  two  about 
—Sir  Henry.  When  did  you  see  him?" 
i  told  her. 

"  Have  you  much  hope  of  his  case?  " 
— I  hesitated. 

"  Pray,  doctor,  be  frank  with  a  dying 
woman!"  said  she  with  solemnity. 
"  Heaven  will  vouchsafe  me  strength 
to  bear  whatever  you  may  have  to  tell 
me!— How  is  it?** 

"I — I  fear— that  at  present— at 
least,  he  is  no  worsej  and  certainly  far 
more  tranquil  than  formerly." 

"  Does  he  know  of  the  event  of  Sat- 
urd^  ?    How  did  it  affect  him  ?  " 

"fiut  little,  my  lady.  He  did  not 
seem  quite  to  comprehend  it."  She 
shook  her  head  slowly,  and  sighed. 

"  I  hope  your  ladyship  has  received 
consolation  from  the  intelli^nce  ?  " 

"  Alas,  what  should  it  avail  Ttie  I  But 
there  is  my  chUd.  Thank  God,  he  will 
not  now  be — a  beggar !  Heaven  watch 
over  his  orphan  years !  "  I  thought  a 
tear  trembled  in  her  eye,  but  it  soon 
disappeared.  "  Doctor,"  she  added  in 
a  fainter  tone  even  than  before,  for 
she  was  evidently  greatly  exhausted, 
"  one  word  more  I  I  am  afraid  my 
weakness  has  from  time  to  time  occa- 
sioned you  much  trouble — ^in  the  fre- 
quent attempts  I  have  made  to  see  my 
husband — mv  poor  lost  Henry  !  " — 
She  paused  for  several  seconds.  "  But 
the  word  is  spoken  from  on  hi^h ;  I 
shall  never  see  him  again  on  this  side 
the  grave !  I  have  written  a  letter  to 
him,  which  I  wish  to  be  delivered  to 
him  i^er  I  shall  be  no  more,  provided 
— he  be  capable  of-^f  " — again  she 
paused.  "  It  is  lying  in  my  portfeuille 
below,  and  is  sealed  witn  olack.  It 
contains  a  lock  of  my  hair,  and  I  have 
written  a  few  lines— but  nothing  that 
can  pain  him.  Will  you  take  the 
char|;e  of  it  ?  "  I  bowed  in  respectful 
acquiescence.  She  extended  her  wast- 
ed fingers  towards  me,  in  token  of  her 
satisfaction.  I  can  give  the  reader,  I 
feel,  no  adequate  idea  of  the  solemn, 
leisurely  utterance  with  which  all  the 
above  neart- breaking  words  were 
spoken.  In  her  manner  there  was 
tne  profound  composure  of  consciously 
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approaching  dissolution.  She  seemed 
beyond  the  reach  of  her  former  agita- 
tion of  feeling — ^shielded,  as  it  were, 
with  a  merciful  apathy.  I  sat  beside 
her,  in  silence,  for  about  a  quarter  of 
an  hour.  Her  eyes  were  closed,  and  I 
thought  she  was  dozing.  Presently 
one  of  her  sisters,  her  eyes  swollen 
with  weeping,  stepped  softly  into  the 
room,  ana  sat  down  beside  ner. 

"  Who  is  dead,  love  ? "  inquired 
Lady  Anne,  without  opening  her  eyes. 
Her  sister  made  no  reply,  and  there 
was  a  pause.  "  He  would  have  been 
here  before  this,  but  for" — ^muttered 
Lady  Anne,  breaking  off  abruptly.  Still 
her  sister  made  no  reply.  "  Yes — I  feel 
it ;  my  father  is  dead !  "  exclaimed 
Lady  Anne,  adding  in  a  low  tone,  ''*  if 
I  had  but  strength  to  tell  you  of  my 
dream  last  night !  Call  them  all  in — 
call  them  all  in ;  and  I  will  try,  while 
I  have  strength,"  she  continued,  with 
more  energy  and  distinctness  than  I 
had  heard  during  the  evening.  Her 
eye  opened  suddenly,  and  settled  upon 
her  sister. 

"  Do  not  delay — call  them  all  in  to 
hear  my  dream  ! "  Her  sister,  with  a 
surprised  and  alarmed  air,  hastened  to 
do  her  bidding. 

"They  imagine  I  do  not  see  my 
father !  exclaimed  Lady  Anne,  her 
eye  glancing  at  me  with  sudden  bright- 
ness. "  There  he  is — ^he  wishes  to  see 
his  children  around  him,  poor  old 
man !  "  A  faint  and  somewhat  wild 
smile  lit  her  pallid  features  for  a  mo- 
ment. "  I  hear  them  on  the  stairs — 
they  must  not  find  me  thus.  I  am  get- 
ting cold !  "  She  suddenly  rose  from 
the  couch  on  which  she  had  been  re- 
clining, drew  her  dress  about  her,  and 
to  my  great  astonishment  walked  to 
the  bed.  Her  maid  that  moment  enter- 
ed, and  assisted  in  dravring  the  clothes 
over  her.  I  followed,  and  begged  her 
to  be  calm.  Her  pulse  fluttered  fast 
under  my  finger. 

"I  should  not  have  hastened  so 
much, "  said  she  feebly,  "  but  he  is  beck- 
oning to  me ! "  At  this  moment  her 
sisters  entered  the  room.  "  The  lights 
are  going  out,  and  yet  I  see  him!" 
she  whispered  almost  inarticulately. 
"Julia— Sarah— Elizabeth—Elizabeth 


— Eliza— El " — she  murmured ;  her 
cold  hand  suddenly  closed  upon  my 
fingers,  and  I  saw  that  the  brief  strug- 
gle was  over ! 

Her  poor  sisters,  thus  in  one  day 
doubly  bereaved,  were  heart-brokcD. 

What  a  house  of  mourning  was 

Hall!  I  felt  that  my  presence  was  op- 
pressive. What  could  J  do  to  alleviate 
grief  so  profound — to  stanch  wounds 
so  recent !  I  therefore  took  my  leave 
shortly  after  the  decease  of  Lady  Anne. 
As  I  was  walking  down  the  grand 
stair-case,  I  was  overtaken  by  the  nur- 
sfery-maio,  carrying  down  the  little 
orpnan  son  of  her  ladyship. 

"  Well,  my  poor  little  boy,"  said  I, 
stopping  her,  and  patting  the  child  on 
the  cheek,  "  what  brings  you  about  so 
late  as  this?" 

"'Deed,  sir,"  replied  the  woman 
sobbing,  "I  don't  know  what  has 
come  to  Master  Harry  to-night!  He 
was  well  enough  all  dav ;  but  ever 
since  seven  o'clock,  he's  been  so  rest- 
less that  we  didn't  know  what  to  do 
with  him.  He's  now  dozing  and  then 
waking;  and  his  little  moans  are 
very  sad  to  hear.  Hadn't  he  better 
have  some  quieting  physic,  sir  ?  " 

The  child  looked,  indeed,  all  she  said. 
He  turned  from  the  light,  and  his 
little  face  was  flushed  and  feverish. 

"  Has  he  asked  after  his  mamma?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  often — poor  dear  thing ! 
He  wants  to  go  to  her ;  he  says  he  wiU 
sleep  with  her  to-night,  or  he  won't  go 
to  bed  at  all,"  said  the  girl  sobbing ; 
"  and  we  daren't  tell  him  that  —that — 
he's  no  mamma  to  go  to  any  more ! " 

I  thought  of  the  father — then  of 
the  son— then  of  the  precious  link  be- 
tween them  that  lay  severed  and 
broken  in  the  chamber  above:  and 
with  moist  eyes  and  a  quivering  lip, 
kissed  the  child  and  left  the  Hall.  It 
was  a  wretched  November  night.  The 
scene  without  harmonised  with  the 
gloom  within.  The  country  all  around 
was  wrapped  in  a  dreary  winding-sheet 
of  snow ;  the  sleet  came  down  with- 
out ceasing ;  and  the  wind  moaned  as 
it  were  a  dirge  for  the  dead !  Alas  for 
the  dead !  Alas  for  the  early  dead  1 
The  untimely  dead ! 

Alas,  alas,  for  the  Uvingl 
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Tuesday,  Nov.  Sth.—"  On  Sunday, 
the  6th  November,  at  — ^ — Hall,  of  rapid 
decline,  Lady  Anne,  wife  of  Sir  Henry 
Harleigh,  Bart.,  and  third  daughter  of 

the  late  Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of , 

whom  she  survived  only  one  day." 

Such  was  the  record  of  my  sweet  pa- 
tient's death  that  appeared  in  to-day's 
papers.  Alas,  of  what  a  sum  of  woes 
are  these  brief  entries  often  the  expon- 
ents! How  little  does  the  eye  that 
hastily  scans  them,  see  of  the  vast  ac- 
cumulations of  suffering  which  are 
there  too  frequently  represented  1 

This  entry  was  full  tefore  nay  eyes 
when  I  called  to-day  upon  Sir  Henry, 
who  was  busily  engaged  at  billiards 

in  the  public  room  with  Dr  Y . 

He  played  admirably,  but  was  closely 
matched  by  the  doctor,  and  so  eager 
in  the  game,  that  he  had  hardly  time 
to  ask  me  how  I  was.  I  stood  oy  till 
he  had  proved  the  winner,  and  great 
was  his  exultation. 

"  111  play  you  for  a  hundred  pounds, 
doctor !  said  Sir  Henry ;  "  and  give 
you  a  dozen !  " 

"  Have  you  nothing  to  say  to  your 

friend,  Dr ?  "    replied  Dr  Y , 

who  knew  that  I  had  called  for  the 
purpose  of  attempting  to  make  Sir 
Henry  sensible  of  the  death  of  Lady 
Anne. 

"  Oh,  yes !  I'll  play  with  him ;  but 
before  I  lay  odds,  we  must  try  our  skill 
against  one  another.  Come,  doctor," 
extending  the  cue ;  "you  shall  benn! " 

Of  course  I  excused  myself,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  enticing  him  to  his  own 
apartment,  by  mentioning  his  tale  of 
the  "Pedigree." 

"  Ah,  true,"  said  he  briskly ;  "  I'm 
glad  you've  thought  of  it !  I  wish  to 
talk  a  little  to  you  on  the  subject." 

We  were  soon  seated  together  before 
the  fire,  he  with  the  manuscripts  lying 
on  his  knee,  and  telling  me  the  pro- 
gress he  had  made  since  we  had  met. 

"  And  what  have  you  done  with  the 
tffife  f  "  said  I  pointedly. 

"Oh,  Lady  Mary?  Why—let  me 
see.  By  the  way— in  your  version  of 
my  story,  the  otner  day — ^how  did  you 
dispose  of  her  ?  "  he  inquired  curious- 
ly, and  with  a  smile ! 


I  heaved  a  deep  sigh.  "Gad  Almighty 
has  disposed  of  her  since  then,"  said 
I,  looking  him  full  in  the  face.  "  He 
has  taken  her  gentle  spirit  to  him- 
self; she  has  left  a  dreary  world,  Sir 
Henry ! "  He  looked  at  me  with  i^ 
puzzled  air. 

"  I  can't  for  the  life  of  me  make  you 
out,  doctor!  What  do  you  mean? 
What  are  you  talking  of?  Whom  are 
you  confounding  with  my  heroine? 
Some  patient  you  have  just  left?  Your . 
wits  are  wool-gathering ! " 

"  To  be  serious.  Sir  Henry,"  said  I, 
putting  my  handkerchief  to  my  eyes, 
"  I  am  thinking  of  one  who  has  but 
within  this  day  or  two  ceased  to  be  my 

Satient !  Believe  me — ^believe  me,  my 
ear  Sir  Henry,  her  case — very— close- 
ly resembled  the  one  you  describe  in 
your  story!  Oh,  how  sweet — ^how 
beautiful — how  resigned ! " 
^  He  made  no  reply,  but  seemed  con- 
sidering my  words — ^as  if  with  a  refer- 
ence to  his  own  fiction. 

"  I  can  tell  you,  I  think,  something 
that  will  afiTect  you,  Sir  Henry ! "  I 
continued. ' 

".Ay !  What  is  that  ?  What  is  that?  " 

"  She  once  knew  you  I" 

"Knew  me!    What,  intimately?" 

"  Very — vert  !  She  mentioned  your 
name  on  her  deathbed ;  she  uttered  a 
fervent  prayer  for  you  ! " 

"  My  God !  "he  exclaimed,  removing 
his  papers  from  his  knee,  and  placing 
them  on  the  table,  and  turning  full  to- 
wards me,  that  he  might  listen  more 
attentively  to  me ;  "how  astonishing! 
Who  can  it  be  ?  "  he  continued,  putting 
his  hand  to  his  forehead — "  Why,  what 
was  her  name?" 

I  paused,  and  sickened  at  the  con- 
templation of  the  possible  crisis.  "  I 
— ^I — perhaps — ^it  might  not  be  prudent 
to  mention  her  name  " 

"Oh,  do!  do!"  he  interrupted  me 
eagerly — "  I  know  what  you  are  afraid 
of ;  but — honour  I  Her  name  shall  be 
safe  with  me !  I  cannot  be  base  enough 
to  talk  of  it!" 

"Lady  Anne  Htfrleigh! "  I  uttered 
with  a  quivering  lip. 

"Po — po — pohl"  he  stammered, 
turning  pale  as  ashes,  and  trembling 
2b 
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violently.  "What  —  wh — at  do  you 
mean?  Are  you  talking  about  my 
wifer 

"  Yes— your  wife,  my  dear  bereaved 
Sir  Henry !  But  your  little  boy  still 
lives  to  be  a  comfort  to  you ! " 

"  '  the  hoy ! "  said  he,  utter- 

ing, or  rather  gasping  a  violent  impe- 
cation,  continuing,  in  a  swelling  voice, 
his  eye  gleaming  upon  me,  "  You  were 
talking  about  my  tri/e/" 

"For  Heaven's  sake,  be  calm — ^be 
calm — ^be  calm,"  said  I  rising. 

"  Mr  WIFE ! "  he  continued  exclaim- 
ing, not  in  the  way  of  an  inquiry,  but 
simply  shovting  the  words,  while  his 
face  became  transformed  almost  be- 
vond  recognition.  *  «  I  shall, 
however,  spare  the  reader  the  scene 
which  followed.  He  got  calm  and  paci- 
fied by  the  time  I  took  my  leave,  for 
I  had  pledged  myself  to  come  and  play 
a  game  at  billiards  with  him  on  the 
morrow.    On  quitting  the  chamber,  I 

entered  the  private  room  of  Dr  Y ; 

and  while  he  was  putting  some  ques- 
tions to  me  about  Sir  H^ry,  he  sud- 
denly became  inaudible — invisible,  for 
I  was  fainting  with  excitement  and 
agitation,  occasioned  by  the  scene  I 
have  alluded  to.        *        *        * 

"  Depend  upon  it,  my  dear  doctor, 
you  are  mistaken,"  said  l)r  Y ,  pur- 
suing the  conversation,  shortly  after 
I  hsA  recovered,  "  Sir  Henry's  case 
is  by  no  means  hopeless  —  by  no 
means ! " 

"  I  would  I  could  think  so !  If  his 
madness  has  stood  tmo  such  tremend- 
ous assaults  with  impunity,  rely  upon 
it  it  is  impregnable.  It  will  not  be  ac- 
cessible Dy  any  inferior-^nay,  by  any 
other  means  whatever." 

"  Ah,  quite  otherwise  —  experto 
creder  replied  the  quiet  doctor,  help- 
ing himself  to  a  glass  of  wine  ;  "  the 
shocks  you  have  alluded  to  have  really, 
though  invisibly,  shaken  the  fortress ; 
and  now  we  will  try  what  sapping — 
undermining — will  do  —  well  followed 
out  in  figure,  by  the  way,  is  it  not  ? 
But  I'll  tell  you  a  femarkable  case  of 
a  former  patient  of  mine,  which  is  quite 
in  point. 

"  Pray,  forgive  me,  my  dear  doctor 
—pray,  excuse  me  at  present.  I  really 


have  no  heart  to  listen  to  it ;  I  am, 
besides,  all  in  arrear  with  my  day's 
work,  for  which  I  am  quite,  moreover, 
perfectly  unfit,  and  will  call  again  in 
a  day  or  two." 

"  ITimporte — ^Be  it  so— 'twill  not  lose 
by  the  keeping,"  replied  the  doctor, 
good-humouredly ;  and  shaking  him 
by  the  hand,  I  hurried  to  my  chariot, 
and  drove  off.  Experience  had  cer- 
tainly not  sharpenm  the  sensibilities 
ofDrY— ! 

[Bear  with  me,  kind  reader  !  SuflTer 
me  to  lay  before  you  yet  one  or  two 
brief  concluding  extracts  from  this 
mournful  portion  of  my  Diary.  If  your 
tears  flow,  if  your  feelings  are  touched, 
believe  me  it  is  not  with  romance — it 
is  with  the  sorrows  of  actual  life.  "  It 
is  better  to  go  to  the  house  of  mourning, 
than  to  go  to  the  house  of  feasting;  for 
that  is  the  end  of  aU  men— and  the  liv- 
ing wiU  lay  it  to  his  hearty"] 

Nov.  ^th  to  \Uh  inclusive. — Between 
these  periods  I  called  several  times  at 
Somerfield  House,  but  saw  little  alter- 
ation in  Sir  Henry's  deportment  or 
pursuits,  except  that  he  was  at  times, 
I  heard,  very  thoughtful,  and  had  en- 
tirely laid  aside  his  tale — ^taking,  in  its 
place,  to  chess.  He  grew  very  inti- 
mate with  the  crazy  gentleman  before 
mentioned,  who  was  imagined,  both 
by  himself  and  Sir  Henry,  to  be  the 
kmg.      More  than  once  the  keeper 

warned  Dr  Y to  interfere,  for  the 

purpose  of  separating  them,  for  he 
feared  lest  they  should  be  secretly  con- 
certing some  dangerous    scheme   or 

other.  Dr  Y watched  them  closely, 

but  did  not  consider  it  necessary  to  in- 
terrupt their  intercourse,  I  found  Sir 
Henry,  one  evening,  sitting  with  his 
friend,  the  king,  and  their  two  keepers, 
very  boisterous  over  their  wine.  Sir 
Henry  staggered  towards  me,  on  my 
entry,  singing  snatches  of  a  drinking- 
song,  which  were  attempted  to  be  echo- 
ed by  his  majesty,  who  was  plainly 
far  gone.  I  remonstrated  with  the 
keepers,  full  of  indignation  and  alarm 
at  their  allowing  two  madmen  the  use 
of  wine. 

"  Lord,  doctor,"  said  one  of  them 
smiling,  taking  a  decanter,  and  pour- 
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ing  out  a  glass  of  its  contents,  "  taste 
it,  and  see  how  much  it  would  take  to 
intoxicate  a  man." 

I  did — ^it  was  toast  and  water,  of 
which  the  two  lunatics  had  drunk  se- 
veral decanters,  complaining  all  the 
while  of  their  being  allowed  nothing 
but  sherry  I  I  need  hardly  add,  that 
they  had,  in  a  manner,  talked^  and 
laughed,  and  sung  themselves  tipsy ! 
Sir  Henry,  with  a  hiccup — ^whether 
real  or  affected  I  know  not — insisted 
on  my  joining  them,  and  told  his  ma- 
jesty of  the  hoax  I  had  lately  been 
playing  upon  him,  by  "getting  up" 
ni^own  "  tale,"  and  mystifying  him Tby 
telling  it  to  him  of  another.  His  ma- 
jesty shouted  with  laughter. 

Wednesday,  Nov.  16. — This  was  the 
day  appointed  for  the  funeral  of  Ladv 
Anne,  which  I  was  invited  to  attend. 
I  set  apart,  therefore,  a  day  for  that 
melancnoly,  that  sacred  purpose.  I 
was  satisned  that  no  heavier  heart 
could  follow  her  to  the  grave  than 
mine. 

It  was  a  fine  frosty  day.  The  sky 
was  brightly,  deeply  blue,  and  the  glo- 
rious sun  was  there,  dazzling,  but  ap- 
parently not  warming,  the  chilly  eartn. 
As  I  drove  slowly  down  to  the  Hall 
about  noon,  with  what  achin?  eyes 
did  I  see  here  a  scarlet-jacketed  nunts- 
man,  there  a  farmer  at  his  work  whis- 
tling ;  while  the  cheery  sparrows,  flut- 
tering about  the  bare  twigs,  and  chir- 
ruping loudly,  jarred  upon  my  excited 
feelings,  and  brought  tears  into  my 
eyes,  as  I  recollected  the  words  of  the 
Scotch  song. 

Tell  break  my  heart,  ye  merry  birds ! 

In  vain  I  strove  to  banish  the  hideous 
image  of  Sir  Henry  from  my  recollec- 
tion— he  seemed  to  stand  gibbering 

over  the  corpse  of  his  lady !    HaU 

was  a  spacious  building,  and  a  blank  de- 
solate structure  it  looked  from  amidst 
the  leafless  trees — all  its  windows  clos- 
ed— ^nothing  stirring  about  it  but  the 
black  hearse,  mourning  coaches  and 
carriages,  with  coachmen  and  servants 
in  sable  silk  hat-bands.  On  descend- 
ing and  entering  the  Hall,  I  hastened 
out  of  the  gloomy  bustle  of  the  under- 


taker's arrangements  below,  to  the 
darkened  drawing-room,  which  was 
filled  with  the  distinguished  relatives 
and  friends  of  the  deceased — a  silent, 
mournful  throng!  Well,  it  was  not 
long  before  her  remains,  together  with 

those  of  her  father,  the  Earl  of , 

were  deposited  in  the  vault  which  held 
many  members  of  their  ancient  family. 
I  was  not  the  only  one  whose  feelings 
overpowered  him  during  the  ceremony, 
and  unfitted  me,  in  some  measure,  for 
the  duty  which  awaited  me  on  my  re- 
turn, of  ministering  professionally  to 
the  heart-broken  sisters.  Swoons,  hys- 
terics, sobs,  and  sighs,  did  I  move 
amongst  during  the  remainder  of  the 
day ! — Nearly  all  the  attendants  of  the 
funeral  left  tiie  Hall  soon  afterwards 
to  the  undisturbed  dominion  of  solitude 
and  sorrow ;  but  I  was  prevailed  upon 
by  Lord ^,  Lady  Anne's  eldest  bro- 
ther, to  continue  all  night,  as  Lady 
Julia's  continued  agitation  threatened 
serious  consequences. 

It  was  at  a  late  hour  that  we  se- 
parated for  our  respective  chambers. 
That  allotted  to  me  had  been  the  one 
formerly  occupied  by  Sir  Henry  and 
his  lady,  ana  was  a  noble,  but,  to 
me,  gloomy  room.  Though  past  one 
o'clock,  I  aid  not  think  of  getting  in- 
to bed,  but  trimmed  my  lamp,  drew  a 
chair  to  the  table  beside  the  fire,  and 
having  brought  with  me  pen,  ink,  and 
paper,  began  writing,  amongst  other 
things,  some  of  the  memoranda  which 
are  incorporated  into  this  narrative, 
as  I  felt  too  excited  to  think  of  sleep. 
Thus  had  I  been  engaged  for  some 
twenty  minutes  or  half  an  hour,  when 
I  laid  down  my  pen  to  listen  —  for, 
unless  my  ears  had  deceived  me,  I 
heard  the  sound  of  soft  music  at  a 
little  distance.  How  solemn  was 
the  silence  at  that  "  witching  hour  1 " 
Through  the  crimson  curtains  of  the 
window,  which  I  had  partially  drawn 
aside,  was  seen  the  moon,  casting  her 
lovely  smiles  upon  the  sleeping  earth, 
all  quiet  as  in  her  immediate  presence. 
How  tranquil  wa»all  before  me,  how 
mournful  all  within !  The  very  room 
in  which  I  was  standing  had  been  oc- 
cupied, in  happier  times,  by  her  whose 
remains  had  that  day  b^n  deposited 
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in  their  last  cold  resting-place  I  At 
length  more  dreary  thoughts — of  So- 
memeld  —  of  its  wretched  insensate 
tenant,  flitted  across  my  mind.  I 
drew  back  again  the  curtain,  and,  re- 
turning to  the  chair  I  had  quitted, 
resumed  my  pen.  Again,  however, 
I  heard  the  sound  of  music ;  I  lis- 
tened, and  distinguished  the  tones 
of  a  voice,  accompanied  by  a  guitar, 
singing  the  melancholy  air,  "  Charlie 
is  my  darling,"  with  much  simplicity 
and  pathos.  I  stepped  again  to  the 
window,  for  the  singer  was  evidently 
standing  close  before  it.  I  gently 
drew  aside  a  little  of  the  curtain,  and 
saw  two  figures,  one  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, the  other  very  near  the  win- 
dow. The  latter  was  the  minstrel, 
who  stood  exactly  as  a  Spaniard  is 
represented  in  such  circumstances — 
a  short  cloak  over  his  shoulders ;  and 
the  colour  fled  from  my  cheeks,  my 
eyes  were  almost  blincfed,  for  I  per- 
ceived it  was  —  Sir  Henry,  accom- 
panied by  the  wretch  whom  he  treat- 
ed as  "the  king!"  I  stood  staring 
at  him  unseen,  as  if  transfixed,  till 
he  completed  his  song.  He  paused. 
"They  all  sleep  sound,"  he  exclaimed 
with  a  sigh,  looking  up  with  a  mel- 
ancholy air  at  the  windows — "  Wake, 
lady-love,  wake!"  ^He  began  again 
to  strike  the  strings  of  his  ^itar,  and 
was  commencing  a  gay  air,  when  a 
window  was  opened  overhead.  He 
looked  up  suddenly — a  faint  shriek 
was  heard  from  above  —  Sir  Henrj' 
flun^  away  his  guitar,  and,  followed 
by  his  companion,  sprung  out  of  sight 
in  a  moment !  Every  one  in  the  house 
was  instantly  roused.  The  shriek  I 
had  heard  was  that  of  Lady  Elizabeth 
— ^the  youngest  sister  of  Lady  Anne — 
who  had  recognised  Sir  Henry ;  and 
it  was  providential  that  I  happened  to 
be  on  the  spot.  Oh,  what  a  dreadful 
scene  ensued!  Servants  were  sent 
out,  as  soon  as  they  could  be  dressed, 
in  all  directions,  in  pursuit  of  the  fu- 
gitives, who  were  not,  however,  dis- 
covered till  daybreak.  Sir  Henry's 
companion  was  then  found,  lurking 
under  one  of  the  arches  of  a  neigh- 
bouring bridge,  half  dead  with  cold ; 
but  ho  either  could  not,  or  would  not, 


give  any  information  respecting  the 
baronet.  Two  keepers  arrived  post 
at  the  Hall  by  seven  o'clock,  in  search 
of  the  fijgitives. 

It  was  inconceivable  how  the  mad- 
men could  have  escaped.  They  had 
been  very  busy  the  preceding  day 
whispering  together  in  the  garden, 
but  nad  art  enough  to  disarm  any 
suspicion  which  that  circumstance 
might  excite,  by  a  seeming  quarrel. 
Each  retired  in  apparent  anger  to  his 
apartment ;  and  when  the  keepers 
came  to  summon  them  to  supper,  both 
had  disappeared.  It  was  supposed 
that  they  had  mounted  some  of  the 
numerous  coaches  that  traversed  the 
road  adjoining,  and  their  destination, 
therefore,  baffled  conjecture. 

Advertisements  were  issued  in  all 
directions,  offering  a  large  reward  for 
the  capture  of  Sir  Henry — ^but  with 
no  success.  No  tidings  were  received 
of  him  for  upwards  of  a  week ;  when 
he  one  day  suddenly  made  his  ap- 
pearance at  the  Hall,  towards  dusk, 
very  pale  and  haggard — his  dress  in 
a  wretched  state — and  demanded  ad- 
mission of  a  new  porter,  as  the  owner 
of  the  house.  Inquiry  was  soon  made, 
and  he  was  recognised  with  a  shriek 
by  some  of  the  female  domestics.  He 
was,  really,  no  longer  a  lunatic  — 
though  he  was  believed  such  for  se- 
veral days.  He  gave,  however,  un- 
equivocal evidence  of  his  restoration 
to  reason — ^but  the  grief  and  agony 
occasioned  by  discovering  the  deatn 
of  his  lady,  threw  him  into  a  nervous 
fever,  which  left  him,  at  the  end  of 
five  months,  "  more  dead  than  alive." 
Had  I  not  attended  him  throughout, 
I  declare  I  cotdd  not  have  recognised 
Sir  Henry  Harleigh  in  the  haggard, 
emaciated  figure,  closely  muffled  up 
from  head  to  foot,  and  carried  in- 
to an  ample  chariot-and-four,  which 
was  to  convey  him  towards  the  Con- 
tinent. 

He  never  returned  to  England ;  but 
I  often  heard  from  him,  and  had  the 
satisfaction  of  knowing  that  for  seve- 
ral years  he  enjoyed  tolerable  health, 
though  the  prey  of  unceasing  melan- 
choly. The  death  of  his  son,  however, 
which  happened  eight  years  after  the 
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period  when  the  events  above  related 
occurred,  was  a  voice  from  the  grave, 
which  he  listened  to  with  resignation. 
He  died,  and  was  buried  in  Italy,  short- 
Iv  after  the  publication  of  the  first  of 
these  papers.  I  shall  never  forget  that 
truly  amiable,  though  unfortunate  in- 
dividual, whose  extraordinary  suffer- 
ings are  here  telated  under  a  disguise 
ali^olutely  impenetrable  to  more  than 
one  or  two  living  individuals.  They 
will  suffer  the  piK>lic  to  gather,  undis- 


turbed, the  solemn  instruction  which 
I  humbly  hope  and  believe  this  nar- 
rative is  calculated  to  afford,  as  a 
vivid  and  memorable  illustration  of 
that  passage  from  Scripture  already 

? noted,  and  with  which,  nevertheless, 
conclude  this  melancholy  history — 
"And  in  my  prosperity  I  said,  IshaU 
never  he  mewed.  Lord,  by  thy  favour 
thou  hast  made  my  mmintain  to  stand 
strong :  thou  didst  hide  thy  face,  and  I 
was  troubled  !  '* 
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Yet  once  more !   O  ye  laurels,  and  once 

more, 
Ye  myrtles  brown,  with  ivy  never  sere, 
I  come  to  pluck  your  berries  harsh  and 

crude; 
And,  with  forced  finffers  rude, 
Shatter  your  leaves  before  the  mellowing 

year. 
Bitter  constraint  and  sad  occasion  dear, 
Compels  me  to  disturb  your  season  due ! 
For  Lycidas  is  dead,  dead  ere  his  prime- 
Young  Lycidas !  * 

Look,  reader,  once  more  with  the  eye 
and  heart  of  svmpathy,  at  a  melan- 
choly page  in  the  Dook  of  human  life 
— a  sad  one,  indeed,  and  almost  the 
last  that  will  be  opened  by  one  who 
has  laid  several  before  you,  and  is 
about  to  take  his  departure ! 

It  was  pouring  with  rain  one  Wed- 
nesday, in  the  month  of  March  18 — , 
about  twelve  o'clock,  and  had  been 
raining  violently  the  whole  morning. 
Oi^y  one  patient  had  called  upon  me 
up  to  the  hour  just  mentioned— for 
how  could  invalids  stir  out  in  such 
weather  !  The  wind,  was  cold  and 
bitter — the  aspect  of  things  without, 
in  short,  most  melancholy  and  cheer- 

*  Jlilton.— Xycidcw. 


less.  "  There  are  one  or  two  poor  souls," 
thought  I,  with  a  sigh,  as  I  stepped 
from  the  desk  at  which  I  had  been  oc- 
cupied for  more  than  an  hour  writing, 
and  stood  looking  over  the  blinds  into 
the  deserted  and  almost  deluged  streets 
—  "there  are  one  or  two  poor  souls 
that  would  certainly  have  been  here 
this  morning,  according  to  appoint- 
ment, but  for  this  unfriendly  weather. 
Their  cases  are  somewhat  critical — 
one  of  them  especially — and  yet  they 
are  not  such  as  to  warrant  my  ap- 
prehending the  worst.  I  wish,  by 
the  way,  I  had  thought  of  asking 
their  addresses !  Ah !  for  the  future, 
I  will  make  a  point  of  takiug  down 
the  residence  of  such  as  I  may  sus- 
pect to  be  in  very  humble  or  embar- 
rassed circumstances.  One  can  then, 
if  necessary,  call  upon  such  persons — 
on  such  a  day  as  this — at  their  own 
houses.  There's  that  poor  man,  for 
instance,  the  bricklayer — he  cannot 
leave  his  work  except  at  breakfast- 
time — I  wonder  how  his  sick  child 
comes  on !  Poor  fellow !  how  anxious 
he  looked  yesterday,  when  he  asked 
me  what  I  thought  of  his  child !  And 
his  wife  bed-ridden !  Beally  I'd  make 
OOQle 
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a  point  of  calling,  if  I  knew  where  he 
lived !  He  can't  afford  a  coach — ^that's 
out  of  the  question.  Well,  it  can't 
be  helped,  however !  "  With  this  ex- 
clamation,  half  uttered,  I  looked  at  mj 
watch,  rang  the  bell,  and  ordered  the 
carriage  to  be  at  the  door  in  a  quarter 
of  an  hour.  I  was  sealing  one  of  the  let- 
ters I  had  been  writing,  when  I  heard 
a  knock  at  the  street  door,  and  in  a  few 
moments  my  servant  showed  a  lady  in- 
to the  room.  She  was  apparently  about 
four  or  five  and  twenty;  neatly  but  very 
plainly  dressed ;  her  features,  despite 
an  air  of  languor,  as  if  from  recent 
indisposition,  without  being  strictly 
handsome,  had  a  pleasing  expres- 
sion of  frankness  and  spirit,  and  her 
address  was  easy  and  elegant.  She 
was,  however,  evidently  flurried.  She 
''hoped  she  should  not  keep  me  at 
home — she  could  easily  call  again" 

I  begged  her  to  be  seated ;  and, 

in  a  quiet  tone  —  at  the  same  time 
proceeding  with  what  I  was  engaged 
upon,  that  she  might  have  a  moment's 
interval  in  which  to  recover  her  self- 
possession — ^made  some  observations 
about  the  weather. 

"It  is  still  raining  hard,  I  perceive," 
said  I ;  "did  you  come  on  foot  ?  Bless 
me,  madam  —  why,  you  seem  wet 
through !  Pray,  come  nearer  the  fire  "— ^' 
stirring  it  up  into  a  cheerful  blaze — "can 
any  of  the  servants  offer  you  any  assist- 
ance ?    You  look  verjr  chilly  " 

"No,  thank  you,  sir  ;  I  am  rather 
wet,  certainly,  but  I  am  accustomed 
to  be  out  in  the  rain — I  will,  however, 
sit  closer  to  the  fire,  if  you  please,  and 
tell  vou  in  a  few  words  my  errand.  I 
shall  not  detain  you  long,  sir,"  she 
continued  in  a  tone  considerably  more 
assured :  "  the  fact  is,  I  have  received 
a  letter  this  morning  from  a  friend  of 
mine  in  the  country,  a  young  lady, 
who  is  an  invalid,  and  has  written  to 
request  I  would  call  immediately  upon 
some  experienced  physician,  and  ob- 
tain, as  far  as  can  be,  his  real  opinion 
upon  her  case — for  she  fancies,  poor 
girl !  that  they  are  concealing  what 
is  really  the  matter  with  her  r ' 

"Well!  she  must  have  stated  her 
case  remarkably  well,  ma'am,"  said  I 
with  a  smile,  "  to  enable  me  to  give 


anything  like  a  reasonable  guess  at 
her  state  without  seeing  her  " 

"  Oh — but  I  may  be  able  to  answer 
many  of  your  questions,  sir ;  fol*  I  am 
very  well  acquainted  with  her  situa- 
tion, and  was  a  good  deal  with  her  not 
long  ago." 

"  Ah--that's  well.  Then  will  yon 
be  so  kind,"  giving  a  monitory  glance 
at  my  watch,  "  as  to  say  what  you 
know  of  her  case  ?  The  fact  is,  I've 
ordered  the  carriage  to  be  here  in  about 
a  quarter  of  an  hour's  time,  and  have  a 
long  day's  work  before  me !  " 

"  She  is — ^let  me  see,  sir — ^I  should 
say  about  six  years  older  than  myself; 
that  is,  she  is  near  thirty,  or  there- 
abouts. I  should  not  think  she  was 
ever  particularly  strong.  She's  seen, 
poor  thing !  a  good  aeal  of  trouble 
lately."    She  signed. 

"  Oh — ^I  see,  I  understand !  A  little 
diaappointmemi — there's  the  seat  of  the 
mischief,  I  suppose?"  I  interrupted, 
smiling,  and  placing  my  hand  over 
my  heart.  "Isn't  this  really,  iiow,  the 
whole  secret  ?  " 

"  Why— the  fact  is— certainly,  I  be- 
lieve— ^yes,  I  may  say  that  love  has 
had  a  good  deal  to  do  with  her  present 
illness — for  it  is  reaUy  illness  !    She 

has  been  " she  paused,  hesitated, 

and — as  I  fancied — coloured  slightly 
— "  crossed  in  love — yes  !  She  was  to 
have  been — ^Imean — that  is,  she  ouffht 
to  have  been  married  last  autumn,  but 
for  this  sad  affair  " I  bowed,  look- 
ing again  at  my  watch,  and  she  went 
on  more  quickly  to  describe  her  friend  . 
as  being  naturally  rather  delicate — 
"  that  this  *  disappointment '  had  oc- 
casioned her  a  great  deal  of  annoyance 
and  agitation — that  it  had  left  her  now 
in  a  very  low  nervous  way — ^and,  in 
short,  her  friend  suspected  herself  to 
be  falling  into  a  decline.  That  about 
two  months  ago  she  had  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  be  run  over  by  a  chaise, 
the  pole  of  which  struck  her  on  the 
right  chest,  and  the  horses'  hoofs  also 
trampled  upon  her,  but  no  ribs  were 
broken  " 

"  Ah,  this  is  the  most  serious  part  of 
the  story,  ma'am — this  looks  like  real 
illness !  Pray,  proceed  ma'am.  I  sup- 
pose your  friend  after  this  complained 


THE  MERCHANT'S  CLERK. 


391 


of  much  pain  about  the  chest — ^is  it  so? 
Was  there  any  spitting  of  blood  ?  " 

"Yes,  a  little — no— I  mean — let 

me  see  " here  she  took  out  of  her 

pocket  a  letter,  and,  unfolding  it,  cast 
ner  eye  over  it  for  a  moment  or  two, 
as  if  to  refresh  her  memory  by  looking 
at  her  friend's  statement. 

"  May  I  be  allowed,  ma'am,  to  look 
at  the  letter  in  which  your  friend  de- 
scribes her  case  ?  "  I  inquired,  holding 
out  mv  hand. 

"  There  are  some  private  matters 
contained  in  it,  sir,"  she  replied  quick- 
ly; "the  fact  is,  there  was  some  blood- 
spitting  at  the  time,  which  I  believe 
has  not  yet  quite  ceased.'' 

"  And  does  she  complain  of  pain  in 
the  chest  ?  " 

"Yes — particularly  in  the  right  side." 

"  Is  she  often  feveiish  at  night  and 
in  the  morning?" 

"  Yes — very — that  is,  her  hands  feel 
very  hot,  and  she  is  restless  and  irrit- 
able." 

"  Is  there  any  perspiration  ?  " 

"  Occasionally  a  good  deal — during 
the  night." 

"Any  cough?" 

"Yes,  at  times  very  troublesome, 
she  says." 

"  Pray,  how  long  has  she  had  it  ? — 
I  mean,  had  she  it  before  the  accident 
you  spoke  of?  " 

"  I  first  noticed  it — let  me  see— ah, 
about  a  year  after  she  was  married." 

"  After  she  was  married  T^  I  echoed, 
darting  a  keen  glance  at  her.  She 
coloured  violently,  and  stammered  con- 
fusedly  

"  No,  no,  sir — I  meant  about  a  year 
after  the  time  when  she  ea^ectea  to 
have  been  married." 

There  was  something  not  a  little 
curious  and  puzzling  in  all  this.  "  Can 
you  tell  me,  ma'am,  what  sort  of  a 
cou^h  it  is  ?  "  I  inquired,  shifting  my 
chair,  so  that  I  might  obtain  a  dis- 
tincter  view  of  her  features.  She  per- 
ceived what  I  was  about,  I  think — for 
she  seemed  to  change  colour  a  little, 
and  to  be  on  the  verge  of  shedding 
tears.  I  repeated  my  question.  She 
said  that  the  cough  was  at  first  very 
slight ;  so  slight  that  her  friend  had 
thought  nothing  of  it,  but  at  length  it 


became  a  dry  and  painful  one.  She 
began  to  turn  very  pale;  and  a  sus- 
picion of  the  real  state  of  the  case  flash- 
ed across  my  mind. 

"  Now,  tell  me,  ma'am,  candidly— 
confess !  Are  not  you  speaking  oi your- 
self f    You  really  look  ill!" 

She  trembled,  but  assured  me  em- 
phatically that  I  was  mistaken.  She 
appeared  about  to  put  some  question 
to  me,  when  her  voice  failed  her,  and 
her  eyes,  wandering  to  the  window, 
filled  with  tears. 

"  Forgive  me,  sir !  I  am  so  anxious 
about  my  friend," — she  sobbed — "  she 
is  a  dear,  kind,  good  "——her  agita- 
tion increased. 

"  Calm — pray,  calm  yourself,  ma'am 
— do  not  distress  yourself  unneces- 
sarily !  You  must  not  let  your  friendly 
sympathies  overcome  you  in  this  way, 
or  you  will  be  unable  to  serve  your 
friend  as  you  wish — as  she  has  de- 
sired!" 

I  handed  to  her  a  bottle  of  smelling 
salts,  and  after  pausing  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, her  agitation  subsided. 

"Well,*'  she  began  a^ain,  tremu- 
lously, "what  do  you  think  of  her 
case,  sir?'-you  may  tell  me  candidly, 
sir,"  she  was  evidently  making  violent 
struggles  to  conceal  her  emotions — 
"  for  I  assure  you  I  will  never  make 
an  improper  use  of  what  you  may  say 
— indeed  I  will  not! — ^What  do  you 
really  think  of  her  case  ?" 

"  Why — if  all  that  you  have  said  be 
correct,  I  own  I  fear  it  is  rather  a  dis- 
couraging case — certainly,  a  bad  case," 
I  replied,  looking  at  her  scrutinisingly. 
"  You  have  mentioned  some  symptoms 
that  are  very  unfavourable." 
^  "  Do  you — think — her  case  hopdess, 
sir?"  she  inquired  in  a  feeble  tone,  and 
looking  at  me  with  sorrowful  intensity. 

"  Why,  that  is  a  very  difficult  question 
to  answer — in  her  absence.  One  ought 
to  see  her — to  hear  her  tell  her  own 
story — to  ask  a  thousand  little  Ques- 
tions that  cannot  be  answerea  at 
second-hand.  I  suppose,  by  the 
way,  that  she  is  under  the  care  of  a 
regular  professional  man?" 

"Yes,  I  believe  so — no,  I  am  not 
sure, — she  has  been,  I  believe." 

I  now  felt  satisfied  thj^t  she  was 
oyGoOQle 
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speaking  of  herself.  I  paused,  scarce 
knowing  what  to  say.  "  Are  her  cir- 
cumstances easy  ?  Could  she  go  to  a 
warmer  climate  in  the  spring,  or  early 
part  of  the  summer?  1  really  think 
that  change  of  scene  would  do  her 
greater  good  than  anything  I  could 
prescribe  for  her." 

She  sighed.  "  It  might  be  so ;  but 
— ^I  know  it  could  not  be  done.  Cir- 
cumstances, I  believe  " 

"Is  she  living  with  her  family? 
Could  not «%" 

"  Oh  no,  there's  no  hope  fAcre,  sir ! " 
she  replied  with  sudden  impetuosity. 
"  No,  no ;  they  would  see  both  of  us 
perish  before  they  would  lift  a  fin^r 
to  save  us,"  she  added,  with  increasmg 
vehemence  of  tone  and  manner.  "  So 
now  it*s  all  out — ^my  poor,  wretched 
husband ! "  She  became  very  hysteri- 
cal. The  mystery  was  now  dispelled 
— ^it  was  her  husband's  case  that  she 
had  been  all  the  while  inquiring  about. 
I  saw  it  all!  Poor  soul,  to  gain  my 
candid,  my  real  opinion,  she  had  de- 
vised an  artifice,  to  the  execution  of 
which  she  was  unequal,  over-estimat- 
ing her  own  strength,  or  rather  not 
calculating  upon  the  severe  tests  she 
would  have  to  encounter. 

Kinging  the  bell,  I  summoned  a  fe- 
male servant,  who,  with  my  wife  (she 
had  heard  the  sudden  cries  of  my  pa- 
tient), instantly  made  her  appearance, 
and  paid  all  necessary  attentions  to 
the  mysterious  sufferer,  as  sureljr  I 
might  call  her.  The  letter  from  which 
— in  order  to  aid  her  little  artifice — 
she  had  affected  to  read,  had  fallen  up- 
on the  floor.  It  was  merely  a  blank 
sheet  of  paper,  folded  in  the  shape  of 
a  letter,  and  directed,  in  a  lady's  hand- 
writing, to  "  Mrs  Elliott,  No.  5, 

Street."  This  I  put  into  my  pocket- 
book.  She  had  also,  in  falling,  drop- 
ped a  small  piece  of  paper,  evidently 
containing  my  intended  fee,  neatly 
folded  up.  lliis  I  slipped  into  the 
reticule  which  lay  beside  her. 

From  what  scene  of  wretchedness 
had  this  unhappy  lady  come  to  me  ? 

The  zealous  services  of  my  wife  and 
her  maid  presently  restored  my  pa- 
tient, at  least  to  consciousness,  and  her 
first  languid  look  was  one  of  gratitude 


for  their  assistance.  She  then  attempt- 
ed, but  in  vain,  to  speak,  and  her  tears 
flowed  fast.  "Indeed,  indeed,  sir,  I 
am  no  impostor  I  and  ^et  I  own  I  have 
deceived  you!  but  pity  me!  Have 
mercy  on  a  being  quite  forsaken  and 
broken-hearted !  I  meant  to  pay  you 
your  usual  fee,  sir,  all  the  while.  I 
only  wished  to  get  your  true  opinion 
about  my  unhappy  husband.  On,  how 
very,  very,  very  wretched  I  am  !  what 
is  to  become  of  us !  So,  my  poor  hus- 
band— there's  no  hope !  Oh  that  I  had 
been  content  with  iniorance  of  your 
fate!"  She  sobbed  bitterly,  and  my 
worthy  wife  exhibited  so  little  firm- 
ness and  presence  of  mind,  as  she  stood  * 
beside  her  suffering  sister,  that  I  found 
it  necessary  gently  to  remove  her  from 
the  room.  What  a  melancholy  pic- 
ture of  grief  was  before  me  in  Mrs 
Elliott — ^if  that  were  her  name!  Her 
expressive  features  were  flushed,  and 
beaewed  with  weeping ;  her  eyes  swoll- 
en, and  her  darx  hair,  partially  di- 
shevelled, cave  a  wildness  to  her  coun- 
tenance, which  added  to  the  effect  of 
her  incoherent  exclamations — "I  do 
— ^I  do  thank  you,  sir,  for  your  can- 
dour. I  feel  that  you  have  told  me 
the  truth !  But  what  is  to  become  of 
us  ?  My  most  dreadful  fears  are  con- 
firmed! But  I  ought  to  have  been 
home  before  this,  and  am  only  keeping 
you  " 

"Not  at  all,  ma'am — pray  don't" 

"  But  my  husband,  sir,  is  ill — ^and 
there  is  no  one  to  keep  the  child  but 
him.  I  ought  to  have  been  back  long 
ago  .'• "  She  rose  feebly  from  her  chair, 
hastily  readjustedher hair,  and  replaced 
her  bonnet,  preparing  to  go.  She  seem- 
ed to  miss  something,  and  looked  about 
the  floor,  obviously  embarrassed  at 
not  discovering  the  object  of  her  search. 

"  It  is  in  your  reticule,  ma'am,"  I 
whispered — "and,  unless  you  would 
affront  and  wound  me,  there  let  it  re- 
main. I  know  what  you  have  been 
looking  for — hush !  do  not  think  of  it 
again.    My  carriage  is  at  the  door — 

shall  I  take  you  as  far  as Street  ? 

I  am  driving  past  it." 

"  No,  sir,  I  tnank  you ;  but— not  for 
the  world !  My  husband  has  no  idea 
that  I  have  been  here;  he  thinks  I  hare 
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been  only  to  the  druggist.  I  wotild 
not  have  him  know  of  this  visit  on 
any  account.  He  would  instantly  sus- 
pect all."  She  grew  again  excited. 
"  Oh,  what  a  wretch  T  am !  How  I 
must  play  the  hypocrite !  I  must  look 
happy,  and  say  that  I  have  hope  when 
I  am  despairing — and  he  dying  daily 
before  my  eyes!  Oh,  how  terrible 
will  home  be  after  this !  But  how 
long  have  I  suspected  it  all." 

I  succeeded,  at  length,  in  allaying 
her  agitation,  imploring  her  to  strive 
to  regain  her  self-possession  before  re- 
appearing in  the  presence  of  her  hus- 
band. She  promised  to  contrive  some 
excuse  for  summoning  me  shortly  to 
see  her  husband,  as  if  in  the  first  in- 
stance— as  though  it  were  the  first 
time  I  had  seen  or  heard  of  either  of 
them ;  and  assured  me  that  she  would 
call  upon  me  again  in  a  few  days' 
time.  "  But,  sir,  she  whispered  hesi- 
tatingly, as  I  accompanied  her  through 
the  hall  to  the  street  door, "  I  am  reafly 
afraid  we  cannot  afford  to  trouble  you 
often." 

"Madam,  you  will  greatly  grieve 
and  offend  me  if  you  ever  allude  to  this 
again  before  /  mention  it  to  you. — 
Indeed  you  will,  ma'am,"  I  added  ^r- 
emptorily,  but  kindly ;  and  reiterating 
my  injunctions,  that  she  should  let 
me  soon  see  her,  or  hear  from  her 
again,  I  closed  the  door  upon  her,  sa- 
tisfied that  ere  long  would  be  laid  be- 
fore me  another  dark  page  in  the  vol- 
ume of  human  life. 
•  Having  been  summoned  to  visit  a 
patient  somewhere  in  the  neighbour- 

nood  of Street  that  evening — and 

being  on  foot,  it  struck  me,  as  it  was 
beginning  again  to  rain  heavily,  that 
if  I  were  to  step  into  some  one  of  the 
little  shops  close  by,  I  might  be  shel- 
tered awhile  from  the  rain,  and  also 
possibly  gain  some  information  as  to 
the  character  and  circumstances  of  my 
morning  visitor.  I  pitched  upon  a 
small  shop  that  was  "licensed  "  to  sell 
everything,  but  especially  groceries. 
The  proprietor  was  a  little  lame  old  man, 
who  was  busy,  as  I  entered,  making 
up  small  packets  of  snuff  and  tobacco. 
He  allowed  the  plea  of  the  rain,  and 
permitted  me  to  sit  down  on  the  bench 


near  the  window.  A  couple  of  candles 
shed  their  dull  light  over  the  miscel- 
laneous articles  of  minor  merchandise 
with  which  the  shop  was  stuffed.  He 
looked  like  an  old  rat  in  his  hoard. 

He  was  civil  and  communicative; 
and  I  was  not  long  in  gaining  the  in- 
formation I  desired.  He  knew  the 
Elliotts ;  they  lived  at  number  five,  up 
two  pair  of  stairs — ^but  had  not  been 
there  above  three  or  four  months.  He 
thought  Mr  Elliott  was  "  ailing"— and, 
for  the  matter  of  that,  his  wife  didn't 
lo6k  the  strongest  woman  in  the  world. 

"And  pray  what  business,  or  call- 
ing, is  he  ?  "  1  inquired.  The  old  man 
put  his  spectacles  back  upon  his  bald 
wrinkled  head,  and  after  musing  a 
moment,  replied,  "  Why,  now,  I  can't 
take  upon  me  to  say,  precisely  like — 
but  I  tnink  he's  soniething  in  the  city, 
in  the  mercantile  line — at  least  I've 
got  it  into  my  head  that  he  has  been 
such ;  but  he  also  teaches  music,  and 
I  know  she  sometimes  takes  in  needle- 
work." 

"Needlework!  does  she  indeed?" 
I  echoed,  taking  her  letter  from  my 
pocket-book,  and  looking  at  the  beauti- 
ful— ^the  fashionable  hand  in  which 
the  direction  was  written,  and  which, 
I  felt  confident,  was  her  own.  "  Ah  ! 
then  I  suppose  they're  not  over  well 
to  do  in  tne  world?" 
.  "  Why — ^you  a'n't  a-going  to  do  any- 
thing to  them,  sir,  are  you  ?  May  I  ask 
if  you're  a  lawyer,  sir?" 

"No,  indeed,  I  am  not,"  said  I  with 
a  smile — "  nor  is  this  a  writ !  It's  only 
the  direction  of  a  letter,  I  assure  you ; 
I  feel  a  little  interested  about  these 
people ;  at  the  same  time,  I  don't  know 
much  about  them,  as  you  may  perceive. 
Were  not  you  saying  that  you  thought 
them  in  difficulties  ?  " 

"  Why,"  he  replied,  somewhat  reas- 
sured— "maybe  you're  not  far  from 
the  mark,  in  that^  either.  They  deal 
here — and  they  pay  me  for  what  they 
have — but  tteir  custom  a'n't  very 
heavjr!  'Deed  they  has  uncommon 
little  in  the  grocery  way,  but  then  they 
pays  reg'lar — and  that's  better  than 
them  that  has  a  good  deal,  and  yet 
doesn't  pay  at  all — a'n't  it,  sir?"  1 
assented!    "They  used,  when  they 
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first  came  here,  to  have  six-and-six- 
penny  tea,  and  lump  sugar :  but  this 
week  or  two  back  they've  had  only  five- 
and-sixpenny  tea,  and  moist  sugar — 
but  my  five-and-sixpenny  tea  is  an  un- 
common good  article,  and  as  good  as 
many  people's  six-shilling  tea !  only 
smell  it,  sir  1 " — and  whisking  himself 
round,  hebrisklv  dislodged  a  japanned 
canister,  and  whipping  off  the  lid,  put 
a  handful  of  the  contents  into  it.  The 
conclusion  I  arrived  at  was  not  a  very- 
favourable  one — ^the  stuff  he  had  hand- 
ed me  seemed  an  abominable  com- 
pound of  raisin-stalks  and  sloe-leaves. 
"They're  uncommon  economical,  sir," 
he  continued,  putting  back  again  his 
precious  commodity,  "  for  tibey  makes 
two  or  three  ounces  of  this  do  for  a  week 
— unless  they  goes  elsewhere,  which  I 
don't  think  they  do,  by  the  way — and 
I'm  sure  they  oughtn't ;  for,  though  I 
say  it  as  shouldn  t,  they  might  go  far- 
ther and  fare  worse,  and  without  going 
a  mile  from  here  either — hem !  By  the 
way,  Mrs  Elliott  was  in  here  not  an 
hour  ago,  for  a  moment,  asking  for 
some  sago,  because  she  said  Mr  Elliott 
had  taken  a  fancy  to  have  some  sago 
milk  for  his  supper  to-night — ^it  was 
very  unlucky,  I  hadn't  ha&  a  handful 
left !  so  she  was  obliged  to  go  to  the 
druggist  at  the  other  end  of  the  street. 
Poor  thing,  she  looked  so  vexed — ^for 
she  has  quite  a  confidence,  like,  in 
what  she  gets  here  I " 

"  True ! — ^very  likely ! — You  said,  by 
the  way,  you  thought  he  taught  music? 
what  kind  of  music  ?  " 

"  Why,  sir,  he's  rather  a  good  hand 
at  the  flute,  his  landlady  says — ^so  he 
comes  into  me  about  a  month  since, 
and  he  says  to  me,  '  Bennet,'  says  he, 
'  may  I  direct  letters  for  me  to  be  left 
at  your  shop?  I'm  going  to  put  an 
advertisement  in  the  newspaper.' — 
*  That,'  says  I,  *  depends  on  what  it's 
about — what  are  you  advertising  for  ? ' 
(not  meaning  to  be  rude,  hows'ever) 
— and  he  says,  says  he — *  Why,  I've 
taken  it  into  my  head,  Mr  Bennet,  to 
teach  the  flute ;  and  I'm  a-going  to  try 
to  get  some  one  to  learn  it  to.  So  he 
put  the  advertisement  in;  but  he 
didn't  get  more  than  one  letter,  and 
that  brought  him  a  young  lad — ^but  he 


didn't  stay  long.  'Twas  a  beautiful 
black  flute,  sir,  with  silver  on  it ;  for 
Mrs  Hooper,  his  landlady — she's  an 
old  friend  of  my  mistress,  sir — showed 
it  to  us  one  Sunday,  when  we  took  a 
cup  of  tea  with  her,  and  the  Elliotts 
was  gone  out  for  a  walk.  I  don't  think 
he  can  teach  it  now,  sir,"  he  continued, 
dropping  his  voice ;  "  for,  betwixt  you 
and  I,  old  Browning  the  pawnbroker, 
a  little  way  up  on  the  left-hand  side, 
has  a  flute  in  his  window  that's  the 
very  exact  image  of  what  Mrs  Hooper 
showed  us  that  night  I  was  speaking 
of.  You  understand  me,  sir  ? — ^pawned 
— or  sold — ^I'll  answer  for  it — ^a-hem ! " 
"  Ah,  very  probable  —  yes,  very 
likely!"  I  replied,  sighing — ^hoping 
my  gossiping  host  would  go  on. 

"  And  betwixt  you  and  I,  sir,"  he 
resumed,  "  it  wasn't  a  bad  thing  for 
him  to  get  rid  of  it,  either — ^for  Mrs 
Hooper  told  us  that  Mr  Elliott  wasn't 
strong-like  to  play  on  it ;  and  she  used 
to  hear  Mrs  Elliott,  (she  is  an  un- 
common agreeable  young  woman,  sir, 
to  look  at,  and  looks  like  one  that  has 
been  better  off.)  I  was  a-saying,  how- 
ever, that  Mrs  Hooper  used  now  and 
then  to  hear  Mrs  Elliott  cry  a  good 
deal  about  his  playing  on  the  flute, 
and  'spostulate  to  him  on  the  account 
of  it,  and  say,  *  you  know  it  isn't  a 
good  thing  for  you,  dear.' — Nor  was 
it,  sir — the  doctors  would  say ! " 

"  Poor  fellow ! " — ^I  exclaimed  with 
a  sigh,  not  meaning  to  interrupt  my 
companion — "  of  all  things  on  earth  . 
— the/tite/" 

"  Ah ! "  replied  the  worthy  grocer, 
"things  are  in  a  bad  way  when  they 
come  to  that  pass — aren't  they  ?  But, 
Lord,  sir ! "  dropping  his  voice,  and 
giving  a  hurried  glance  towards  a 
door,  opening,  I  suppose,  into  his  sit- 
ting-room— "  there's  nothing  particu- 
lar in  that^  after  all.  My  mistress 
and  I,  even,  have  done  such  things 
before  now,  at  a  push,  when  we've 
been  hard  driven  !  You  know,  sir, 
poverty's  no  sin — is  it?" 

"  God  forbid,  indeed,  my  worthy 
friend ! "  I  replied,  as  a  customer 
entered,  to  purchase  a  modicum  of 
cheese  or  bacon :  and  thanking  Mr 
Bennet  for  his  civility  in  affording 
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Tne  so  long  a  shelter,  I  quitted  his 
shop.  The  rain  continued,  and,  as 
is  usually  the  case,  no  hackney-coach 
made  its  appearance  till  I  was  nearly 
wet  through.  My  interest  in  poor  Mrs 
Elliott  and  her  husband  was  greatly 
increased  by  what  I  had  heard  from 
the  gossiping  grocer.  How  distinctly, 
though  perhaps  unconsciously,  had  he 
sketched  the  downward  progress  of 
respectable  poverty ! — I  should  await 
the  next  visit  of  Mrs  Elliott  with 
some  eagerness  and  anxiety.  Near- 
ly a  week,  however,  elapsed  before  I 
again  heard  of  Mrs  Elliott,  who  called 
at  my  house  one  morning  when  I  had 
been  summoned  to  pay  an  early  visit 
to  a  patient  in  the  country.  After 
having  waited  nearly  an  hour  for  me, 
she  was  obliged  to  leave,  after  writing 
the  following  lines  on  the  back  of  an 
old  letter. 

"  Mrs  Elliott  begs  to  present  her 
respects  to  Doctor  ,  and  to  in- 
form him,  that,  if  quite  convenient  to 
him,  she  would  feel  favoured  by  his 
calling  on  Mr  Elliott  any  time  to-day 
or  to-morrow.  She  begs  to  remind 
him  of  his  promise,  not  to  let  Mr  El- 
liott suppose  that  Mrs  Elliott  has  told 
him  anything  about  Mr  Elliott,  except 
yeneraUy  that  he  is  poorly.  The  ad- 
dress is.  No.  6, Street,  near 

Square." 

About  three  o'clock  that  afternoon, 

I  was  at  their  lodgings  in Street. 

No.  5  was  a  small  decent  draper's 
shop;  and  a  young  woman,  sitting 
at  work  behind  the  counter,  referred 
me,  on  inquiring  for  Mr  Elliott,  to  the 
private  door,  which  she  said  I  could 
easily  push  open — that  the  Elliotts 
lived  on  the  second  floor — but  she 
thought  that  Mrs   Elliott  had  just 

fone  out.  Following  her  directions, 
soon  found  myself  ascending  the 
narrow  staircase.  On  approaching 
the  second  floor,  the  door  of  the  apart- 
ment I  took  to  be  Mr  Elliott's  was 
standing  nearly  wide  open ;  and  the 
scene  which  presented  itself  I  paused 
for  a  few  moments  to  contemplate. 
Almost  fronting  the  door,  at  a  table, 
on  which  were  several  huge  ledgers 
and  account-books,  sat  a  young  man, 
apparently  about  thirty,  who  seemed 


to  have  just  dropped  asleep  over  a 
wearisome  task.  His  left  hand  sup- 
ported his  head,  and  in  his  right  hand 
was  a  pen  which  he  seemed  to  have 
fallen  asleep  almost  in  the  act  of 
using.  Propped  up,  on  the  table,  be- 
tween two  huge  books,  a  little  towards 
hisleft-handside,  sat  a  child,  seemingly 
a  little  boy,  and  a  very  pretty  one,  so 
engrossed  with  some  plaything  or  an- 
other as  not  to  perceive  my  approach. 
I  felt  that  this  was  Mr  Elliott,  and 
stopped  for  a  few  seconds  to  observe 
him.  His  countenance  was  manly, 
and  had  plainly  been  once  very  hand- 
some. It  was  now  considerably  ema- 
ciated,  overspread  with  a  sallow  hue, 
and  wore  an  expression  of  mingled 
pain  and  exhaustion.  The  thin  white 
nand  holding  the  pen,  also  bespoke 
the  invalid.  His  hair  was  rather 
darker  than  his  wife's  —  and  being 
combed  aside,  left  exposed  to  vie^y 
an  ample  well-formed  forehead.  In 
short,  he  seemed  a  very  interesting 
person.  He  was  dressed  in  black, 
his  coat  being  buttoned,  evidently  for 
warmth's  sake ;  for  though  it  was 
March,  and  the  weather  very  bleak 
and  bitter,  there  was  scarce  any  ap- 
pearance of  fire  in  about  the  smallest 
grate  I  ever  saw.  The  room  was 
small,  but  very  clean  and  comfortable, 
though  not  overstocked  with  furni- 
ture—  what  there  was  being  of  the 
most  ordinary  kind.  A  little  noise  I 
made  attracted,  at  length,  the  child's 
attention.  It  turned  round,  started 
on  seeing  a  stranger,  and  disturbed 
its  father,  whose  eyes  looked  sudden- 
ly but  heavily  at  his  child,  and  then 
at  my  approaching  fi^re. 

"rray  walk  in,'  said  he,  with  a  kind 
of  mechanical  civility,  but  evidently 
not  completely  roused  from  sleep — 
"  I — ^I — ^am  very  sorry — the  accounts 
are  not  yet  balanced — ^very  sorry — I 
have  been  at  them  almost  the  whole 
day  " He  suddenly  paused,  and  re- 
collected himself.  He  nad,  it  seems, 
mistaken  me  at  the  moment  for  some 
one  whom  he  had  expected. 

"  Dr ,  "  said  I,  bowing,  and  ad- 
vancing. 

"  Oh  !  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir— Pray 
walk  in,  and  take  a  seat."— I  did  so. 
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— "  I  beliere  Mrs  Elliott  called  upon 
you  this  morning,  sir  ?  I  am  sorry  she 
has  just  stepped  out,  but  she  will  re- 
turn soon.  She  will  be  yery  sorrr  she 
was  not  at  home  when  you  called. 

"  I  should  haye  been  happy  to  see 
Mrs  Elliott — ^but  I  understood  from  a 
few  lines  she  left  at  my  house,  that 
this  yisit  was  to  be  paid  to  yourself— 
is  it  not  so  ?  Can  Ibe  of  any  assist- 
ance?" 

"  Certainly ! "  he  replied  with  a  lan- 
guid air,  "  I  feel  far  from  well,  sir.  I 
haye  been  in  but  middling  health  for 
some  time — ^but  my  wife  thinks  me, 
I  am  sure,  much  worse  than  I  really 
am,  and  frets  herself  a  good  deal  about 
me.'* 

I  proceeded  to  inquire  fully  into  his 
case ;  and  he  showed  yery  great  intel- 
ligence and  readiness  in  answering  all 
my  questions.  He  had,  he  said,  de- 
tected in*himself,  some  years  a^o,  symp- 
toms of  a  liyer  complaint,  which  a  life 
of  much  confinement  and  anxiety  had 
since  contributed  to  aggravate.  He 
mentioned  the  accident  alluded  to  by 
Mrs  Elliott ;  and  when  he  had  conclua- 
ed  a  yery  terse  and  intelligent  state- 
ment of  his  case,  I  had  formed  a  pretty 
decisive  opinion  upon  it.  I  thought 
there  was  a  strong  tendency  to  hepatic 
phthisis,  but  that  it  might,  with  proper 
care,  be  arrested,  if  not  even  overcome. 
I  expressed  myself  in  very  cautious 
terms. 

"  Do  you  really,  candidly  think,  sir, 
that  I  have  a  reasonable  cnance  of  re- 
covering my  health?"  he  inquired  with 
a  sigh,  at  the  same  time  folding  in  his 
arms  his  little  boy,  whose  concerned 
features,  fixed  in  silence — now  upon 
his  father,  and  then  upon  me — as  each 
of  us  spoke,  would  almost  have  led  me 
toimagine  that  he  appreciated  the  grave 
import  of  our  conversation. 

"  Yes — ^I  certainly  think  it  probable 
— yery  probable — that  you  would  re- 
cover, provided,  as  I  said  before,  you 
used  the  means  I  pointed  out." 

"  And  the  chief  of  those  means  are 
— ^relaxation  and  country  air  ?  " 

"  Certainly." 

"  You  consider  them  essential  ?  "  he 
inquired  despondingly. 

"  Undoubtedly.  Repose,  both  bodily 


and  mental — change  of  scene,  fresh  air, 
and  Bome  medical  treatment " 

He  listened  in  silence,  his  eyes  fixed 
on  the  floor,  while  an  expression  of 
profound  melancholy  overspread  his 
countenance.  He  seemed  absorbed 
in  a  painful  reverie.  I  fancied  that  I 
coula  not  mistake  the  subjects  of  his 
thoughts;  and  ventured  to  interrupt 
them,  by  saying  in  a  low  tone — "  It 
would  not  h&very  expensive,  Mr  Elliott, 
after  all " 

"  Ah,  sir — ^that  is  what  I  am  think- 
ing about,"  he  replied  with  a  deep  sigh 
— and  relapsed  into  his  former  troubled 
silence. 

"  Suppose — ^suppose,  sir,  I  were  able 
to  go  into  the  country  and  rest  a  little, 
a  twelvemonth  hence^  and  in  the  mean- 
time attend  as  much  as  possible  to  my 
health — ^is  it  probable  that  it  would  not 
then  be  too  late  ?  " 

**  Oh,  come,  Mr  Elliott—let  us  prefer 
the  sunshine  to  the  cloud,"  said  I  with 
a  cheerful  air,  hearing  a  quick  step  ad- 
vancing to  the  door,  which  was  opened, 
as  I  expected,  by  Mrs  Elliott,  who  en- 
teredL  breathless  with  haste. 

"How  do  you  do,  ma'am — ^Mrs  El- 
liott, I  presume  ?  "  said  I,  wishing  to 
put  her  on  her  guard,  and  prevent  her 
appearing  to  have  seen  me  before. 

"Yes,  sir— Mrs  Elliott,"  said  she, 
catching  the  hint — and  then  turning 
quickly  to  her  husband,  "how  are  you, 
love  ?  I  hope  Henry  has  been  good 
with  you  I " 

"  Very — he's  been  a  very  good  little 
boy,"  replied  Elliott,  surrendering  him 
to  Mrs  Elliott,  whom  he  was  strug- 
gling to  reach. 

"  But  how  are  you,  dear?"  repeated 
his  wife  anxiously. 

"Pretty  well,'  he  replied,  adding 
with  a  faint  smile,  at  the  same  time 
pushing  his  foot  against  mine,  under 
the  table — "As  you  would  have  Dr 

,  he  is  here ;  but  we  can't  make 

out  why  you  thought  fit  to  summon 
him  in  such  haste.' 

"A  very  little  suflfices  to  alarm  a 
lady,"  said  I,  with  a  smile.  "  I  was 
sorry,  Mrs  Elliott,  that  you  had  to  wait 
so  long  for  me  this  morning — I  hope  it 
did  not  inconvenience  you  ?" — ^I  began 
to  think  how  I  should  manage  to  de- 
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cline  the  fee  I  perceived  they  were 
preparing  to  give  me,  for  I  was  oblig- 
ed to  leave,  and  drew  on  my  gloves. 
"  WeVe  had  a  long  tete-h-tete,  Mrs  El- 
liott, in  your  absence.  I  must  commit 
him  to  your  gentle  care — ^you  will 
prove  the  better  physician.  He  must 
submit  to  you  m  everything;  you 
must  not  allow  him  to  exert  himself 
too  much  over  matters  like  these,'* 
pointing  to  the  huge  folios  lying  up- 
on the  table — "  he  must  keep  regular 
hours — and  if  you  could  all  of  you  go 
to  lodgings  on  the  outskirts  of  the 
town,  the  fresh  air  would  do  all  of  you 
a  world  of  good.  You  must  undertake 
the  case,  ma'am — vou  must  really 

pledge  yourself  to  this  " ^the  poor 

couple  exchanged  hurried  glances,  in 
silence.  J3e  attempted  a  smile.  "What 
a  sweet  little  felh)w  is  this ! "  said  I, 
taking  their  little  child  into  my  arms 
— a  miracle  of  neatness  and  cleanli- 
ness— and  affecting  to  be  eagerly  en- 
gaged with  him.  He  came  to  me 
retulily,  and  forthwith  began  an  in- 
comprehensible address  to  me  about 
"  Da— da  "— "  pa^pa  "— "  ma— ma," 
and  other  similarly  mysterious  terms, 
which  I  was  obliged  to  cut  short  bv 

E remising  to  come  and  talk  again  with 
im  in  a  day  or  two.  "Good-day, 
Master  Elliott!"  said  I,  giving  him 
back  to  his  father,  who  at  the  same 
time  slipped  a  guinea  in  my  hand.  I 
took  it  easily.  "  Come,  sirrah,"  said 
I,  addressing  the  child — "  will  you  be 
my  banker  ?^'  shutting  his  little  fingers 
on  the  guinea. 

"Pardon  me — excuse  me,  doctor," 
interrupted  Mr  Elliott,  blushing  scar- 
let, "  this  must  not  be.  I  really  can- 
not"  

"  Ah !  may  I  not  employ  what  banker 
I  like? — ^Well — I'll  hear  what  you  have 
to  say  about  it  when  we  meet  again. — 
Farewell  for  a  day  or  two," — and  with 
these  words,  bowing  hastily  to  Mrs 
Elliott,  who  looked  at  me,  through  her 
tear-filled  eyes,  unutterable  things,  I 
hurried  down  stairs.  It  may  seem 
sufficientlj  absurd  to  dwell  so  long 
upon  the  insignificant  circumstance  of 
declining  a  fee — a  thing  done  by  my 
brethren  daily— often  as  a  matter  of 
coarse — ^but  it  is  a  matter  that  has 


often  occasioned  me  no  inconsiderable 
embarrassment.  'Tis  really  often  a  dif- 
ficult thing  to  refuse  a  fee  proffered  by 
those  one  Knows  to  be  unable  to  afford 
it,  so  as  not  to  make  them  feel  uneasy 
under  the  sense  of  an  obligation — to 
wound  delicacy  or  offend  an  honour- 
able pride.  I  had,  only  a  few  days  be- 
fore, by  the  way,  fdmost  CLshed  for  my 
guinea  from  a  gentleman  worth  many 
thousands  a-year,  and  who  dropped  the 
fee  into  my  hand  as  though  it  were 
some  of  his  heart's  blood. 

I  had  felt  much  gratified  with  the 
appearance  and  manners  of  Mr  and 
Mrs  Elliott,  and  disposed  to  cultivate 
their  acquaintance.  Both  were  evi- 
dently oppressed  with  melancholy, 
which  was  not,  however,  sufficient  to 
prevent  my  observing  the  simplicity 
and  manliness  of  the  husband,  the 
sweetness  and  frankness  of  the  wife. 
How  her  eves  devoured  him  with  fond 
anxiety !  Often,  while  conversing  with 
them,  a  recollection  of  some  of  the 
touching  little  details  communicated 
by  their  garrulous  grocer  brought  the 
tears  for  an  instant  to  mv  eyes.  Pos- 
sibly poor  Mrs  Elliott  had  been  absent, 
either  seeking  employment  for  her 
needle,  or  taking  home  what  she  had 
been  engaged  upon — both  of  them  thus 
labouring  to  support  themselves  by 
means  to  which  «Ae,  at  least,  seemed 
utterly  unaccustomed,  as  far  as  one 
could  jud^  firom  her  demeanour  and 
conversation.  Had  they  pressed  me 
much  longer  about  accepting  my  fee, 
I  am  sure  I  should  have  acted  fool- 
ishlv;  for  when  I  held  their  ^inea  in 
my  hand,  the  thoughts  of  their  weekly 
allowance  of  an  ounce  or  two  of  tea — 
their  brown  sugar — ^his  pawned  flute 
— almost  determined  me  to  defy  all 
delicacy,  and  return  them  their  guinea 
doublea.  I  could  enter  into  every  feel- 
ing, I  thought,  which  agitated  their 
hearts,  and  appreciate  the  despond- 
ency, the  hopelessness  with  which 
they  listened  to  my  mention  of  the 
indispensable  necessity  of  change  of 
scene  and  repose.  Probably,  while  I 
was  returning  home,  they  were  min- 
gling bitter  tears  as  they  owned  to  one 
another  the  impossibility  of  adopting 
my  suggestions;  he  feeling  ana  she 
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fearing — neither,  however,  daring  to 
express  it — that  his  days  were  num- 
bered— ^that  he  must  toil  to  the  last  for 
a  scanty  livelihood — and  even  then 
leave  his  wife  and  child,  it  seemed  but 
too  probable,  destitute — ^that,  in  the 
sorrowful  language  of  Bums, 

Still  caring,  despairing 
Must  be  his  bitter  doom ; 

His  woes  here,  will  close  ne'er 
But  with  the  dosing  tomb.* 

I  felt  sure  that  there  was  some  se- 
cret and  grievous  source  of  misery  in 
the  background,  and  often  thought  of 
the  expressions  she  had  frantically  ut- 
tered when  at  my  house.  Had  either 
of  them  married  against  the  wishes  of 
a  proud  and  unrelenting  family?  Little 
did  I  think  that  I  had,  on  that  very 
day  which  first  brought  me  acquainted 
with  Mrs  Elliott,  paid  a  professional 
visit  to  one  fearfully  implicated  in  the 
infliction  of  their  present  sufferings ! — 
But  I  anticipate. 

I  n^ed  not  particularise  the  steps  by 
which  I  became  at  length  familiany  ac- 
quainted with  Mr  and  Mrs  Elliott.  I 
found  them  for  a  long  while  extreme- 
ly reserved  on  the  subject  of  their  cir- 
cumstances, except  as  far  as  an  ac- 
knowledgment that  their  pecuniary 
resources  were  somewhat  precarious. 
He  was,  or  rather,  it  seemed,  had  been, 
a  clerk  in  a  merchant's  counting-house; 
but  ill-health  obliged  him  at  length  to 
quit  his  situation,  and  seek  for  such 
occasional  employment  as  would  ad- 
mit of  being  attended  to  at  his  own 
lodgings.  His  labours  in  this  way 
were,  I  perceived,  notwithstanding  my 
injunctions  and  his  promises,  of  the 
most  intense  and  unremitting,  and,  I 
feared,  ill -requited  description.  But 
with  what  heart  could  I  continue  my 
remonstrances,  when  I  felt  convinced 
that  thus  he  must  toil,  or  starve  ?  She 
also  was  forced  to  contribute  her  ef- 
forts towards  their  support,  as  I  often 
saw  her  eagerly  and  rapidly  engaged 
upon  dresses  and  other  articles  too 
splendid  to  be  for  her  own  use.  I  could 
not  help,  one  day,  in  the  fullness  of  my 
heart,  seeing  her  thus  engaged,  telling 
her  that  I  had  in  early  days,  since  my 

*  Despondency,  oa  Odo. 


marriage,  seen  my.  wife  similarly  en- 
gaged. She  looked  at  me  with  surprise 
for  a  few  moments,  and  burst  into  tears. 
She  forced  off  her  rising  emotions ;  but 
she  was  from  that  moment  aware  that 
I  fully  saw  and  appreciated  her  situa- 
tion. It  was  on  a  somewhat  similar 
occasion  that  she  and  her  husband 
were  at  length  induced  to  tell  me  their 
little  history;  and  before  giving  the 
reader  an  account  of  what  fell  under 
my  own  personal  observation,  I  shall 
lay  before  him,  in  my  own  way,  the 
substance  of  severahpainfuUy  interest- 
ing conversations  with  this  most  un- 
fortunate couple.  Let  not  the  ordinary 
reader  spurn  details  of  everyday  life, 
such  as  will  here  follow : 
Nor  grandeur  heat  with  a  disdainful  smile 
The  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor! 

Owing  to  a  terrible  domestic  cala- 
mity, it  became  necessary  that  Henry 
Elliott,  an  only  son,  educating  at  Ox- 
ford, and  destined  for  the  army,  should 
suddenly  quit  the  University,  and  seek 
a  livelinood  by  his  own  exertions  in 
London.  The  event  which  occasioned 
this  sudden  blight  to  his  prospects, 
was  the  suicide  of  his  father.  Major 
Elliott,  whose  addiction  to  gambling 
having  for  a  long  time  seriously  em- 
barraiased  his  affairs,  and  nearly  broken 
the  heart  of  his  wife,  at  length  led  him 
to  commit  the  fatal  act  above  spoken 
of.  His  widow  survived  the  shock 
scarce  a  twelvemonth,  and  her  unfor- 
tunate son  was  then  left  alone  in  the 
world,  and  almost  entirely  destitute. 
The  trifling  sum  of  ready  money  which 
remained  in  his  possession,  after  bury- 
ing his  mother,  was  exhausted,  and  the 
scantv  pittance  afforded  by  relatives 
withdrawn,  on  the  ground  that  he 
ought  now  to  support  himself,  when 
his  occasional  inquiries  after  a  situa^ 
tion  at  length  led  to  the  information 
that  there  was  a  vacancy  for  an  outer- 
clerk  in  the  great  house  of  Hillary, 
Hungate,  and  Company,  MincingLane, 
in  the  City.  He  succeeded  in  satisfjr- 
ing  the  junior  partner,  after  submit- 
ting to  sundry  humiliating  inquiries, 
of  his  respectability  and  trustworthi- 
ness ;  and  he  was  forthwith  received 
into  the  establishment,  at  a  salary  of 
£60  per  annum. 
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.  It  was  a  sad  day  for  poor  Elliott  when 
he  sold  off  almost  all  nis  college  books, 
and  a  few  other  remnants  of  gay  and 
happv  days,  gone  by  probably  for  ever, 
for  the  purpose  of  equipping  himself 
becomingly  for  his  new  and  humble 
functions.     He   wrote    an    excellent 
hand ;  and  being  of  a  decided  mathe< 
matical  turn,  the  arithmetic  of  the 
counting-house  was  easily  mastered. 
What  dismal  drudgery  had  he  hence- 
forth daily  to  undergo !    The  tyranny 
of  the  upper  clerks  reminded  him, 
with  a  pang,  of  the  petty  tyranny  he 
had  both  experienced  and  inflicted  at 
the  public  school  where  he  had  been 
educated.  How  infinitely  more  galling 
and  intolerable  was  his  present  bond- 
age !    Two-thirds  of  the  day  he  was 
kept  constantly  on  foot,  hurrying  from 
place  to  place,  with  bills,  letters,  &c., 
and  on  other  errands ;  and — especially 
on  the  foreign  post  nights—he  was 
detained  slaving  sometimes  till  nine 
or  ten  o'clock  at  night,  copying  letters, 
and  assisting  in  making  entries  and 
balancing  accounts,  till  Ms  pen  almost 
dropped  from  his  wearied  fingers.  He 
was  allowed  an  hour  in  the  middle  of 
the  day  for  dinner — and  even  this 
little  interval  was  often  broken  in 
upon  to  such  an  extent  as  proved 
seriously  prejudicial   to   his   health. 
After  all  the  labours  of  the  day,  he 
had  to  trudge  from  Mincing  Lane, 
along  the  odious  City  Koad  up  to 
almost  the    extremity  of  Islington, 
where  were  situated  his  lodgings — i.  6., 
a  little  back  bedroom,  on  the  third 
floor,  serving  at  once  for  his  sitting 
and  sleeping  room,  and  for  the  use  of 
which  he  paid  at  the  rate  of  seven 
shillings  Srweek,  exclusive  of  extras. 
Still  he  conformed  to  his  cheerless  lot, 
calmly  and  resolutely — with  a  true 
practical  stoicism  that  did  him  honour. 
His  regular  and  frugal  habits  enabled 
him  to  subsist  upon  his  scanty  ssdary 
with  decency,  if  not  comfort,  and  with- 
out running  into  debt — that  infallible 
destructive  of  all  peace  of  mind  and 
self-respect  I    His  sole  enjoyment  was 
an  occasional  hour  in  the  evening, 
spent  in  reading,  and  retracing  some 
of  his  faded  acquisitions  in  mathe- 
matics.   Though  a  few  of  his  asso* 


ciates  were  piqued  at  what  they  con- 
sidered his  sullen  and  inhospitable 
disposition,  yet  his  obliging  manners, 
his  easy  but  melancholy  deportment, 
his  punctuality  and  exactitude  in  all 
his  engagements,  soon  gained  him  the 
good- will  of  his  brethren  in  the  ofiice, 
and  occasionally  even  an  indication  of 
satisfaction  on  the  part  of  some  one 
of  his  august  employers.  Thus,  at 
length,  Elliott  overcame  the  numerous 
deaagrimena  of  his  altered  situation, 
seeking  in  constant  employment  to  for- 
get both  the  gloom  and  gaieties  of  the 
past.  Two  or  three  years  passed  over, 
Elliott  continuing  thus  steadily  in  his 
course ;  and  his  salary,  as  a  proof  of 
the  approbation  of  his  employers,  had 
been  annually  increased  by  £10  till 
he  was  placed  in  comparative  afflu- 
ence by  the  receipt  of  a  salary  of  £90. 
His  severe  exertions,  however,  insen- 
sibly impaired  a  constitution  never 
very  vigorous,  and  he  bore  with  many 
a  fit  of  indisposition,  rather  than  incur 
the  expense  of  medical  attendance.  It 
may  be  added,  that  Elliott  was  a  man 
of  gentlemanly  exterior,  and  engag- 
ing deportment — and  then  let  us  pass 
to  a  very  different  person. 

Mr  Hillary,  the  head  of  the  firm,  a 
man  of  very  great  wealth,  had  risen 
from  being  a  mere  errand-boy  to  his 
present  eminence  in  the  mercantile 
world,  through  a  rare  combination  of 
good  fortune  with  personal  merit — 
meritf  as  far  as  concerns  a  talent  for 
business,  joined  with  prudence  and 
enterprise.  If  ever  there  came  a  man 
within  the  terms  of  Burke's  famous 
philippic,  it  was  Mr  Hillary.  His 
only  object  was  money-making;  he 
knew  nothing,  cared  for  nothing  be- 
yond it ;  till  the  constant  contem- 
Slation  of  his  splendid  gains,  led  his 
esires  into  the  train  of  personal  ag- 
grandisement. With  the  instinctive 
propensities  of  a  low  and  coarse  mind, 
he  became  as  tyrannical  and  insolent 
in  success,  as  in  adversity  he  had  been 
mean  and  abject.  No  spark  of  gen- 
erous or  worthy  feeling  had,  indeed, 
ever  been  struck  from  the  flinty  heart 
of  Jacob  Hillary,  of  the  firm  of  Hil- 
lary, Hungate,  and  Company  ! — He 
was  the  idol  of  a  constant  throng  of 
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wealth  -  worshippers  ;  to  everybody 
else,  he  was  an  object  either  of  con- 
tempt or  terror.  He  had  married 
the  widow  of  a  deceased  partner,  by 
whom  he  had  had  several  children,  of 
whom  one  only  lived  beyond  infancjr ; 
a  generous,  high-spirited,  enthusiastic 

firl,  whom  her  purse-proud  father  had 
estined,  in  his  own  weak  and  vain 
ambition,  to  become  the  wearer  of  a 
coronet.  On  this  dazzling  object  were 
Mr  Hillary's  eyes  fixed  with  unwav- 
ering earnestness ;  he  desired  and 
longed  to  pour  the  tide  of  his  gold 
through  the  channel  of  a  peerage. 
In  person,  Mr  Hillary  was  of  the 
middle  size,  but  gross  and  corpulent. 
There  was  no  intellect  in  his  snining 
bald  head,  fringed  with  bristling  white 
hair — ^nor  was  there  any  expression 
'  in  his  harsh  and  coarse  features  but 
such  as  faithfully  adumbrated  his  cha- 
racter as  above  described. 

This  was  the  individual  who,  in 
stepping  one  morning  rather  hastily 
from  his  carriage,  at  his  counting- 
house  door  in  Mincing  Lane,  fell  from 
the  carriage  step,  most  severely  in- 
juring his  right  ankle  and  shoulder. 
The  injuries  he  received  upon  this 
occasion  kept  him  confined  for  a  long 
period  to  his  bed,  and  for  a  still  longer 
to  an  easy-chair,  in  the  back  drawing- 
room  of  his  spacious  mansion  near 
Highbury.  As  soon  as  he  was  able 
to  attend  to  business,  he  issued  orders 
that,  as  Elliott  was  the  clerk  whose 
residence  was  nearest  to  Bullion 
House,  he  should  attend  him  every 
morning  for  an  hour  or  two  on  mat- 
ters of  business,  carrying  Mr  Hil- 
lary's orders  to  the  City,  and  espe- 
cially bringing  him,  day  by  day,  in  a 
sealed  envelope,  his  haflcer's  booh  !  A 
harassing  post  this  proved  for  poor 
Elliott.  Severe  discipline  had  trained 
his  temper  to  bear  more  than  most 
men;  and  on  these  occasions  it  was 
tried  to  the  uttermost.  Mr  Hillary's 
active  and  energetic  mind,  kept  thus 
in  comparative  and  compulsory  seclu- 
sion from  the  only  concerns  he  cared 
for,  or  that  could  occupy  it — always 
excepting  the  one  great  matter  already 
alluded  to — ^his  imperious  and  irritable 
temper  became  almost  intolerable.  El- 1 


liott  would  certainly  have  thrown  up 
his  employment  under  Mr  Hillary  in 
disgust  and  despair,  had  it  not  been 
for  one  circumstance — the  presence 
of  Miss  Hillary — whose  sweet  appeal- 
ing looks  day  after  day  melted  away 
the  resolution  with  which  Elliott 
every  morning  came  before  her  chol- 
eric and  overbearing  father,  although 
they  could  not  mitigate  that  father's 
evil  temper,  or  prevent  its  manifes- 
tations. He  insisted  on  her  spend- 
ing the  greater  part  of  every  day  in 
his  presence,  nor  would  allow  her  to 
q^uit  it  even  at  the  periods  when  El- 
liott made  his  appearance.  The  first 
casual  and  hasty  glance  that  he  direct- 
ed towards  her,  satisfied  him  that  he 
had,  in  earHer  and  happy  days,  been 
several  times  in  general  society  with 
her — her  partner  even  in  the  dance. 
NoWj  however,  he  dared  not  venture 
to  exhibit  the  slightest  indication  of 
recognition ;  and  she,  if  struck  by 
similar  recollections,  thought  fit  to 
conceal  them,  and  behave  precisely 
as  though  she  then  saw  and  heard  of 
Mr  Elliott  for  the  first  time  in  her  life. 
He  could  not,  of  course,  find  fault  with 
her  for  this ;  but  he  felt  it  deeply  and 
bitterly.  He  little  knew  how  much 
he  wronged  her!  She  instantly  re- 
collected him  —  and  it  was  only  the 
dread  of  her  father  that  restrained 
her  from  a  friendly  greeting.  Having- 
once  adopted  such  a  line  of  conduct^ 
it  became  necessary  to  adhere  to  it — 
and  she  did.  ^  But  could  she  prevent 
her  heart  going  out  in  sympathy  to- 
wards the  poor,  friendless,  unoffend- 
ing clerk,  whom  her  father  treated 
more  like  a  mere  menial  than  a^  re- 
spectable and  confidential  servant — 
him  whom  she  knew  to  be 

Fallen,  &Ilen,  fallen,  fallen. 
Fallen  from  his  high  estate? 

Every  day  that  she  saw  him,  her 
woman's  heart  throbbed  with  pity  to- 
wards him ;  and  pity  is  indeed  akin 
to  love.  How  favourably  for  him  did 
his  temper  and  demeanour  contrast, 
in  her  eyes,  with  those  of  her  father ! 
— ^And  she  saw  him  placed  daily  in  a 
situation  calculated  to  exhibit  his  real 
character — ^his  disposition,  whether  for 
good  or  evil.    The  fact  was,  that  he 
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bad  become  an  object  of  deep  interest 
—even  of  love — ^to  ber,  long  oefore  tbe 
tbougbt  bad  ever  occurred  to  bim  tbat 
sbe  viewed  bim,  from  day  to  day,  witb 
feelings  different  from  tbose  witb  wbicb 
sbe  would  look  at  tbe  sei-vant  tbat  stood 
at  ber  father's  sideboard,  at  dinner.  His 
mind  was  kept  constantly  occupied  by 
bis  impetuous  employer,  and  bis  hun- 
dred questions  about  evervtbing  tbat 
bad  or  bad  not  bappenea  every  day 
in  tbe  City.  Thus  for  nearly  three 
months  had  these  unconscious  lovers 
been  brought  daily  for  an  hour  or  two 
into  each  other's  presence.  He  had  little 
idea  of  tbe  exquisite  pain  occasioned 
Miss  Hillary  by  her  father's  harsh  and 
unfeeling  treatment  of  him,  nor  of  tbe 
many  timid  attempts  she  made,  in  his 
absence,  to  prevent  the  recurrence  of 
such  treatment ;  and  as  for  tbe  great 
man,  Mr  Hillary,  it  never  crossed  his 
mind  as  being  possible  tbat  two  young 
hearts  could  by  any  means,  when  in 
different  stations  of  society,  one  rich, 
the  other  poor,  be  warmed  into  a  feel- 
ing of  regard,  and  even  love  for  one 
another. 

One  afternoon  Elliott  was  obliged 
to  come  a  second  time  tbat  day  from 
the  City,  bearing  important  despatches 
from  Mincing  Lane  to  Mr  Hillarv,  who 
was  sitting  in  his  invalid  chair,  flanked 
on  one  hand  by  his  daughter,  and  on  the 
other  by  a  little  table  on  which  stood 
wine  and  fruit.  Poor  Elliott  looked, 
as  well  he  might,  exhausted  with  bis 
long  and  rapid  walk  through  the  fervid 
sunshine. 

"  Well,  sir — ^what  now  ?  "  said  ber 
father  quickly  and  peremptorily,  at 
the  same  time  eagerly  stretcning  forth 
his  hand  to  receive  a  letter  which  El- 
liott had  presented  to  bim. 

"  Humph !  Sit  down  there,  sir,  for 
a  few  minutes ! "  Elliott  obeyed.  Miss 
Hillary,  who  had  been  reading,  touch- 
ed witn  Elliott's  pale  and  weaned  look, 
whispered  to  her  father — "  Papa — Mr 
Elliott  looks  dreadfully  tired ;  may  I 
offer  him  a  glass  of  wine  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  replied  Mr  Hillary  hast- 
ily, without  removing  his  eyes  from 
the  letter  he  bad  that  instant  opened. 
Miss  Hillary  instantly  poured  out  a 


glass  of  wine ;  and  as  Elliott  approach- 
ed to  take  it  from  the  table,  with  a 
respectful  bow,  bis  eye  encountered 
hers,  which  was  instantly  withdrawn 
— ^but  not  before  it  had  cast  a  glance 
upon  him,  tbat  electrified  bim ;  that 
fell  suddenljr  like  a  spark  of  iiro  amid 
the  combustible  feelings  of  a  most  sus- 
ceptible but  subdued  heart.  It  fixed 
the  fate  of  their  lives.  The  train  so 
long  laid  had  been  at  length  unexpect* 
edly  ignited,  and  the  confounded  clerk 
returned,  or  rather  staggered  towards 
his  chair,  fancying  that  everything  in 
tbe  room  was  whirling  around  bim.  It 
was  well  for  both  of  them  tbat  Mr  Hil- 
lary was  at  that  eventful  moment  ab- 
sorbingly engaged  witb  a  letter  an- 
nouncing the  sudden  arrival  of  three 
ships  with  large  cargoes  of  an  article 
of  wbicb  he  had  been  attempting  a 
monopoly,  and  in  doing  so  bad  sunk 
a  very  large  sum  of  ready  money.  In 
vain  did  tbe  conscious  and  confused 
g^rl — confused  as  Elliott — remove  ber 
chair  to  the  window,  witb  her  back 
turned  towards  him,  and  attempt  to 
proceed  witb  the  book  sbe  bad  been 
reading.  Her  head  seemed  in  a  whirl- 
pool. 

"Gret  me  my  desk,  Mary,  imme- 
diately," said  ber  father  suddenly. 

"No,  indeed,  papa,  you. didn't,'*  re- 

Elied  Miss  Hillary,  as  suddenly,  for 
er  father's  voice  had  recallea   ber 
from  a  strange  reverie. 

"My  desk,  Mary — ^my  desk,  d'ye 
hear?  '  repeated  ber  father,  in  a  per- 
emptory manner,  still  conning  over 
tbe  letter  which  told  him,  in  effect, 
that  he  would  return  to  bed  tbat  night 
four  or  five  thousand  pounds  poorer 
than  be  bad  risen  from  it — ignorant, 
however,  that  within  tbe  last  few 
moments,  in  bis  very  presence,  bad 
happened  that  wbicb  was  to  put  an 
end  for  ever  to  all  his  vain  and  gaudy 
dreams  of  a  coronet  glittering  upon 
his  daughter's  brow ! 

Miss  Hillary  obeyed  her  father's 
second  orders,  carefully  looking  in 
every  direction  save  tbat  in  which  sbe 
would  have  encountered  Elliott ;  and 
whispering  a  word  or  two  into  her  fa- 
ther's ear,  quitted  the  room.  Elliott's 
2c 


Digitized  by 


Google 


40S 


DURY  OF  A  LATE  PHYSICTAK. 


heart  was  beatine  quickly  when  the 
harsh  tones  of  Mr  Hillary,  who  had 
worked  himself  into  a  very  yiolent 
humour,  fell  upon  his  ear,  directing 
him  to  return  immediately  to  the  Cit^, 
and  say  he  had  no  answer  to  send  till 
the  morning,  when  he  was  to  be  in 
attendance  at  an  early  hour. 

Scarcely  knowing  whether  he  stood 
on  his  head  or  his  heels,  Elliott  hur- 
riedly bowed,  and  withdrew.  Borne 
alon^  on  the  current  of  his  tumultuous 
emotions,  he  seemed  to  fly  down  the 
swarming  City  Road;  and  when  he 
reached  the  dull  dingr  little  back 
counting-house  where  ne  was  to  be 
occupied  till  a  late  hour  of  the  night, 
he  found  himself  not  in  the  fittest 
humour  in  the  world  for  his  task. 
Oouldhe  possibly  be  mistaken  in  in- 
terpreting Miss  Hillary's  look  ?  Was 
it  not  corroborated  by  her  subsequent 
conduct  ?  And,  by  the  way,  now  that 
he  came  to  glance  backwards  into  the 
two  or  three  months  during  which  he 
had  been  almost  daily  in  her  presence, 
divers  little  incidents  started  up  into 
his  recollection,  all  tendiclg  the  same 
wdy.  "  Heigh-ho !  "  exclaimed  Elliott, 
laying  down  his  yet  unused  pen,  after 
a  long  and  bewildering  reverie,  "I 
wonder  what  Miss  Hillary  is  thinking 
about !  Surely  I  have  had  a  kind  of 
day-dream !  It  can't  have  really  hap- 
pened! And  yet,  how  could  there 
nave  been  a  mistake  ?  Heaven  knows, 
I  had  taken  nothing  to  excite  or  dis- 
order me — except,  perhaps,  my  long 
walk !  Here's  a  coup  de  aohU  "by  the 
way,  with  a  witness!  but  only  to 
think  of  it — Miss  Hillary,  daughter  of 
Jacob  Hillary,  Esq. — ^in  love  with — 
^n  under-clerk  of  her  father — ^poh !  it 
will  never  do !  lUl  think  of  it  to- 
morrow morning."  Thus  communed 
Elliott  with  himself,  by  turns  writing, 
pausing,  and  soliloquising,  till  the 
lateness  of  the  hour  compelled  him  to 
apply  to  his  task  in  good  earnest.  He 
did  not  quit  his  desk  till  it  had  struck 
ten;  from  which  period  till  that  at 
which  he  tumbled  into  his  little  bed, 
he  fancied  that  scarcely  five  minutes 
had  elapsed. 

He  made  his  appearance  at  Bullion 
House  the  next  morning  with  a  sad 


fluttering  about  the  heart,  but  it  soon 
subsided,  for  Miss  Hillary  was  not  pre- 
sent to  prolong  his  agitation.  He  nad 
not  been  seated  for  many  minutes, 
however,  before  he  observed  her  in  a 
distant  part  of  the  gardens,  apparently 
tending  some  flowers.  As  his  eye  fol- 
lowed the  movements  of  her  gracefiil 
figure,  he  could  not  avoid  a  faint  sigh 
of  regret  at  his  own  absurdity  in  rais- 
ing such  a  superstructure  of  splendid 
possibilities  upon  so  slight  a  founda- 
tion. His  attention  was  at  that  in- 
stant arrested  by  Mr  Hillary's  multi- 
farious commanas  for  the  City :  and, 
in  short.  Miss  Hillary's  absence  from 
town  for  about  a  week,  added  to  a 
l^reat  increase  of  business  at  the  count- 
mg-house,  owing  to  an  extensive  fail- 
ure of  a  foreign  correspondent,  gra- 
dually restored  Elliott  to  his  senses, 
and  banished  the  intrusive  image  of 
his  loveljr  tormentor.  Her  unequivo- 
cal exhibition  of  feeling,  however — 
unequivocal  at  least  to  him— on  the 
occasion  of  the  next  meeting,  instantly 
revived  all  his  former  excitement,  and 
plunged  him  afresh  into  the  soft  tu- 
mult of  doubts,  hopes,  and  fears,  firom 
which  he  had  so  lately  emerged.  Every 
day  that  he  returned  to  Mr  Hillary's, 
brought  him  fresh  evidence  of  the  ex- 
tent to  which  he  had  encroached  upon 
Miss  Hillary's  afiections ;  and  strange 
indeed  must  be  that  heart  which,  feel- 
ing itself  alone  and  despised  in  the 
world,  can  suddenly  find  itself  the  ob- 
ject of  a  most  enthusiastic  and  disin- 
terested attachment,  without  kindling 
into  a  flame  of  grateful  affection.  Was 
there  anything  wonderful  or  impro- 
bable in  the  conduct  here  attributed  to 
Miss  Hillary  ?  No.  A  girl  of  frank 
and  generous  feeling,  she  saw  in 
one  whom  undeserved  misfortune  had 
placed  in  a  very  painful  and  trying 
position,  the  constant  exhibition  of 
the  best  qualities  of  human  nature ;  a 
patient  and  dignified  submission  to 
ner  father's  cruel  and  oppressive  treat- 
ment— a  submission,  perhaps,  on  her 
aocouTd;  she  beheld  his  high  feeling 
conquering  misfortune ;  she  saw  in  his 
eye — his  every  look— his  whole  de- 
meanour, susceptibilities  of  a  hipfher 
description  than  befitted  stlch  a  situa- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  MERCHANT'S  CLEBE^ 


408 


4ion  as  his  present  one : — and  beyond 
all  this — ^last,  thoneh  liot  least,  as  El- 
liott acted  the  gentleman,  so  he  looked 
it — ^and  a  gentleman  not  j^articularly 
plain  or  unprepossessing  either. 

So  it  came  to  pass,  then,  that  these 
two  hearts  became  acquainted  with 
each  other,  despite  the  obstacles  of 
circumstance  and  situation.  A  kind 
of  telegraphing  courtship  was  carried 
on  between  them  daily,  which  must 
have  been  observed  by  Sir  Hillary,  but 
for  the  enfi^ossing  interest  with  which 
he  regarded  the  communications  of 
which  Elliott  was  always  the  bearer. 
Mr  Hillary  began,  however,  at  length 
to  recover  the  use  of  his  limbs,  and 
rapidly  to  gain  general  strength.  He 
consequenUy  announced  one  morning 
to  Elliott — ^his  sentence  of  banishment 
from  Paradise — ^that  he  should  not  re- 
quire him  to  call  after  the  morrow. 
At  this  time  the  lovers  had  never  in- 
terchanged a  syllable  together,  either 
verbal  or  written,  that  could  savour  of 
love ;  and  yet  each  was  as  confident  of 
the  state  of  the  other's  feelings,  as 
though  a  hundred  closely -written,  and 
closer-crossed  letters  haa  been  passing 
between  them.  On  the  dreaded  morrow 
he  was  pale,  and  somewhat  confused : 
nor  was  she  far  otherwise — ^but  she 
had  sufficient  means  of  accounting  for 
it,  if  required  to  do  so,  in  the  indispo- 
sition of  her  mother,  who  had  for  many 
months  been  a  bed-ridden  invalid.  Aa 
for  Elliott,  he  was  safe.  He  might 
have  appeared  at  death's  door,  without 
attracting  the  notice,  or  exciting  the 
inquiries  of  his  callous  employer.  As 
he  rose  to  leave  the  room,  Elliott  bow- 
ed to  Mr  Hillary — ^but  his  last  fiance 
was  directed  towards  Miss  Hillary — 
who,  however,  at  that  moment,  was, 
or  appeared  to  be,  too  busily  occupied 
with  pouring  out  her  exemplary 
father's  coffee,  to  pay  any  attention  to 
her  retiring  lover,  who  consequently 
quitted  her  presence  not  a  little  piqued 
and  alarmea. 

They  had  no  opportunity  of  seeing 
one  another  till  nearly  a  month  after 
the  occasion  just  alluded  to ;  when 
they  met  under  circumstances  verv 
favourable  for  the  expression  of  sucn 
feelings  as  either  of  tnem  dared  to  ac- 


knowledge— ^and  the  opportunity  was 
not  thrown  away.  Mr  Hillary  had 
quitted  town  for  the  north,  on  urgent 
business,  which  was  expected  to  detain 
him  for  nearly  a  fortuicht ;  and  Elliott 
failed  not,  on  the  following  Sundav, 
to  be  at  the  post  he  had  constantly 
occui)ied  for  some  months — namely,  a 
seat  in  the  gallery  of  the  church  at- 
tended by  Mr  Hillary  and  his  family, 
commanding  a  distant  view  of  the 
great  central  pew — ^matted,  hassocked, 
and  velvet-€ushioned  with  a  rich  array 
of  splendid  im])lements  of  devotion,  in 
the  shape  of  bibles  and  prayer-books, 
^eat  and  small,  with  gilt  edg:es,  and 
m  blue  and  red  morocco — ^being  the 
favoured  spot  occupied  by  the  great 
merchant,  where  he  was  pleased,  by 
his  presence,  to  assure  the  admiring 
vicar  of  his  respect  for  him — and. the 
established  Church.  Miss  Hillary  had 
long  since  been  aware  of  the  presence 
of  her  timid  and  distant  lover  on  these 
occasions;  they  had  several  times 
nearly  jostled  against  one  another  in 
going  out  of  church,  the  conseauence 
of  which  was  generallv  a  civil  though 
silent  recognition  of  him.  And  this 
might  be  done  with  impunity,  seeing 
how  her  magnificent  father  was  occu- 
pied with  nodding  to  everybody,  gen> 
teel  enough  to  m  so  publicly  recog- 
nised, and  shaking  hands  with  the 
select  few  who  enjoyed  the  distinction 
of  his  personal  acquaintance.  With 
what  a  different  air  and  with  what  a 
different  feelinedid  the  great  merchant 
and  his  humble  clerk  pass  on  these 
occasions  down  the  aisle ! — but  to  re- 
turn. On  the  Sunday  above  alluded 
to,  Elliott,  with  a  fluttering  heart,  be- 
held Miss  Hillary  enter  the  church 
alone,  and  become  the  solitary  tenant 
of  the  family  pew.  Sad  truants  from 
his  prayer-book,  his  eyes  never  quitted 
its  fair  and  solitary  occupant.  But  she 
chose,  in  some  wayward  humour,  to 
sit  that  morning  with  her  back  turned 
towards  the  part  of  the  church  where 
she  must  have  known  Elliott  to  be, 
and  never  once  looked  up  in  that 
direction.  They  met,  however,  after 
the  service,  near  the  door,  as  usual ; 
she  dropped  her  black  veil  just  in  time 
to  prevent  his  observing  a  certain  sud^ 
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den  flash  that  forced  itself  upon  her 
features ;  returned  his  modest  bow ;  a 
few  words,  of  course,  were  interchang- 
ed ;  it  threatened — or  Elliott  chose  to 
represent  that  it  threatened,  to  rain, 
(whicli  he  heartily  wished  it  would, 
as  she  had  come  on  foot,  and  un- 
attended ;)  and  so,  in  short,  it  came 
to  pass  that  this  very  discreet  couple 
were  to  be  seen  absolutely  walking 
arm-in-arm  towards  Bullion  House, 
at  the  slowest  possible  pace,  and  by 
the  most  circuitous  route*  that  could 
suggest  itself  to  the  flurried  mind  of 
'  Elliott.  An  instinctive  sense  of  pro- 
priety, or  rather  prudence,  led  him 
to  quit  her  arm  just  before  arriving  at 
that  turn  of  the  road  which  brought 
them  full  in  sight  of  her  father^s  house. 
There  they  parted— each  satisfied  as 
to  the  nature  of  the  other's  feelings, 
though,  however,  nothing  had  then 
passed  between  them  of  an  explicit 
or  decisive  character. 

It  is  not  necessary  for  me  to  dwell 
on  this  part  of  their  history.  Where 
there  is  a  will,  it  is  said,  there  is  a 
way ;  and  the  young  and  venturous 
couple  found,  before  lone,  an  oppor- 
tunity of  declaring  to  each  other  their 
mutual  feelings.  Their  meetings  and 
correspondence  were  contrived  and 
carried  on  with  the  utmost  difiiculty. 
Great  caution  and  secresy  were  neces- 
sary to  conceal  the  affair  from  Mr 
Hillary,  and  those  whose  interest  it 
was  to  give  him  early  information  on 
every  matter  that  in  any  way  con- 
cerned hin^.  Miss  Hillary  buojed 
herself  up  with  the  hope  of  securing, 
in  due  time,  her  mother,  and  obtain- 
ing her  intercessions  with  her  stern 
and  callous-hearted  father. 

Some  three  months  or  thereabouts, 
after  the  Sunday  just  mentioned,  Mr 
Hillaiy  returned  from  the  City,  and 
made  his  appearance  at  dinner,  in  an 
unusually  orisk  and  lively  humour. 
Miss  Hillary  was  at  a  loss  to  conjec- 
ture the  occasion  of  such  an  exhibi- 
tion; but  imagined  it  must  be  some 
great  speculation  of  his  which  had 
proved  eminently  successful.  He  oc- 
casionally directed  towards  her  a  kind 
of  grim  leer,  as  though  longing  to 
communicate  tidings  which  he  expect- 


ed to  be  as  gratifying  to  her  as  they 
were  to  himself.  They  dined  alone ; 
and  as  she  was  retiring  rather  earlier 
than  usual,  in  order  to  attend  upon 
her  mother,  who  had  that  day  been 
more  than  ordinarily  indisposed,  he 
motioned  her  to  resume  her  seat. 

"Well,  Molly"— for  that  was  the 
ele^ut  version  of  her  Christian  name 
which  he  generally  adopted  when  in 
a  good  humour — "  Well,  Molly,"  pour- 
ing out  a  glass  of  wine,  as  the  servants 
made  their  final  exit,  "  I  have  heard 
something  to-day,  in  the  City — a-hem ! 
in  which  you  are  particularfy  concern- 
ed— very  much  so — and — so — a-hem ! 
am  I ! "  He  tossed  off  half  of  his  glass, 
and  smacked  his  lips,  as  though  he 
unusually  relished  tne  flavour. 

"  Indeed  !  papa,"  exclaimed  the 
young  lady,  with  an  air  of  anxious  vi- 
vacity, not  attempting  to  convey  to  her 
lips  the  brimming  wine-glass  her  father 
had  filled  for  her,  lest  the  trembling 
of  her  hand  should  be  observed  by  him 
— "  Oh,  you  are  joking !  what  can  I 
have  to  do  with  the  City,  papa  ?  " 

"Do?  Aha,  my  girl!  'What  can 
you  have  to  do  with  the  City,* "  gdod- 
humouredly  attempting  to  imitate  her 
tone — "Indeed?  Aha,  miss!  Don't 
try  to  play  mock-modest  with  me  I 
You  know  as  well  as  I  do  what  I'm 
going  to  say  !  "  he  added,  looking  at 
her  archly,  as  he  fancied,  but  so  as  to 
blanch  her  cheek  and  agptate  her  whole 
frame  with  an  irresistible  tremor. 
Her  acute  and  feeling  father  observed 
her  emotion.  "There — ^now,  that's 
just  the  way  all  you  young  misses  be- 
have on  these  occasions!  I  suppose 
it's  considered  mighty  pretty !  As  if  it 
wasn't  allamatterof course forayoung 
woman  to  hear  about  a  young  hus- 
band ! " 

"  Papa — ^how  you  do  love  a  joke !  '* 
replied  Miss  Hillary  with  a  sickly 
smile,  making  a  desperate  effort  to 
carry  her  wine-glass  to  her  lips,  in 
which  she  succeeded,  swallowing 
every  drop  that  was  in  it,  while  her 
father  electrified  her  by  proceeding — 
"It's  no  use  mincing  matters — the 
thing  is  gone  too  far." 

"  Gone  too  far ! "  echoed  Miss  Hil- 
lary mechanically. 
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..  "Yes — gone  too  far,  I  say,  and  I 
stick  to  it.  A  bargain's  a  bargain  all 
the  world  over,  wnatever  it's  about; 
and  a  bargain  I've  struck  to-day. 
You're  my  daughter — my  only  daugh- 
ter, d'ye  see — and  I've  been  a  good 
while  on  the  look<out  for  a  proper  per- 
son to  marry  you  to — and,  egad !  to- 
day I've  ffot  him — ^my  future  son-in- 
law,  d'ye  hear,  and  one  that  will  clap 
a  coronet  on  my  Molly's  pretty  head 
— and  on  the  day  he  does  so,  I  do  two 
things ;  I  give  you  a  plum — and  my- 
self cut  Mincing  Lane,  and  sink  the 
shop  for  the  rest  of  my  days.  There's 
nuts  for  you  to  crack !  Aha,  Molly — 
what  d'ye  say  to  all  this?  A'n't  it 
news?" 

**  Say  !  why— I— I — ^I " — stammer- 
ed the  young  lady,  her  face  nearly  as 
white  as  the  handkerchief  on  which 
her  eyes  were  violently  fixed,  ^  and 
with  which  her  fingers  were  hurriedly 
playing. 

"Why— Molly!  What's  the  mat- 
ter?   What  the a-hem ! — are 

^ou  gone  so  pale  for !  Gad — ^I  see  how 
It  is — ^I've  been  too  abrupt,  as  your 
poor  mother  has  it !  But  the  thing  is 
as  I  said,  that's  flat,  come  what  will 
— say  it  how  one  will,  take  it  how  you 
will !  So  make  up  your  mind,  Molly, 
like  a  good  girl  as  you  are — come,  kiss 
me !  I  never  loved  you  so  much  as  I 
do  now  I'm  going  to  lose  you ! " 

She  made  no  attempt  to  rise  from 
her  chair,  so  he  got  up  from  his  own 
and  approached  her. 

"Adad — but  what's  the  matter  here? 
Your  little  hands  are  as  cold  as  a* 
corpse's.  Why,  Molly ! — what — ^what 
nonsense !  "  He  chucked  her  under 
the  chin. — "  You're  trying  to  frighten 
me,  Molly — ^I  know  you  are !  Ah-ha ! " 
He  grew  more  and  more  alarmed  at 
her  deadly  paleness  and  apparent  in- 
sensibility to  what  ho  was  saying. 
"  Well,  now," ^he  paused,  and  look- 
ed anxiously  at  her.  "Who  would 
liave  thought,"  he  added  suddenly, 
"that  it  would  have  taken  the  ^rl 
a-back  so  ?  Come,  come  I " — slappmg 
her  smartly  on  her  back, — "a  joke's 
a  joke,  and  I've  had  mine,  but  it's  been 
carried  too  far,  I'm  afraid  " 

"  Dear— dearest  papa,"  gasped  his 


daughter,  suddenly  raising  her  eyes, 
and  fixing  them  with  a  steadfast 
brightening  look  upon  his,  at  the  same 
time  catching  hold  of  his  hands  con- 
vulsively— "  So  it  is — a  joke!  a— joke 

— ^it  is   and  gradually  sinking 

back  in  her  chair,  to  her  father's  un- 
speakable alarm,  she  swooned.  Hold- 
ing her  in  his  arms,  he  roared  stoutly 
for  assistance,  and  in  a  twinkling  a 
posse  of  servants,  male  and  female, 
obeying  the  summons,  rushed  pell- 
mell  into  the  dining-room :  the  ordin- 
ary hubbub  attendant  on  a  fainting  fit 
ensued ;  cold  water  sprinkled — eau-de- 
Cologne — volatile  salts,  &c.  &c.  Then 
the  young  lady,  scarce  restored  to  her 
senses,  was  supported,  or  rather  car- 
ried, by  her  maid  to  her  own  apart- 
ment, and  Mr  Hillary  was  left  to  nim- 
self  for  the  remainder  of  the  evening, 
flustered  and  confounded  beyond  all 
expression.  The  result  of  his  troubled 
ruminations  was,  that  the  sudden  com- 
munication of  such  prodigious  good 
fortune  had  upset  his  daughter  with 
joy ;  and  that  he  must  return  to  the 
charge  in  a  dajr  or  two,  and  break  it 
to  her  more  easily.  The  real  fact  was, 
that  he  had  that  day  assured  the  Eight 
Honourable  Lord  Viscount  Scamp  of 
his  daughter's  heart,  hand,  and  for- 
tune ;  and  that  exemplary  personage 
had  agreed  to  dine  at  Bullion  House 
on  the  ensuing  Sunday,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  being  introduced  to  his  future 
Viscountess,  whose  noble  fortune  was 
to  place  his  financial  matters  upon  an 
entirely  new  basis — at  least  for  some 
time  to  come,  and  enable  him  to  show 
his  honest  face  once  more  in  divers 
amiable  coteries  at  C 's  and  else- 
where. Old  Hillary's  dazzled  eyes 
could  see  nothing  but  his  lordship's 
coronet;  and  he  had  no  more  doubt 
about  his  ri&^ht  thus  to  dispose  of  his 
daughter's  heart,  than  he  had  about 
his  right  to  draw  upon  Messrs  Cash, 
Credit,  and  Co.,  his  bankers,  without 
first  consulting  them  to  ascertain 
whether  they  would  honour  his  drafts. 
MissHillary  did  not  make  her  appear- 
ance the  next  morning  at  her  fatner's 
breakfast-table,  her  maid  being  sent  to 
say  that  her  young  lady  had  a  violent 
headach,and  so  forth;  the  consequence 
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of  which  was,  that  the  old  gentleman 
departed  for  the  City  in  a  terrible  tem- 
per, as  every  member  of  his  establish- 
ment could  have  testified  if  they  had 
been  asked.  Miss  Hillary  had  spent 
an  honr  or  two  of  the  preceding  mid- 
night in  writing  to  Elliott  a  long  and 
somewhat  incoherent  detail  of  what 
had  happened.  She  gave  but  a  poor  ac- 
count of  herself  to  her  father  at  dinner 
that  day.  He  was  morosely  silent;  she 
pale,  aosent,  disconcerted. 

"  What  the  devil  is  the  matter  with 
you,  Mary  ?  "  inquired  Mr  ffillary 
with  stern  abruptness,  as  soon  as  the 
servants  had  withdrawn — "What  were 
all  those  tantrums  of  yours  about  last 
night,  eh?" 

"  Indeed,  papa,"  replied  his  trem- 
bling daughter,  "  I  hardlv  know — but 
really — ^you  must  remember,  you  said 
such  very  odd  things,  and  so  suddenly, 
and  you  looked  so  angry  " 

"Tut,  girl,  poh!— Fiddle  faddle!" 
exclaimed  her  father,  gulping  down  a 
glass  of  wine  with  g^reat  energy.  "  I 
could  almost — a-hem! — ^really  it  looked 
as  if  you  had  taken  a  little  too  much, 
eh  ?  What  harm  was  there  in  me  tell- 
ing you  that  you  were  going  soon  to 
be  married  ?  What's  a  girl  bom  and 
bred  up  for  but  to  be  married  ? — ^Eh, 
Mary  ?  "  continued  her  father,  deter- 
mined, this  time,  to  go  to  work  with 
greater  skill  and  tact  than  on  the  pre- 
ceding evening.  **  I  want  an  answer, 
Marv!" 

"  Why,  papa,  it  was  a  very  odd  thing 
now,  was  not  it  ?  "  said  his  daughter 
with  an  affectionate  smile,  drawing 
nearer  to  her  father,  her  knees  trem- 
bling, however,  the  while;  "and  I  know 
you  did  it  only  to  try  whether  I  was  a 
silly  vain  girl  ?  Why  should  I  want 
to  be  married,  papa,  when  you  and  my 
poor  mamma  are  so  kind  to  me  ?  " 

"Humph ! "  grunted  her  father, gulp- 
ing down  a  great  glass  of  claret.  "And 
d'ye  think  we're  to  live  for  ever  ?  I 
must  see  you  established  before  long, 
for  my  health,  hem !  hem  I  is  none  of 
the  strongest,"  (he  had  scarcely  ever 
known  what  an  nour's  illness  was  in 
his  life,  except  his  late  accident,  from 
which  he  had  completely  recovered ;) 
"and  as  for  your  poor  mother,  you 


know  " — a  long  pause  ensued  hero. 
"Now,  suppose,  continued  the  wily 
tactician,  "suppose,  Molly,'*  looidng 
at  her  ven^  anxiously — "suppose  I 
toom't  in  a  joke  last  mght,  after  all?  " 

♦'Well,  papa" 

"  WeUj  pcspa  I  "  echoed  her  father, 
sneeringly  and  snappishly,  unable  to 
conceal  ms  ill-humour ;  "  but  it  isn't 
'  weU  pagM  ;  '  I  can't  understand  all 
this  nonsense.  Mary,  you  must  not' 
g^ve  yourself  airs  I — ^Did  you  ever  hap- 
pen to  hear — a-hem !  "  He  suddenly 
stopped  short,  sipped  his  wine,  and 
paused,  evidently  intending  to  make 
some  important  communication;  and 
striving,  at  the  same  time,  to  assume 
an  unconcerned  air — "  Did  you  ever 
hear  of  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord 
Viscount  Scamp,  Molly?" 

"Lord  Scamp,  papA? — Oh,  yes — I've 
seen  things  about  him,  now  and  then, 
in  the  newspapers.  Isn't  he  a  great 
gambler,  papa  ? "  inquired  Miss  Hil- 
lary, looking  at  her  father  calmly. 

"  No — ^it's  a  lie,  it's  a  d— d  lie !  ** 
replied  her  fieither  furiously,  whirling 
about  the  numerous  seals  of  his  watch. 
"Has  anyone  been  putting  it  into  your 
head  to  say  such  stuff?  " 

"No  one,  indeed,  papa,  only  the  news- 
papers"  

"  And  are  you  such  an  idiot  as  to 
believe  newspapers?  Didn't  they  say, 
a  year  or  two  ago,  that  my  house  was 
in  for  £20,000,  when  Gumarabic  and 
Co.  broke  ?  And  wasn't  that  a  great 
lie !  I  didn't  lose  a  fiftieth  of  the  sum  I 
No,"  he  added,  after  a  long  pause, 
"Lord  Scamp  is  no  such  thing.  He's 
a  vastly  agreeable  young  man,  and 
takes  an  uncommon  interest  in  City 
matters,  and  that's  saying  no  small 
things  for  a  nobleman  of  his  high  rsLQk. 
Why,  it's  said  he  may  one  day  be  a 
duke ! "  . 

"  Indeed,  papa  I  And  do  you  know 
him?" 

"  Y — ^y — es ! — ^Know  him  ?  Of  course ! 
— ^Hem ! — ^Do  you  think  I  come  and 
talk  up  at  Highbury  about  everybody 
I  know?  Know  Lord  Scamp  !— He  8 
an  ornament  to  the  peera^.' 

"How- long  have  you  known  him, 
papa?" 

"How  long,  puss?— Why  this— a 
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good  while !  Howeyer,  as  he  dines  here 
on  Sunday" 

"Dines  here  on  Sunday! — ^Lord 
Scamp  dines  here  next  Sunday?  Oh, 
papa  f  this  is  surely  another  joke  of 
yours ! " 

"  Curse  me,  then,  if  I  can  see  it  J — - 
What  the  deuce  is  tnere  so  odd  in  my 
asking  a  nobleman  to  dinner,  if  I  think 
proper?  Why,  if  it  comes  to  that,  I 
can  buy  up  a  dozen  of  them  any  day, 
if  I  choose ;  "  and  he  thrust  his  hands 
deeply  into  his  breeches'  pockets. 
'  "  Yes,  dear  papa,  I  know  you  could 
— ^if  they  were  worth  buying,"  replied 
Miss  Hillary,  with  a  faint  smile.  Giye 
me  a  great  merchant  before  a  hundred 
good-mr-nothing  lords  I "  and  she  rose, 
put  her  hands  about  his  neck,  and 
kissed  him  affectionately. 

"  Well— Ir-T— don't  think  you're  so 
yastly  far  off  the  mark  tkerej  at  any 
rate,  Polly,"  said  her  father,  with  a  sub- 
dued air  of  exultation ;  adding  in  a  low- 
er tone,  and  a  mollified  manner,  "but  at 
the  same  time,  you  know  there  may  be 
lords  as  good  as  any  merchant  in  the 
city  of  London — ^hem!  and,  after  all — 
a  lord's  a  superior  article,  too,  in  re- 
spect of  birth  and  breeding.'* 

"  Yes,  papa,  t  hey 're  all  well  enough 
I  dare  say,  m  their  own  circles :  but 
in  their  hearts,  depend  upon  it,  they 
only  despise  us  poor  citizens." 

"  Uis  poor  citizens — ^I  like  that ! " 
drawled  her  father,  pouring  out  his 
wine  slowly  with  a  magnincent  air, 
and  drinking  it  off  in  silence.  "You 
shall  see,  howeyer,  on  Sunday,  Poll ! 
whether  you're  correct " 

"What!  am /to  dine  with  you!" 
inquired  Miss  Hillary,  with  irrepress- 
ible alarm. 

"  You  to  dine  with  us  ?  "  interrupted 
her  father,  in  his  former  angry  tone. 
"  Of  course  you  will  I  Why  the  devil 
should  not  you?" 

"  My  poor  mamma"— 

"Oh— a-hem!  I  mean — ^nonsense 
— -jou  can  go  to  her  after  dinner.  Cer- 
tainly— I  suppose  you  must  attend  to 

"  Very  well,  papa — I  will  obey  you 
— ^whatever  you  like,"  replied  Miss 
Hillary,  a  sudden  tremor  running  from 
head  to  foot. 


"That's  a  dear  good  girl — that's 
my  own  Poll  I  And,  hearken,"  he  add- 
ed, with  a  mixture  of  good-humour 
and   anxiety,   "make   yourself  look 

handsome never  mind  the  cost — 

money's  no  object,  you  know  !  So  tell 
that  pert  minx,  your  maid  Joliffe,  that 
I  expect  she'll  turn  you  out  first-rate 
that  day— if  it's  only  to  save  the  credit 
of  u8—poor—mercka7d8 1 — ha,  ha,  ha ! " 

"  Gracious !  papa — ^but  why  are  you 
really  so  anxious  about  my  dressing  so 
weU?" 

Her  father,  who  had  sat  swallowing 
glass  after  glass  with  unusual  rapidity, 
at  the  same  time  unconsciously  mixing 
his  wines,  as  he  carried  on  this  excit- 
ing dialogue,  put  his  finger  to  the  side 
of  his  nose,  and  winked  in  a  particu- 
larly knowing  manner.  His  daughter 
saw  her  advantage  in  an  instant ;  and, 
with  the  ready  tact  of  her  sex,  resolved 
at  once  to  find  out  all  that  was  ^n  her 
father's  heart  concerning  her.  She 
smiled  as  cheerfully  as  she  could,  and 
affected  to  enter  readily  into  all  his 
feelings.  She  poured  hmi  out  one  or 
two  glasses  more  of  his  favourite  wine, 
and  chattered  as  fast  as  himself,  till 
she  at  length  succeeded  in  extracting 
from  him  the  frightful  avowal,  that  he 
had  distinctly  promised  her  to  L^d 
Scamp,  whose  visit,  on  the  ensuing 
Sunday,  would  be  paid  to  her  as  to  his 
future  wife.  Soon  after  this  she  rung 
for  candles;  and  hastily  kissing  her 
father,  who  had  fairly  fallen  asleep, 
she  withdrew  to  her  own  room,  and 
there  spent  the  next  hour  or  two  in 
confidential  converse  with  her  maid 
Joliffe. 

Sunday  came,  and,  true  enough, 
with  it  Lord  Scamp — a  handsome, 
heartless  coxcomb,  whose  cool,  easy 
assurance,  and  htmnes&iike  attentions 
to  Miss  HiUary,  excited  in  her  a  dis- 
gust she  could  scarcely  conceal.  Jn 
vain  was  her  father's  eager  and  anx- 
ious eye  fixed  upon  her;  she  maintsuur 
ed  an  air  of  uniform  indifference ;  lis- 
tened almost  in  silence — the  silence  of 
contempt — to  all  the  lisping  twaddle 
uttered  by  her  would-be  lover,  and  so 
well  acted,  in  short,  the  part  she  had 
determined  upon,  that  his  lordship,  as 
he  drove  hojne,  felt  somewhat  discon- 


4oa 


DIABT  OF  A  LATE  PHYSICIAN. 


certed  at  being  thus  foiled  for — ^as  he 
imagined — ^the  first  time  in  his  life ; 
and  her  father,  after  obsequiously  at- 
tending his  lordship  to  his  cab,  sum- 
moned his  trembling  daughter  back 
from  her  mother's  apartment  into  the 
drawine-room,  and  assailed  her  with 
a  fury  sue  had  nerer  known  him  ex- 
hibit—at least  towards  any  member 
of  his  family.  From  that  oay  mi^ht 
be  dated  the  commencement  of  a  kind 
of  domestic  reig^  of  terror,  at  the 
hitherto  quiet  and  happy  Bullion 
House.  Tne  one  epreat  aim  of  her 
father  concerning  his  daughter  and 
his  fortune  had  been — or  rather  seem- 
ed on  the  point  of  being — frustrated  by 
that  daugnter.  But  he  was  not  light- 
ly to  be  turned  from  his  purpose.  He 
redoubled  his  civilities  to  Lord  Scamp, 
who  kept  up  his  visits  with  a  system- 
atic punctuality,  despite  the  contemp- 
tuous and  disgustful  air  with  which 
the  young  lady  constantly  received 
him.  The  right  honourable  rou^  was 
playing,  indeed,  for  too  deep  a  stake — 
an  accomplished  and  elegant  girl,  with 
a  hundred  thousand  pounds  down,  and 
nearly  double  that  sum,  he  understood, 
at  her  father's  death — to  admit  of  his 
throwing  up  the  game,  while  the  pos- 
sibUity  of  a  chance  remained.  Half 
the  poor  girl's  fortune  was  already 
transferred,  in  Lord  Scamp's  mind,  to 
the  pockets  of  half-a-dozen  harpies  at 
the  turf  and  the  table ;  so  he  was,  as 
before  observed,  very  punctual  in  his 
engagements  at  Bullion  House,  with 
patient  politeness  continuing  to  pay 
the  most  flattering  attentions  to  Miss 
Hillary— and  her  father.  The  latter 
was  kept  in  a  state  of  constant  fever. 
Conscious  of  the  transparent  contempt 
exhibited  by  his  daughter  towards  her 
noble  suitor,  he  could  at  length  hardly 
look  his  lordship  in  the  face,  as,  day 
after  day,  he  obsequiously  assured  him 
that  "  there  wasn  t  anything  in  it  " — 
and  that,  for  all  his  daughter's  non- 
sense, he  already  "felt  himself  a  lord's 
father-in-law ! "  Miss  Hillary's  life 
was  becoming  intolerable,  subjected 
as  she  was  to  such  systematic  perse- 
cution, from  which,  at  length,  the  sick 
chamber  of  her  mother  scarce  afforded 
her  a  momentary  sanctuary.    A  thou- 


sand times  she  formed  the  desperate 
determination  to  confess  all  to  her 
father,  and  risk  the  feaiful  conse- 
quences; for  such  she  dreaded  they 
would  be,  knowing  well  her  father  s 
disposition,  and  the  terrible  frustrar 
tion  of  his  favourite  and  long-laid 
schemes  which  was  taking  place. 
Such  constant  anxiety  and  agitation, 
added  to  confinement  in  her  mother's 
bed-chamber,  sensibly  affected  her 
health ;  and  at  the  suggestion  of  El- 
liott, with  whom  she  contrived  to  keep 
up  a  frequent  correspondence,  she  had 
at  lengtn  determined  upon  opening 
the  fei^ul  communication  to  her  fa- 
ther, and  so  being  at  all  events  deliv- 
ered from  the  intolerable  presence  and 
attentions  of  Lord  Scamp. 

By  what  means  it  came  to  pass, 
neither  she  nor  Elliott  was  ever  able 
to  discover;  but  on  the  morning  of 
the  day  she  had  fixed  for  her  desperate 
dSnouemenlf  Mr  Hillary,  during  the 
temporary  absence  of  his  daughter, 
returned  from  the  City  about  two 
o'clock,  most  unexpectedly,  his  man- 
ner disturbed,  his  countenance  pale 
and  troubled.  Accompanied  by  his 
solicitor,  he  made  his  way  at  once  to 
his  daughter's  apartment,  with  his 
own  hand  seized  her  desk  and  carried 
it  down  to  the  drawing-room,  and 
forced  it  open.  Frantic  with  fury,  he 
was  listening  to  one  of  Elliott's  fond- 
est letters  to  his  daughter  bein^  read 
b}'  his  solicitor,  as  she  unconsciously 
entered  the  drawing-room,  in  walking 
attire.  It  would  be  in  vain  to  attempt 
describing  the  scene  that  immediately 
ensued.  Old  Hillary's  lips  moved,  but 
his  utterance  was  choked  by  the  tre- 
mendous rage  which  possessed  him, 
and  forced  him  almost  to  the  verge  of 
madness.  Trembling  from  head  to 
foot,  and  his  straining  eyes  apparently 
starting  from  their  sockets,  he  pointed 
in  silence  to  a  little  heap  of  opened 
letters  lyine  on  the  table,  on  which 
stood  also  her  desk.  She  perceived 
that  all  was  discovered,  and  with  a 
faint  cry  fell  senseless  upon  the  floor. 
There,  as  far  as  her  fatner  was  con- 
cerned, she  might  have  continued; 
but  his  comjpanion  sprang  to  the  bell, 
lifted  her  msensible  form  from  the. 
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floor,  and  gave  her  to  the  entering 
servants,  who  instantly  bore  her  to 
her  own  room.  Mr  Jeffreys  the  soli- 
citor, a  highly  respectable  man — to 
whom  Mr  Hillary  had  hurried  the  in- 
stant that  he  recovered  from  the  first 
shock  occasioned  by  discovering  his 
daughter's  secret — ^vehemently  expos- 
tulated with  his  client  on  hearing  the 
violent  and  vindictive  measures  he 
threatened  to  adopt  towards  his  daugh- 
ter and  Elliott ;  for  the  tone  of  the  cor- 
respondence which  then  lay  before 
him,  had  satisfied  him  of  the  fatal  ex- 
tent to  which  his  daughter's  affections 
were  engaged. 

Now  her  treatment  of  Lord  Scamp 
was  accounted  for !  Her  dreadful  agi- 
tation on  first  hearing  his  intentions 
concerning  that  young  nobleman  and 
herself  was  explained !  So,  here  was 
•  his  fondest  hope  blighted — the  sole  am- 

'         bition  of  his  life  defeated, — and  by  one 
'  of  his  own — ^his  inferior  servants— an 

[  outer  clerk  on  his  establishment  at 

f  Mincing  Lane!     Confounded  by  a  re- 

trospect into  the  last   few  months, 
'         "Wiiere   have  been   my  eyes — my 
common  sense?" — ^he  ^oaned — "the 
devil  himself  has  done  it  all,  and  made 
!  me  assist  in  it!    Oh!    I  see!  I  remem- 

ber! Those  cursed  days  when  he 
came  up  from  the  City  to  me — ajid 
when— 1  must  always  have  her  with 
me !  There  the  mischief  was  begun — 
oh, it's  clear  as  the  daylight!  /'wdone 
it!    Tve  done  it  all!    And  now — by 

i  !  I'll  undo  it  all!"    Mr  Jeffrevs 

at  length  succeeded  in  subduing  the 
!  extreme  excitement  of  his  client,  and 

bringing  him  to  converse  a  little  more 
1  calmly  on  the  painful  and  embarrass- 

!  ing  discovery  tnat  had  been  made.  In- 

I  numerable  were  the  conjectures  as  to 

the  means  by  which  this  secret  ac- 
quaintance and  correspondence  had 
been  commenced  and  carried  on. 
Every  servant  in  the  house  was  exam- 
ined—but in  vain.  Even  Joliffe,  his 
daughter's  maid,  came  at  length,  how- 
ever strongly  suspected,  still  undis- 
covered, out  of  the  fierce  and  search- 
ing scrutiny.  Poor  Mrs  Hillary's 
precarious  situation  even  did  not  ex- 
empt her  from  the  long  and  angry 
inquiries  of  her  exasperated  husband. 


She  had  really,  however,  been  entirely 
unacquainted  with  the  affair. 

The  next  morning,  Elliott  was  sum- 
moned from  the  City  to  Bullion  House, 
whither  he  repaired  accordingly  about 
twelve  o'clock,  little  imagining  the 
occasion  of  his  summons;  for  Miss 
Hillary  had  not  communicated  to  him 
the  intention  she  had  formed  of  break- 
ing the  matter  to  her  father,  nor  had 
she  had  any  opportunity  of  telling  him 
of  the  alarming  discovery  that  had 
taken  place.  He  perceived,  neverthe- 
less, cei-tain  symptoms  of  disturbance 
in  the  ominous  looks  of  the  porter  who 
opened  the  hall-door,  and  the  servant 
who  conducted  him  to  the  drawing- 
room,  where  he  found  Mr  Hillary  and 
another  gentleman — Mr  Jeffreys — 
seated  together  at  a  table  covered 
with  papers — ^both  of  them  obviously- 
agitated. 

"  So,  sir,"  commenced  Mr  Hillary, 
fixing  his  furious  eye  upon  Elliott  as 
he  entered,  "  your  villany's  found  out 
— deep  as  you  are  ?  " 

"ViUany,  sir?"  echoed  Elliott  in- 
dignantly, but  turning  very  pale. 

'*  Yes,  sir — villany !  villany !  d 

villany!  ay — it's  all  found  out!  Ah 
— ah — ^you  cursed  scoundrel!"  ex- 
claimed Mr  Hillary,  with  quivering 
lips,  and  shaking  his  fist  at  Elliott. 

"  For  God's  sake,  Mr  Hillary,  be 
calm!"  whispered  Mr  Jeffreys,  and 
then  addressed  Elliott  with  a  quiet 
severity — "  Of  course,  Mr  Elliott,  you 
are  aware  of  the  occasion  of  this  dread- 
ful agitation  on  the  part  of  Mr  Hil- 
lary ?  "  Elliott  bowed,  with  a  stem  in- 
quisitive air,  but  did  not  open  his  lips. 
"You  beggarly  brute — ^you  filthy 
d d  u^tart  —  you — you  " — stam- 
mered Mr  Hillary,  with  uncontrollable 
funr,  "  your  father  was  a  scoundrel 
berore    you,  sir — he  ftut  his  throat, 

sir" 

Elliott's  face  whitened  in  an  instant, 
his  expanding  eye  settled  upon  Mr  Hil- 
lary, and  his  chest  heaved  with  mighty 
emotion.  It  was  happy  for  the  old 
man  that  Elliott  at  length  recollected 
in  him— tAe  father  of  Mary  Hillary, 
He  turned  his  eye  for  an  instant 
towards  Mr  Jeffreys,  who  was  looking 
at  him  with  an  imploring,  compassion- 
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ate  expression:  Elliott  saw  and  felt 
that  he  was.  thunderstruck  at  the  bar- 
barity of  his  client.  Elliott's  eye  re- 
mained fixed  upon  Mr  Jeffreys  for 
nearly  a  minute,  and  then  filled  with 
tears.  Mr  Jeffreys  muttered  a  few 
words  earnestly  in  the  ear  of  Mr  Hil- 
lary, who  seemed  also  a  little  stag- 
gered at  the  extent  of  his  last  sally. 

"  WiU  you  take  a  seat,  Mr  Elliott  ?  " 
said  Mr  Jeffreys  mildly.  Elliott  bowed, 
but  remained  standing,  his  hat  grasp- 
ed by  his  left  hand  with  convulsive 
force.  "You  will  make  allowance, 
sir,"  continued  Mr  Jeffreys,  "  for  the 
dreadful  agitation  of  Mr  Hillary,  and 
reflect  that  vour  own  conduct  has  oc- 
casioned it. 

"  So  you  dare  to  think  of  marrying 
my  daughter,  eh?"  thundered  Mr 
Hillary,  as  if  about  to  rise  from  his 

chair.    "  By ^  but  I'll  spoil  your 

sport  though— I'll  be  even  with  you !  " 
gasped  the  old  man,  and  sunk  back 
panting  in  his  seat., 

"You  cannot  really  be  in  earnest, 
sir,"  resumed  Mr  Jeffreys,  in  the  same 
calm  and  severe  tone  and  manner  in 
which  he  had  spoken  from  the  first — 
"in  thinking  yourself  entitled  to  form 
an  attachment  and  alliance  to  Miss 
Hillary?" 

"Why  am  I  asked  these  questions, 
sir,  and  in  this  most  extraordinary 
manner?"  inquired  Elliott  firmly, 
"have  I  ever  said  one  single  syl- 
lable"   

"Oh,  spare  your  denials,  Mr  Elliott," 
said  Mr  Jeffreys,  pointing  with  a  bit- 
ter smile  to  the  letters  lymg  open  on 
the  table  at  which  he  sat ;  "these  let- 
ters of  yours  express  your  feelings  and 
intentions  pretty  plamly.  Believe  me, 
sir,  everything  is  known !  " 

"Well,  sir,  and  what  then?"— in- 
quiredElUotthaughtily :  "those letters, 
1  presume,  are  mine,  addressed  to  Miss 
Hillary  ?  "  Mr  Jeffreys  bowed  con- 
temptuously and  indignantly.  "  Well 
then,  sir,  I  now  avow  the  feelings  those 
letters  express.  I  have  formed,  how- 
ever unworthy  myself,  afervent  attach- 
ment to  Miss  Hillary,  and  I  will  die 
before  I  disavow  it." 

"  Tliere !  hear  him  !  hark  to  the  fel- 
low! I  shall  go  mad — ^I  shalU"  almost 


roared  Mr  Hillary,  springing  out  of  hia 
chair,  and  walking  to  and  firo,  between 
it  and  that  occupied  by  Mr  Jeffreys, 
with  hurried  steps  and  vehement  ges- 
ticulations. "  He  owns  it !  He  does ! 
The "  and  he  uttered  a  perfect  vol- 
ley of  execrations.  Elliott  submitted 
to  them  in  silence  Mr  Jeffreys  again 
whispered  energetically  into  the  ear  of 
his  client,  who  resumed  his  seat,  but 
with  his  eyes  fixed  on  Elliott,  and 
muttering  vehemently  to  himself.  . 

"  You  see,  sir,  the  wretchedness  that 
your  most  unwarrantable — your  artful 
— ^nay,  your  wicked  and  presumptuous 
conduct  has  brought  upon  this  family. 
I  earnestly  hope  that  it  is  not  too  late 
for  you  to  listen  to  reason — to  abandon 
your  insane  projects."  He  paused,  and 
Elliott  boweo.  "  It  is  in  vain, '  continued 
Mr  Jeffreys,  pointing  to  the  letters,  "to 
conceal  our  fears  that  your  attentions 
must  have  proved  but  too  acceptable  to 
Miss  Hillary — ^but  we  give  you  credit 
for  more  honour,  more  good  sense, 
than  will  admit  of  your  carrying  fur- 
ther this  most  unfortunate  affair,  of 
your  persisting  in  such  a  wild — I  must 
speak  plainly — such  an  audacious  at- 
tachment, one  that  is  utterly  unsuit- 
able to  your  means,  your  prospects, 
your  station,  your  birth,  your  educa- 
tion " 

"You  will  be  pleased,  sir,  to  drop 
the  last  two  words,"  interruptedElliott 
sternly. 

"  Why,  you  fellow !  why,  you're  my 
dark  t  I  pay  you  wages  ! — You're  a 
hired  servant  of  mine!  exclaimed  Mr 
Hillary  with  infinite  contempt. 

"  Well,  sir,"  continued  Mr  Jeffreys, 
"  this  affair  is  too  important  to  allow 
of  our  quarrelling  about  words.  Com- 
mon sense  must  tell  you  that  under 
no  possible  view  of  the  case  can  you 
be  a  suitable  match  for  Miss  Hillary ; 
and  therefore  common  honesty  enjoins 
the  course  you  ought  to  pursue.  How- 
ever, sir,"  he  added,  in  a  sharper  tone, 
evidently  piqued  at  the  composure  and 
firmness  maintained  by  Eluott,  "  the 
lon&f  and  short  of  it  is,  that  this  affair 
will  not  be  allowed  to  go  further,  sir. 
Mr  Hillaiy  is  resolved  to  prevent  it 
— come  what  will." 

"Ay,  so  help  me  God !  "  ejaculated 
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Mr  Hillary,  casting  a  ferocious  glance 
at  Elliott. 

f  "  Well,  sir/'  said  Elliott  with  a  sigh, 
^  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? — Pray, 
proceed,  sir." 
.  "  Immediately  renounce  all  preten- 
sions," replied  Mr  Jeflfreys  eagerly, 
**  to  Miss  Hillary — return  her  letters 
— pledge  yourself  to  discontinue  your 
attempts  to  gain  her  affections,  and  I 
am  authorised  to  offer  a  foreign  situa- 
tion- connected  with  the  house  you  at 
present  serve,  and  to  guarantee  you  a 
fixed  income  of  £500  aryear." 

"AyI~Hark'ee,  Elliott,  I'll  do  aU 
this,  so  help  me  God ! "  suddenly  in- 
terrupted Mr  Hillary,  casting  a  look 
of  imploring  aeony  at  Elliott,  who 
bowed  respectfuTlv,  but  made  no  reply. 

"  Suppose,  sir,  continued  Mr  Jef- 
freys, with  an  anxious  and  disappointed 
air, — "  suppose,  sir,  for  a  moment,  that 
Miss  Hillary  were  to  entertain  equally 
ardent  feelings  towards  you,  with  those 
which,  in  these  letters,  you  have  ex- 
pressed to  her—- can  you,  as  a  man  of 
honour— of  delicacy — of  spirit — perse- 
vere with  your  addresses,  where  the 
inevitable  consequence  of  success  on 
your  part  must  be  her  degradation 
from  the  sphere  in  which  she  has 
hitherto  moved — ^her  condemnation  to 
straitened  circumstances--perhaps  to 
absolute  want — ^for  life ! — ^For,  believe 
me,  sir,  if  you  suppose  that  Mr  Hil- 
lary's fortune  is  to  supply  you  both 
with  the  means  of  defying  him — ^to 
support  ^ou  in  a  life,  on  her  part  of 
frightful  ingratitude  and  disobedience, 
and  on  yours  of  presumption  and  self- 
ishness— you  will  find  yourself  fear- 
fully mistaken ! " 

"  He's  speaking  the  truth — by 

he  is !  "  said  Mr  Hillary,  striving  to 
assume  a  calm  manner.    **  If  you  do 

come  together  after  all  this,  d n 

me  if  I  oont  leave  every  penny  I  have 
in  the  world  to  an  hospital — or  to  a  jail 
— in  which  one  or  both  of  you  may 
perhaps  end  your  days,  after  all ! " 

"  Possibly,  Mr  Elhott,"  resumed  Mr 
Jeffreys,  "  I  am  to  infer  from  your 
silence  that  you  doubt — that  you  dis- 
believe these  threats.  H  so,  1  assure 
you,  you  are  grievously  and  fatally 
mistaken ;  you  do  not,  believe  me,  | 


know  Mr  Hillary  as  I  know  him,  and 
have  known  him  this  twenty  years  and 
upwards.  I  solemnly  and  truly  as- 
sure you  that  I  believe  he  will  as  cer- 
tainly do  what  he  says,  and  for  ever 
forsake  you  both,  as  you  are  standing 
now  before  us ! " — He  paused.  "Again, 
sir,  you  may  imagine  that  Miss  Hil- 
lary has  property  of  her  own — at  her 
own  disposal.  Do  not  so  sadly  de- 
ceive yourself  on  that  score !  Miss 
Hillary  has,  at  this  moment,  exactly 
£600  at  her  own  disposal " 

"  Ay— only  £600~that's  the  utter- 
most penny' 

"  And  how  long  is  that  to  last  ? — 
come,  sir — allow  me  to  ask  you  what 
you  have  to  say  to  all  this?"  inquir* 
ed  Mr  Jeffreys,  folding  his  arms,  and 
leaning  back  in  his  chair,  with  an  aii 
of  mingled  chagrin  and  exhaustion. 
Elliott  drew  a  long  breath. 

"  X  have  but  little  to  say,  Mr  Jef- 
freys, in  answer  to  what  you  have 
been  stating,"  he  commenced,  with  a 
melancholy  Diit  determined  air.  "How- 
ever you  may  suspect  me,  and  mis- 
construe and  misrepresent  my  cha- 
racter and  motives,  1  never  in  my  life 
meditated  a  dishonourable  action." 
He  paused,  thinking^  Mr  Hillary  was 
about  to  interrupt  him,  but  he  was 
mistaken,  Mr  Hillary  was  silently 
devouring  every  word  that  fell  from 
Elliott,  as  also  was  Mr  Jeffreys.  "  I 
am  here  as  a  hired  servant^  indeed,'* 
resumed  Elliott,  with  a  sigh,-^"  and 
I  am  the  son  of  one  who — who — was 
an  unfortunate  " — ^his  eyes  filled,  and 
his  voice  faltered.  For  some  seconds 
there  was  a  dead  silence.  The  per- 
spiration stood  on  every  feature  of 
Mr  Hillary's  agitated  countenance. 
"  But  of  course  all  this  is  as  nothing 
here."  He  gathered  courage,  and 
proceeded  with  a  calm  and  resolute 
air.  "  I  know  how  hateful  I  must 
now  appear  to  you.'  I  do  deserve 
bitter  reproof— and  surely  I  have  had 
it,  for  my  presumption  in  aspiring  to 
the  hand  and  heart  of  Miss  Hillary. 
I  tried  long  to  I'esist  the  passion  that 
devoured  me,  but  in  vain.  Miss  Hil- 
lary knew  my  destitute  situation  ; 
she  had  many  opportunities  of  ascer- 
taining my  character — she  conceived 
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a  noble  affection  for  me — I  returned 
her  love ;  I  was  obliged  to  do  it  se- 
cretl}r  —  and,  as  far  as  that  goes,  I 
submit  to  any  censure — ^I  feel,  I  know 
that  I  have  done  wrong!  If  Miss 
Hillary  choose  to  withdraw  her  affec- 
tion from  me,  I  will  submit,  thoueh 
my  heart  should  break.  If,  on  the 
contrary,  she  continue  to  love  me," 
his  eye  brightened — "  I  am  not  cow- 
ardly or  base  enough  to  undervalue 
her  love."  Here  Mr  Hillary  strug- 
gled with  Mr  Jeffreys,  who,  however, 
succeeded  in  restraining  his  client. 
"  If  Miss  Hillary  condescends  to  be- 
come my  wife" 

"Oh  Lord!  Oh  Lord!  Oh  Lord!" 
groaned  Mr  Hillary,  clasping  his 
hands  upon  his  forehead — "  open  the 
windows,  Mr  Jeffreys — or  I  shall  be 
smothered — I  am  dying — ^I  shall  go 
mad" 

"  I  will  retire,  sir,"  said  Elliott,  ad- 
dressing Mr  Jeffreys,  who  was  open- 
ing the  nearest  window. 

"  No,  but  you  shan't,  though " 
—  gasped  Mr  Hillary  —  "  you  ^all 
stop  here" — he  panted  for  breath — 
"  Hark'ee,  sir — d'ye  hear,  Elliott — lis- 
ten"— ^he  could  not  recover  his  breath. 
Mr  Jeffreys  implored  him  to  take  time 
— to  be  cool  —  "Yes— now  I'm  cool 
enough — I've — taken  time — ^to  con- 
sider— I  have  !  Hark'ee,  sir — ^if  you 
dare  to  think—  ofhaving — my  daughter 
— and  if  she — is  such  a  cursed  fool — ^as 
to  think  of  having — you" — he  stopped 
for  a  few  seconds  for  want  of  breath 
— "why— look'ee  sir  —  so  help  me 
God — you  may  both— both  of  you — 
and  your  children — if  you  have  any 
— die  in  the  streets — ^like  dogs— I've 
done  with  you — both  of  you — not  a 
farthing  —  not  a  morsel  of  bread  ; 

me  if  I  do ! "    Here  he  breathed 

like  a  hard-run  horse.  "  Now,  sir, 
like  a  thief  as  you  are ! — go  on  court- 
ing— ^my  daughter — marry  her !  ruin 
her ! — Go,  and  believe  that  all  I'm 
saying  is — a  lie ! — go,  and  hope  that, 
by  and  by,  I'll  forgive  you — and  all 
that  —  try  it,  sir!  Marry,  and  see 
whether  I  give  in ! — ^I'U  teach  you — 
to  rob  an  old  man  —  of  his  child ! 
The  instant  you  leave  this  house,  sir 
— this  gentleman — ^makes  my  Yn\\ — 


he  does! — ^and  when  I'm  dead — yon 
may  both  of  you  —  go  to  Doctors' 
Commons — ^borrow  a  shilling,  if  yon 
can — and  see  if  your  names — or  vour 
children's — are  in  it,  ha,  ha,  ha!  he 
concluded  with  a  bitter  and  ghastly 
lau^,  snapping  his  shaking  fingers 
at  Elliott — "Get  awav,  sir — marry 

after  this,  if  you  dare !  

Elliott  almost  reeled  out  of  the  room, 
and  out  oF  the  house,  and  did  not  fully 
recollect  himself  till  the  groom  of  bis 
aristocratic  competitor.  Lord  Scamp, 
whose  cab  was  dashing  up  to  the  gates 
of  Bullion  House,  shouted  to  him  to 
get  out  of  the  way,  or  be  driven  over ! 

Elliott  returnea  to  his  desk,  at  Min> 
cing  Lane,  too  much  agitated  and  con- 
fused, however,  to  be  able  to  attend 
to  business.  He  therefore  obtained  a 
reluctant  permission  to  absent  him- 
self till  the  morrow.  Even  the  inter^ 
val  thus  afforded,  however,  he  was 
quite  incapable  of  spending  in  the  re- 
flection required  by  the  very  serious 
situation  in  which  he  had  been  so 
suddenly  placed.  He  could  not  bring 
his  mind  to  bear  steadily  upon  any 
distinct  point  of  his  dreadful  inter- 
view witn  Mr  Hillary  and  Mr  Jef- 
freys; and  at  length,  lost  and  bewil- 
dered in  a  maze  of  indefinite  conjec- 
ture— of  doubtful  hopes  and  fears,  he 
retired  early  to  bed.  There,  after 
tossing  about  for  several  hours,  he  at 
length  dropped  asleep — and  awoke  at 
an  early  hour  somewhat  refreshed  and 

calmed. Well,  then,  what  was  to 

be  done? 

He  felt  a  conviction  that  Mr  Hillary 
would  be  an  uncompromising — ^an  in- 
exorable opponent  of  their  marriage, 
however  long  they  mi^ht  postpone  it 
with  the  hope  of  wearing  out  or  soft- 
ening away  his  repugnance  to  it ;  and 
that,  if  they  married  in  defiance  of 
him,  he  would  fulfil  every  threat  he 
had  uttered.  Of  these  two  points  he 
felt  as  certain  as  of  his  existence. 

He  believed  Miss  Hillary's  attach- 
ment to  him  to  be  ardent  and  unal- 
terable ;  and  that  nothing  short  of 
main  force  would  prevent  her  from 
adopting  any  suggestion  he  might 
offer.  As  for  himself,  he  was  pa«^ 
sionately — and  his  heart  loudly  told 
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liim   disinterestedly  attached  to  lier; 
he  could,  therefore,  as  far  as  he  him- 
self  was    concerned,   cheerfully  bid 
;  adieu  to  all  hopes  of  enjoying  a  shil- 
I  ling  of  her  father's  wealth,  and  be  joy- 
,  fully  content  to  labour  for  their  daily 
I  bread.     But — a  fearful  array  of  con- 
j   tiugencies  here  presented  themselves 
before  him.     Suppose  they  married, 
tbey  would  certainly  have  £600  to 
'.    commence    with ;    but    suppose    his 
I    health  failed  him — or  from  any  other 
cause  he  should  become  unable  to  sup- 
'    port  himself,  a  wife  —  and  it  might 
'    be — a  large  family,  how  soon  would 
'     £600  disappear?    And  what  would  be 
then  before  them  ? — ^His  heart  shrunk 
from  exposing  the  generous  and  con- 
'     fiding  creature  whose  love  he*  had 
'     gained,  to  such  terrible  dangers.    He 
could — ^he  lootdd — ^write  to  her,  and 
'     entreat  her  to  forget  him  —  to  obey 
'     the  reasonable  wishes  of  her  father. 
'     He  felt  that  Mr  Hillary  had  great  and 
grievous  cause  for  complaint  against 
'     him ;  could  make  every  allowance  for 
!      his  feelings,  and  forgive  their  coarse 
'      and  even  brutal  manifestation — and 
'      yet,  when  he  reflected  upon  some  ex- 
!      pressions  he  had  let  fall — upon  the 
'      withering  scorn  with  which  he  had 
'      been  treated — ^the  more  he  looked  at 
'      THIS  view  of  the  case,  the  more  he  felt 
'       the  spirit  of  a  man  swelling  within 
'      him.   He  never,trod  so  firmly,  nor  car- 
1       lied  himself  so  erectly,  as  he  did  on  his 
i       way  down  to  the  City  that  morning, 
t  But  then,  again,  what  misery  was 

t  poor  Miss  Hillary  then  enduring ! 
I  What  cruel  and  incessant  persecu- 
tion was  being  inflicted  upon  her ; 
1  but  SHE,  too,  had  a  high  and  bold 
I  spirit — ^he  kindled  as  he  pursued  his  me- 
i  ditations — ^lie  felt  that  the  conscious- 
>  ness  of  kindred  qualities  endeared  her 
i  to  him  tenfold  more  even  than  before. 
Thus  he  communed  with  himself; 
I  but  at  length  he  determined  on  writ- 
<  ing  the  letter  he  had  proposed,  and 
I        did  so  that  night. 

He  was  not  dismissed,  as  he  had 
I        expected,  from  the  service  of  Mr  Hil- 
lary, who  retained  him,  at  the  sug- 
gestion of  Mr  Jeffreys — that  shrewd 
'        gentleman  being  aware  that  he  could 
i        lien  keep  Elliott's  movements  more 


distinctly  under  his  own  eye,  and  have 
more  frecjuent  opportunities  of  nego- 
tiating with  him  on  behalf  of  Mr  Hil- 
lary.   Elliott's  position  in  fhe  estab- 
lishment was  such  as  never  brought 
him  into  personal  contact  with  Mr 
Hillary ;  and  apparently  no  one  but 
himself  and  Mr  Hillary  were  acquaint- 
ed with  the  peculiar  circumstances  in 
which  he  was  placed.    As  before  hint- 
ed, Mr  Jeffreys  was  incessant  in  his 
efforts,  both  personally  and  by  letter, 
to  induce  Elliott  to  break  off  the  dis- 
astrous connection  he  had  formed; 
and,  from  an  occasional  note  which 
Miss  Hillary  contrived — despite  all 
the  espionage  to  which  she  was  sub- 
jected— to  smuggle  to  him,  he  learned 
with  poignant  sorrow,  that  his  appre- 
hensions of  the  treatment  she  would 
receive  at  the  hands  of  her  father 
were  but  too  well  founded.     She  re- 
pelled, with  an  affectionate  and  in- 
dignant energy,   his  offers  and  pro- 
posals to  break  off  the  affair.     She 
told  him  that  her  spirit  rose  with  the 
cruelty  she  suffered,  and  declared  her- 
self ready,  if  he  thought  fit,  to  fly  from 
the  scene  of  trouble,  and  be  united  to 
him  immediately,  and  for  ever.    Many 
and  many  a  sleepless  night  did  such 
communications  as  these  insure   to 
Elliott.     He  saw  infinite  danger  in 
attempting   a  clandestine    mamage 
with  Miss  Hillary,  even  should  she 
be  a  readilv  consenting  party.     His 
upright  and.  manly  disposition  revolt- 
ed from  a  measure  so  underhand,  so 
unworthy ;  and  yet,  what  other  course 
lay  open  to  them  ?    His  own  position 
at  the  counting-house  was  becoming 
very  trying  and  painful.    It  soon  be- 
came apparent  that,  on  some  account 
or  another,  he  was  an  object  of  almost 
loathing  disregard  to  the  august  per- 
sonage at  the  head  of  the  establish- 
ment;  and  the  natural  consequence 
was,  an  increasing  infliction  of  petty 
annoyances  and  hardships  by  those 
connected  with  him  in  daily  business. 
He  was  required  to  do  more  than  he 
had  ever  before  been  called  upon  to 
do,  and  felt  himself  the  subject  of  fre 
quent  and  offensive  remark,  as  well^ 
as  suspicion.    The  ill-treatment  of  his 
superiors,  however,  and  the  impcrti- 
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nences  of  his  equals  and  inferiors, 
he  treated  Tvith  the  same  patient  and 
resolute  contempt,  conductinc^  himself 
with  the  atmost  vigilance  and  circum- 
spection, and  appljring  to  business — 
however  unjustly  accumulated  upon 
him — ^with  an  energy,  perseverance, 
and  ^ood-humour,  that  only  the  more 
mortified  his  unworthy  enemies.  Poor 
Elliott !  wh^  did  he  continue  in  the 
service  of  Hdlary,  Hungate,  and  Com- 
pany? How  utterly  chimerical  was 
the  hope  he  sometimes  entertained,  of 
its  being  possible  that  his  exemplary 
conduct  could  ever  make  any  impres- 
sion upon  the  hard  heart  of  Mr  Hillary ! 

Miss  Hillary  didreally,  as  has  been 
stated,  suffer  a  martyrdom  at  Bullion 
House,  at  the  hands  of  her  father. 
FiVery  day  caresses  and  curses  were 
alternated,  and  she  felt  that  she  was 
in  fact  a  prisoner — ^her  every  move- 
ment watched,  her  every  look  scru- 
tinised. Mr  Hillary  frequently  caused 
to  be  conveyed  to  her  reports  the  most 
false  and  degradin^concemingElliott! 
but  they  were  such  transparent  fabri- 
cations, as  of  course  to  defeat  the  ends 
proposed.  She  found  some  comfort  in 
the  society  of  her  mother,  who,  though 
for  a  long  time  feeling  and  expressing 
strongdisapprobation  of  her  daughter's 
attachment  to  Elliott,  at  length  re- 
lented, and  even  endeavoured  to  influ- 
ence Mr  Hillary  on  their  daughter's 
behalf.  Her  kind  offices  were,  how- 
ever, suddenly  interrupted  by  a  second 
attack  of  paralysis,  which  deprived  her 
of  the  power  of  speech  and  motion. 
This  dreadful  shock,  occurring  at  such 
a  moment,  was  too  ihuch  for  Miss  Hil- 
lary, who  was  removed  from  attend- 
ing affectionately  at  the  bedside  of  her 
unnappy  mother,  to  her  own  room, 
where  she  lay  for  nearly  a  fortnight 
in  a  violent  fever.  So  far  from  these 
domestic  trials  tending,  however,  to 
soften  the  heart  of  Mr  Hillary,  they 
apparently  contributed  only  to  harden 
it — ^to  aggravate  his  hatrea  of  Elliott 
— of  him  who  had  done  so  much  to 
disturb,  to  destroy  his  domestic  peace, 
his  fondest  wishes  and  expectations. 

Lord  Scamp  continued  his  interested 
and  flattering  attentions  to  Mr  Hillary, 
with  whom  he  was  continually  dining, 


and  at  length — a  proof  of  the  prodi- 
gious ascendancy  he  had  acquired 
over  the  stupid  mwionaire — ^succeeded 
in  borrowing  from  him  a  very  consi- 
derable sum  of  money.  Mr  Hillary 
soon  apprised  his  lordship  of  the  real 
nature  of  the  hinderance  to  his  mar- 
riage with  Miss  Hillaiy ;  and  his  lord- 
ship of  course  felt  it  nis  duty,  not  to 
speak  of  his  interest,  to  foster  and  in- 
flame the  fury  of  his  wished-for  father- 
in-law,  against  his  obscure  and  pre- 
sumptuous rival.  Several  schemes 
were  proposed  by  this  worthy  couple 
for  the  purpose  of  putting  an  end  to 
the  pretensions  and  prospects  of  this 
"  insolent  parvenu  of  the  outer  count- 
ing-house, as  his  lordship  styled  poor 
ElUott.  An  accidental  circumstance 
at  length  suggested  to  them  a^plot  so 
artful  and  atrocious,  that  poor  Elliott 
fell  a  victim  to  it. 

On  returning  to  the  counting-house, 
one  day,  from  the  little  chop-house  at 
which  ne  had  been  swallowing  a  hasty 
and  frugal  dinner,  he  observed  indica- 
tions of  some  unusual  occuiTence.  No 
one  spoke  to  him ;  all  seemed  to  look 
at  him  as  with  suspicion  and  alarm. 
He  had  hardly  hung  up  his  hat,  and 
reseated  himself  at  his  desk,  when  a 
message  was  brought  to  him  from  Mr 
Hillary,  who  required  his  immediate 
attendance  in  his  private  room.  Thi- 
ther, therefore,  he  repaired,  with  some 
surprise — and  with  more  surprise  be- 
held all  the  partners  assembled,  to- 
gether with  the  head  clerk,  the  solici- 
tor of  the  firm,  and  one  or  two  stran- 
gers. He  had  hardly  closed  the  door 
after  himself  when  Mr  Hillary  pointed 
to  him,  saying,  "This  is  your  pri- 
soner—take him  into  custody !" 

"Surrender,  sir  —  you're  our  pri- 
soner," said  one  of  the  two  strangers, 
both  of  whom  now  advanced  to  him, 
one  laying  hold  of  his  collar,  the  other 
fumbling  m  his  pocket,  and  taking  out 
a  pair  of  handcuffs.  Elliott  staggered 
several  paces  from  them  on  hearing 
the  astounding  language  of  Mr  Hillary, 
and  but  that  he  was  held  by  the  officer 
who  had  grasped  his  collar,  seemed 
likely  to  have  utUen.  He  turned  deadly 
pale.  For  a  second  or  two  he  spoke  not. 

"  Fetch  a  glass  of  water,    said  Bfr 
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Fleming,  one  of  the  partners,  observ- 
ing Elliott's  lips  losing  their  colour,  and 
moving  without  uttering  any  sound. 
But  he  recovered  himself  from  the  mo- 
mentary shock  without  the  aid  of  the 
water,  which  seemed  to  have  been 
placed  in  readiness  beforehand,  so  soon 
was  it  produced.  Pushing  aside  the 
officer's  nand  that  raised  the  glass  to 
his  lips,  he  exclaimed,  "What  is  the 
meamng  of  this,  sir?  How  dare  you 
deprive  me  of  my  liberty,  sir?"  ad- 
dressing Mr  Hillary— "  What  am  I 
charged  with?" 

"Embezzling  the  money  of  your 
employers,"  interposed  the  solicitor. 
As  he  spoke,  poor  Elliott  fixed  upon 
him  a  stare  of  norror,  and  after  stand- 
ing and  gazing  in  silence  for  several 
moments,  attempted  to  speak,  but  in 
vain ;  and  fell  in  a  kind  of  fit  into  the 
arms  of  the  officers.  When  he  had 
recovered,  he  wa^  conducted  to  a  hack- 
ney coach  which  had  been  some  time 
in  readiness,  and  conveyed  to  the 
police  office ;  where  an  hour  or  two 
afterwards,  Mr  Hillary,  accompanied 
by  Mr  Fleming,  the  solicitor,  and  two 
of  Elliott's  feUow-clerks,  attended  to 

§  refer  the  charge.  Elliott  was  imme- 
iately  brought  to  the  bar,  where  he 
stood  very  pale,  but  calm  and  self- 
possessed,  his  eyes  fixed  upon  Mr  Hil- 
lary  with  a  steadfast  searching  look, 
that  nothing  could  have  sustained  but 
his  indignant  consciousness  of  inno- 
cence. He  heard  the  charge  preferred 
against  him  without  uttering  a  word. 
The  firm  had  had  reason  for  some 
time,  it  was  said,  to  suspect  that  the^ 
were  robbed  by  some  member  of  their 
establishment;  that  suspicion  fell  at 
length  upon  the  prisoner ;  that  he  was 
purposely  directed  that  day  to  go  un- 
expectedly to  dinner,  having  been 
watched  auring  the  early  part  of  the 
morning;  that  his  desk  was  imme- 
diately opened  and  searched,  and  three 
five-pound  notes,  previously  marked 
(and  these  produced  were  so  marked), 
lound  in  his  pocket-book,  carefully  hid 
under  a  heap  of  papers ;  that  he  had 
been  several  times  lately  seen  with 
bank-notes  in  his  hand,  which  he 
seemed  desirousi  of  concealing;  that 
he  had  been  very  intimate  with  one 


of  his  fellow-clerks,  who  Was  now  in 
Newgate  on  a  charge  similar  to  the 
present;  that  the  firm  had  actually 
oeen  robbed  to  a  considerable  amount^ 
that  Elliott  had  only  that  morning 
been  asked  by  one  of  the  clerks,  then 
present,  to  lend  him  some  money, 
when  the  prisoner  replied  that  he  had 
not  got  £5  in  the  world. — ^AU  this, 
and  more,  Elliott  listened  to  without 
utterine  a  syllable. 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  one  of  the  magis- 
trates, "what  have  you  to  say  to  this 
very  serious  charge  ?  " 

"Say!— Why,  can  you  believe  it, 
sir  ?  "  replied  Elliott,  with  a  frank  air 
of  unaffected  incredulity. 

"Do  you  deny  it,  sir?"  inquired 
the  magistrate  coldly. 

"Yes,  I  do!  Peremptorily,  indig- 
nantly !  It  is  absurd !  I  rob  my  em^ 
^^lo^eraf  They  know  better — that  it 
18  impossible ! " 

"  Can  you  prove  that  this  charge  ia 
false?"  said  the  magistrate  with  a 
matter-of-fact  air.  "  Can  you  explain, 
or  deny  the  facts  that  have  been  just 
sworn  to?"  Elliott  looked  at  him,  as 
if  lost  in  thought.  "  Do  you  hear  me, 
sir?"  repeated  the  magistrate  stern- 
ly; "at  the  same  time,  you  are  not 
oound  to  say  anything ;  and  I  would 
caution  you  against  criminating  your- 
self." Still  Elliott  paused.  "If  you  are 
not  prepared,  I  will  remand  you  for  a 
weex,  before  committingyou  toprison.'* 

"  Commit  me  to  prison,  sir !  " — re- 
peated Elliott,  with  at  once  a  perplex- 
ed and  indignant  air, — "Why,  1  am 
as  innocent  as  yourself ! " 

"Then,  sir,  you  will  be  able  easily 
to  account  for  the  £15  found  in  your 
desk  this  morning"—' — 

"  Ah,  yes^I  had  forgotten  that — I 
deny  the  fact ! — They  could  not  have 
been  found  in  my  desk — for  I  have 
not  more  than  £4  and  a  few  shillings 
in  the  world,  till  my  next  quarter  s 
salary  becomes  due." 

"  But  it  is  sworn  here — ^you  heard  it 
sworn  as  well  as  I  did — that  the  money 
twM  found  there.  Here  are  the  wit- 
nesses—you may  ask  them  any  ques- 
tions you  think  proper  —  but  they 
swore  to  the  fact  most  distinctly." 

"Then,  sir,"  said  Elliott,  with  a 
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start,  as  if  electrified  with  some  sudden 
thought— "I  see  it  all!  Oh,  God,  I 
now  see  it  all !  It  was  placed  there 
on  purpose !  It  is  a  plot  laid  to  ruin 
me  I"  He  turned  round  abruptly  to- 
wards Mr  Hillary,  and  fixing  a  piercing 
look  upon  him,  he  exclaimed  in  a  low 
voice,  "  Oh,  old  man ! "  He  was  on 
the  eve  of  explaining  Mr  Hillary^s  pro- 
bable motives — ^but  the  thought  of  Aw 
daughter  suddenly  sealed  his  lips. 
"Sir,"  said  he,  presently  addressing 
the  magistrate,  "I  take  God  to  witness 
that  I  am  innocent  of  this  atrocious 
charge.  I  am  the  victim  of  a  conspi- 
racy. Commit  me,  sir-— commit  me  at 
once!  I  put  my  trust  in  God — ^the 
father  of  the  fatherless." 

The  magistrates  seemed  struck  with 
what  he  had  said,  and  much  more 
with  his  manner  of  saying  it.  They 
leaned  back,  and  conferred  together 
for  a  few  minutes.  "  Our  minds  are 
not  quite  satisfied,"  said  the  one  who 
had  already  spoken,  "as  to  the  pro- 
priety of  immediately  committing  the 
prisoner  to  Newgate.  Perhaps  addi- 
tional evidence  may  be  brought  for- 
ward in  a  few  days.  Prisoner,  you 
are  remanded  for  a  week." 

"  I  hope,  sir,"  said  Mr  Hillary,  "  that 
he  will  by  that  time  be  able  to  clear 
his  character — nothing  I  wish  more. 
It's  a  painful  thing  to  me  and  my 
partners  to  have  to  press  such  a  charge 
as  this — but  we  must  protect  ourselves 
from  the  robbery  of  servants !  "  This 
was  said  by  the  speaker  to  the  magis- 
trates ;  but  he  did  not  dare  to  look  at 
the  prisoner,  whose  piercing,  indig- 
nant eye  hejfeU  to  be  fixed  upon  him, 
and  to  follow  his  every  motion. 

That  day  week  Elliott  was  fully 
committed  to  Newgate :  and  on  the 
next  morning,  the  following  paragraph 
appeared  in  the  newspapers : — 

" Street.   Henry  Elliott,  a  clerk 

in  the  house  of  Hillan^,  Hungate,  and 
Company,  Mincing  Lane  (who  was 
brought  to  this  office  a  week  ago, 
charged  with  embezzling  the  sum  of 
£16,  the  money  of  his  employers,  and 
suspected  of  being  an  accomplice  of 
the  young  man  who  was  recently  com- 
mitted to  Newgate  from  this  office  on 
a  similar  charge),  was  yesterday  fully 


committed  for  trial.  He  is,  we  under- 
stand, a  young  man  of  respectable 
connections,  and  excellent  educationr. 
From  his  appearance  and  demeanour, 
he  would  have  seemed  incapable  of 
committing  the  very  serious  offence 
with  which  he  stands  charged.  He 
seemed  horror-struck  on  the  charge 
being  first  preferred,  and  asseverated 
his  innocence  firmly,  and  in  a  very  im- 
pressive manner,  declaring  that  he 
was  the  victim  of  a  conspiracy.  In 
answer  to  a  question  of  the  magistrate, 
one  of  his  employers  stated,  that  up  to 
the  time  of  preferring  this  charge,  the 
prisoner  haa  borne-  an  excellent  char- 
acter in  the  house." 

The  newspaper  containing  this  par- 
agraph found  its  way,  on  the  evening 
of  the  day  on  which  it  appeared,  into 
Miss  Hillary's  room,  through  her  maid, 
as  she  was  preparing  to  undress,  and 
conveyed  to  her  the  first  intimation 
of  poor  Elliott's  dreadful  situation. 
The  moment  that  she  had  read  it,  she 
sprung  to  her  feet,  pushed  aside  her 
maid,  who  attempted  to  prevent  her 
quitting  her  apartment,  and  with  the 
newspaper  in  her  hand,  flew  wildly 
down  the  stairs,  and  burst  into  the 
dining-room,  where  her  father  was  sit- 
ting alone,  in  his  easy-chair,  drawn 
close  to  the  fire.  "  Father ! "  she  al- 
most shrieked,  springing  to  within  a 
yard  or  two  of  wnere  he  was  sitting — 
"Henry  Elliott  robbed  you!  Henry 
Elliott  in  prison !  A  common  thief!  " 
IK)inting  to  the  newspaper,  with  fran- 
tic vehemence.  "Is  it  so?  And  you 
his  accuser?  Oh,  no!  no!  Never!" 
she  exclaimed,  a  wild  smile  gleaming 
on  her  pallid  countenance,  at  the  same 
time  sweeping  to  and  fro  before  her 
astounded  father,  with  swift  but  state- 
ly steps,  continuing,  as  she  passed  and 
repassed  him — "No,  sir!  no!  no!  no! 
— ^Oh,  for  shame!  for  shame,  father  I 
Shame  on  you !  shame !  His  fatlier 
dead !  His  mother  dead !  No  one  to 
feel  for  him  1    No  one  to  protect  him  ! 

No  one  to  love  him — ^but — ^me  !  " 

and  accompanying  the  last  few  words 
with  a  low  thrilling  hysterical  laugh, 
she  fell  at  full  length  insensible  upon 
the  floor. 

Her  father  sat  all  this  while  cower* 
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ing  in  his  chair,  with  his  hands  par- 
ti5ly  elevated— feeling  as  though  an 
angry  angel  had  suddenly  flashed 
upon  his  guilty  privacy ;  and  when 
his  daughter  fell,  he  had  not  the  power 
to  quit  his  chair  and  go  to  her  relief 
for  several  seconds.    A  horrihle  sus- 

}>icion  crossed  his  mind,  that  she  had 
ost  her  reason ;  and  he  spent  the  next 
hour  and  a  half  in  a  perfect  ecstasy 
of  terror.  As  soon,  however,  as  the 
apothecary  summoned  to  her  assist- 
ance had  assured  him  that  there  were, 
happily,  no  grounds  for  his  fears — that 
she  nad  had  a  very  violent  fit  of  hys- 
terics, but  was  now  recovered,  and 
fallen  asleep — ^he  ordered  the  horses 
to  his  carriage,  and  drove  off  at  top 
speed  to  the  office  of  his  City  solicitor, 
Mr  Newington,  to  instruct  him  topro- 
cure  Elliott's  instant  discharge.  That, 
of  course,  was  utterly  impossible ;  and 
Mr  Hillary,  almost  stupefied  with 
terror,  heard  Mr  Newington  assure 
him  that  the  King  himself  could  not 
accomplish  such  an  object !  That  El- 
liott must  now  remain  in  prison  till 
the  day  of  trial — about  a  month  or 
six  weeks  hence — and  then  be  brought 
to  the  bar  as  a  felon ;  that  there  were 
but  two  courses  to  be  pursued  on  that 
da^,  either  not  to  appear  against  the 
prisoner,  and  forfeit  all  the  recogni- 
sances, or  to  appear  in  open  court,  and 
state  that  the  charge  was  withdrawn, 
and  that  it  had  been  founded  entirely 
on  a  mistake.  That  even  then,  in  either 
case,  Elliott,  if  really  innocent. (Mr 
Newington  was  no  party  whatever  to 
the  fraudulent  concoction  of  the  charge, 
which  was  confined  to  Mr  Hillary  and 
Lord  Scamp),  would  bring  an  action  at 
law  against  Mr  Hillary,  and  obtain, 
doubtless,  very  large  damages  for  the 
disgrace,  and  danger,  and  injury, which 
Mr  Hillary's  UBdfounded  charge  had 
occasioned  him;  or — more  serious 
still — he  might  perhaps  indict  all  the 
parties  concerned  for  a  conspiracy. 

"  But,"  said  Mr  Hillary,  almost  sick 
with  firi^ht  at  this  alarming  statement 
of 'the  liabilities  he  had  incurred,  "  I 
would  not  wait  for  an  action  to  be 
brought  against  me— I  would  pay  him 
any  sum  ne  might  recommeni^  and 


that,  too,  instantly  on  his  quitting  the 
prison  walls." 

"  But,  pardon  me,  Mr  Hillary— why 
aUthis"-—  ^ 

"  Oh  —  something  of  very  great 
importance  has  just  happened  at  my 
house,  which — which — ogives  me  quite 
a  different  opinion.  But  I  was  saying 
I  would  pay  him  instantly" 

"  But  if  the  youn|;  man  be  spirited, 
and  conscious  of  his  innocence,  and 
choose  to  set  a  high  value  upon  his 
character,  he  will  insist  on  clearing 
it  in  open  court,  and  dare  you  to  the 
proof  of  your  charges  before  the  whole 
world — ^at  least  I  should  do  so  in  such 
a  case." 

"  You  woiddf  would  you,  sir ! "  ex- 
claimed Mr  Hillary  angrily,  the  big 
drops  of  perspiration  standing  upon 
his  forehead. 

"  Certainly  —  certainly  —  I  should 
indeed ;  but  let  that  pass.  I  really 
don't  see" continued  Mr  Newing- 
ton anxiously. 

"  D n  him,  then ! "  cried  Mr  Hil- 

lary  desperately,  after  a  pause,  snap- 
ping his  fingers,  **  let  him  do  his  worst  I 
He  can  never  find  me  out" 

"  Eh  ?  what  ?  "  interrupted  Newing- 
ton briskly,  "  find  you  out  I  What 
can  you  mean,  Mr  Hillary?'* 

"Why— a—"  stammered  Mr  Hil- 
lary,  colouring  violently,  adding  some- 
thing that  neither  he  himself  nor  Mr 
Newington  could  understand.  The 
latter  had  his  own  surmises — some- 
what vague,  it  is  true  —  as  to  the 
meaning  of  Mr  Hillary's  words — espe- 
cially coupling  them,  as  he  did  instant- 
ly, with  certain  expressions  he  had 
heard  poor  Elliott  utter  at  the  police- 
office.  He  was  a  prudent  man,  how- 
ever,  and  seeing  no  particular  neces- 
sity for  pushing  his  inquiries  further, 
he  thought  it  best  to  let  matters  re- 
main as  Mr  Hillary  chose  to  represent 
them. 

Six  weeks  did  poor  Elliott  lie  im- 
mured in  the  dungeons  of  Newgate, 
awaiting  his  trial — as  a  felon.  What 
pen  shall  describe  his  mental  suffer- 
ings during  that  period  ?  Conscious 
of  the  most  exalted  and  scrupulous 
integrity — he  who  had  never  design* 
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ediy  wronged  a  hmnan  being,  even 
in  thought — whom  dire  necessity  only 
had  placed  in  circntnstances  which 
exposed  him  to  the  devilish  malice  of 
such  a  man  as  Hillary — ^who  stood 
alone,  and,  with  the  exception  of  one 
fond  heart,  friendless  in  the  world 
— whose  livelihood  depended  on  his 
daily  labour,  and  who  had  hitherto 
supported  himself  with  decency,  not 
to  say  dignity,  amidst  many  gnevous 
discouragements  and  hardships — ^this 
was  the  man  pining  amid  the  guilty 
gloom  of  the  cells  of  Newgate,  and 
looking  forward  each  day  with  shud- 
dering to  the  hour  when  ne  was  to  be 
dragged  with  indignity  to  the  bar, 
and  perhaps  found  guilty,  on  perjured 
evidence,  of  the  shocking  offence  with 
which  he  was  chargped  1  And  all  this 
was,  beyond  a  doubt,  the  wicked  con- 
trivance of  Mr  Hillary— the  father  of 
his  Mary !  And  was  he  liable  to  be 
transported — ^to  quit  his  country  iffno- 
miniously  and  for  ever — to  oe  ban- 
ished with  disgust  and  horror  from 
the  memory  of  her  who  had  once  so 
passionately  loved  him — as  an  impos- 
tor— a  villam — ^a  fdon  t  He  resolved 
not  to  attempt  any  communication 
with  Miss  Hillary,  if  indeed  it  were 
practicable ;  but  to  await,  with  stem 
resolution,  the  arrival  of  the  hour 
that  was  either  to  crush  him  with  un- 
merited, but  inevitable  infamy  and 
ruin,  or  expose  and  sigpially  punish 
those  whose  malice  and  wickedness 
had  sought  to  effect  his  destruction. 
What  steps  could  he  take  to  defend 
himself?  Where  were  his  witnesses  ? 
What  splendid  advocate  would  rise 
on  his  behalf  to  detect  and  expose 
the  perjury  of  those  who  would  enter 
the  witness-box  to  prove  the  case  of 
his  wealthy  prosecutors  ?  Poor  soul ! 
Heaven  support  thee  against  thy  hour 
of  trouble,  and  then  deliver  thee  ! 

Miss  Hillary's  fearful  excitement, 
on  the  evening  when  she  discovered 
Elliott's  situation,  led  to  a  slow  fever, 
which  confined  her  to  her  bed  for  near- 
ly a  fortnight ;  and  when,  at  the  end 
of  that  period,  she  again  appeared  in 
her  father's  presence,  it  was  only  to 
encounter — oespite  her  wan  looks — a 
repetition  of  the  harsh  and  cruel  treat- 


ment she  had  experienced  ever  since 
the  day  on  which  he  had  discovered 
her  reluctance  to  receive  the  addresses 
of  Lord  Scamp.  Day  after  day  did 
her  father  bait  her  on  behalf  of  his 
lordship— with  alternate  coaxing  and 
cursing :  all  was  in  vain — ^for  when 
Lord  Bcamp  at  lei^h  made  her  a 
formal  offer  of  his  precious  "  hand 
and  heart,"  she  rejected  him  with 
a  quiet  contempt  which  sent  him, 
fhll  of  the  irritation  of  wounded  cou> 
ceit,  to  pour  his  sorrows  into  the  in- 
flamed ear  of  her  father. 

The  name  that  was  written  on  her 
heart  —  that  was  constantly  in  her 
sleeping  and  waking  thoughts,  M- 
liott  — she  never  suffered  to  escape 
her  lips.  Her  father  frequently  men- 
tionea  it  to  her,  but  she  listened  in 
melancholy,  oftener  indignant  silence 
She  felt  convinced  that  there  was  some 
foul  play,  on  the  part  of  her  father, 
connected  with  Elliott's  incarcera- 
tion in  Newgate,  and  could  some- 
times scarcelv  conceal,  when  in  his 
presence,  a  shudder  of  apprehension. 
And  was  it  likely — ^was  it  possible — 
that  such  a  measure  towards  the  un> 
happy,  persecuted  Elliott,  could  have 
any  other  effect  on  the  daughter,  be- 
lieving him,  as  she  did,  to  be  pure 
and  unspotted,  than  to  increase  and 
deepen  her  affection  for  him — ^to  pre- 
sent his  image  before  her  mind's  eye, 
as  that  of  one  induring  martyrdom 
on  her  account,  and  for  her  sake  ? 

At  length  came  on  the  day  appoint- 
ed for  Elliott's  trial,  and  it  was  with 
no  little  trepidation  that  Mr  Hillary, 
accompaniea  by  Lord  Scamp,  stepped 
into  his  carriage,  and  drove  down  to 
the  Old  Bailey,  where  they  sat  to- 
gether on  the  bench  till  nearly  seven 
o'clock,  till  which  time  the  court  was 
engaged  upon  the  trial  of  a  man  for 
forgery.  Amid  the  bustle  consequent 
upon  the  close  of  this  long  trial,  Mr 
Hillary,  after  introducing  his  noble 
friend  to  one  of  the  aldermen,  hap- 
pened to  cast  his  eyes  to  the  bar, 
which  had  been  just  quitted  by  the 
death-doomed  convict  he  had  heard 
tried,  when  they  fell  upon  the  figure 
of  Elliott,  who  seemed  to  have  been 
placed  there  for  some  minutes,  and 
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wa^  standiilg^  with  a  mournful  ex- 
pression of  countenance,  apparently 
lost  in  thought.  Even  Mr  Hillary  s 
hard  heart  might  have  been  touched 
b^  the  altered  appearance  of  his  vic- 
tim, who  was  greatly  emaciated,  and 
seemed  scarce  able  to  stand  erect  in 
his  most  humiliating  position. 

Mr  Hillary  knew  well  the  perfect 
innocence  of  Elliott ;  and  his  own 
guilty  soul  thrilled  within  him,  as  his 
eye  encountered  for  an  instant  the 
steadfast  but  sorrowful  eye  of  the 
prisoner.  In  vain  did  he  attempt 
to  appear  conversing  carelessly  with 
Lord  Scamp,  who  was  himself  too 
much  agitated  to  attend  to  him !  The 
prisoner  pleaded  Not  Guilty.  No 
counsel  had  been  retained  for  the 
prosecution,  nor  did  any  appear  for 
the  defence.  The  court,  therefore, 
had  to  examine  the  witnesses;  and, 
suffice  it  to  say,  that  after  about  half 
an  hour's  trial,  in  the  course  of  which 
Mr  Hillary  was  called  as  a  witness, 
and  trembled  so  excessively  as  to  call 
forth  some  encouraging  expressions 
from  the  Bench,  the  Judge  who  tried 
the  case  decided  that  there  was  no 
evidence  worth  a  straw  against  the 
prisoner,  and  consequently  directed 
the  Jury  to  acquit  him,  which  they 
did  instantly,  adding  their  unanimous 
opinion,  that  the  charge  against  him 
appeared  both  frivolous  and  malicious. 

"Am  I  to  Understand,  mv  Lord, 
that  I  leave  the  court  freed  &om  all 
taint,  from  all  dishonour?"  inquired 
Elliott,  after  the  foreman  had  e:q)ress- 
ed  the  opinion  of  the  Jury. 

"  Certainly — most  undoubtedly  you 
do,"  replied  the  Judge.. 

"  And  if  I  think  fit  I  am  at  liberty 
hereafter  to  expose  and  punish  those 
who  have  wickedly  conspired  to  place 
me  here  on  a  false  charge?  " 

"  Of  course,  you  have  your  remedy 
against  any  one,"  replied  the  cautious 
Judge,  "  that  is,  whom  you  can  prove 
to  have  acted  illegally---in  the  man- 
ner you  have  just  mentioned." 

Elliott  darted  a  glance  at  Mr  Hil- 
lary, which  made  his  blood  rush  tu- 
multuously  towards  his  guilty  heart, 
and  bowing  respectfully  to  the  court, 
withdrew  from  the  ignominious  spot 


which  he  had  been  so  infamously  com- 
pelled to  occupy.  He  left  the  prison  a 
little  after  eight  o'clock ;  and  wretch- 
ed indeed  were  his  feelings  as  the 
turnkey,  opening  the  outermost  of 
the  heavy  iron-bound  and  spiked  doors, 
bade  him  farewell,  gruffly  adding. — 
"Hope  we  mayn't  meet  again,  my 
hearty!" 

"  I  hope  not,  indeed ! "  replied  poor 
Elliott  with  a  sigh ;  and,  descending 
the  steps,  found  himself  in  the  street. 
He  scarce  knew,  for  a  moment,  whither 
to  direct  his  steps,  staggering,  over- 
powered with  the  strange  feeling  of 
suddenly  recovered  liberty.  The  sad 
reality  of  his  destitution,  however, 
soon  forced  itself  upon  him.  What 
was  to  become  of  him  ?  He  felt  wea- 
ried and  faint,  and  almost  wished  he 
had  begged  the  favour  of  sleeping  for 
the  night  even  in  the  dreary  (mngeon 
from  which  he  had  been  but  that  mo- 
ment released.  Thus  were  his  thoughts 
occupied,  as  he  moved  slowly  towards 
Fleet  Street,  when  a  female  figure 
approached  him,  muffled  in  a  large 
shawl. 

"  Henry— dearest  Henry ! "  mur- 
mured the  half-stifled  voice  of  Miss 
Hillary,  stretching  towards  him  both 
her  hands ;  "so,  you  are  free !  You 
have  escaped  from  the  snare  of  the 
wicked !  Thank  God— thank  God !  Oh, 
what  have  we  passed  through  since 
we  last  met !  Why,  Henry,  will  you 
not  speak  to  me  ?  bo  you  forsake  the 
daughter  for  the  sin  of  her  father  ?  " 

Elliott  stood  staring  at  her  as  if 
stupefied. 

"  Miss  Hillary !  "  he  murmured  in- 
credulously. 

"Yes — ^yes!  I  am  Mary  Hillary; 
I  am  your  own  Mary.  But  oh,  Henry, 
how  sdtered  you  are !  How  thin!  How 
pale  and  ill  you  look !  I  cannot  bear 
to  see  you !  '  And,  covering  her  face 
with  her  hands,  she  burst  into  a  flood 
of  tears. 

"  I  can  hardly — ^believe — that  it  is 
Miss  Hillary,"  muttered  Elliott.  "  But 
—your  faUwr  /—Mr  Hillary !  What 
will  he  say  if  he  sees  you  ?  Are  not 
you  ashamed  of  being  seen  talking  to 
a  wretch  like  me,  just  slipped  out  of 
Newgate?"  ^  t 
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"Asliamed?  My  Henry — do  not 
torture  mel  I  am  heart-broken  for 
your  sakel  It  is  my  own  flesh  and 
blood  that  I  am  ashamed  of.  That  it 
could  ever  be  so  base  " 

Elliott  suddenly  snatched  her  into 
his  arms,  and  foloed  her  to  his  breast 
with  convulsive  energy. 

If  the  malignant  eye  of  her  father 
had  seen  them  at  that  moment ! 

She  had  obtained  information  that 
her  father  was  gone  to  the  Old  Bailey 
with  Lord  Scamp,  and  soon  contrived 
to  follow  them,  unnoticed  by  the  do- 
mestics. She  could  not  set  into  the 
court,  as  the  gallery  was  already  filled, 
and  had  been  lingering  about  the  door 
for  upwards  of  four  hours,  making 
eager  mquiries  from  those  who  left  the 
court,  as  to  the  name  of  the  prisoner 
who  was  being  tried.  She  venement* 
ly  urged  him  to  accompany  her  direct 
to  Bullion  House,  confront  her  father, 
and  demand  reparation  for  the  WTon»i 
he  had  inflictea  "  I  will  stand  beside 
you — ^I  will  never  leave  you — ^let  him 
turn  us  both  out  of  his  house  to- 
gether !  " — continued  the  excited  girl 
— "  I  begin  to  loathe  it — to  feel  indif- 
ferent about  everything  it  contains — 
except  my  poor,  unoffending — dyinc 
mother ! — Come,  come,  Heuiy,  and 
play  the  man!  "—But  Elliottjs  good 
sense  led  him  to  expostulate  with  her, 
and  he  did  so  successfully,  represent- 
ing to  her  the  useless  peril  attending 
such  a  proceeding.  He  forced  her  into 
the  coach  that  was  waiting  for  her — 
refused  the  purse  which  she  had  tried 
nearly  twenty  times  to  thrust  into  his 
hand — promised  to  make  a  point  of 
writing  to  her  the  next  day  in  such  a 
manner  as  should  be  sure  of  reaching 
her,  and  after  mutually  affectionate 
adieus,  he  ordered  the  coachman  to 
diive  off  as  quickly  as  possible  towards 
Highbury.  She  found  Bullion  House 
in  a  tumult  on  account  of  her  absence. 

"So — your  intended  victim  has 
escaped !  ^'  exclaimed  Miss  Hillary, 
suddenly  presenting  herself  before  her 
father,  whom  Lord  Scamp  had  but  just 
left. 

"  Ah,  Polly — ^my  own  Poll — and  is 
it  you,  indeed?  "  said  her  father,  evi- 
dently the  worse  for  wine,  approaching 


her  unsteadily — "Come,  kiias  me,  love! 
— where — ^where  have  you  been,  you 
little  puss — ^puss — ^puss  ?  " 

"  To  NewgaUf  sir  I  "  replied  his 
daughter,  in  a  quick,  stem  tone,  and 
retreated  a  step  or  two  from  her  ad- 
vancing father. 

"  N — n — ew-gate ! — New — ^new — 
gate !  "  he  echoed,  as  if  the  word  had 
suddenly  sobered  him.  "  Well — Mary 
— and  what  of  that  ?  "  he  added,  draw- 
ing his  breath  heavily. 

"  To  think  that  your  blood  flows  in 
these  veins  of  mine !  "  continued  Miss 
Hillary,  with  extraordinary  energy, 
extending  her  arms  towards  him.  "I 
call  yon  father — and  yet " — she  shud- 
dered— "you  are  a  guilty  man — ^you 
have  laid  a  snare  for  tne  innocent. 
Tremble,  sir !  tremble !  Do  you  love 
your  daughter?  I  tell  you,  father, 
that  if  your  design  had  succeeded,  she 
would  have  lain  dead  in  your  house 
within  an  hour  after  it  was  told  her ! 
Oh,  what — what  am  I  sayincp  ? — where 
have  I  been  ?  "  She  pressed  her  hand 
to  her  forehead ;  her  high  excitement 
had  passed  away.  Her  father  had  re- 
covered from  the  shock  occasioned  by 
her  abrupt  reappearance.  He  walked 
to  the  door,  and  shut  it. 

"  Sit  down,  Mary,"  said  he  sternly, 
pointing  to  the  sofa.  She  Obeyed  him 
m  silence. 

"Now,  girl,  tell  me — are  you  drunk 
or  sober?  Where  have  you  been? 
What  have  you  been  doing?  "  he  in- 
quired with  a  furious  air.  She  hid  her 
face  in  her  hands,  and  wept. 

"You  are  driving  me  mad,  father !" 
she  murmured. 

"  Come,come! — ^What ! — youVe  play- 
ing the  coward  now.  Miss ! — ^Where  s 
all  your  bold  spirit  gone  ? — ^What ! 
can  t  you  bully  me  any  more  ? — Snivel 
on,  then,  and  beg  my  forgiveness! — 
What  do  you  mean.  Miss,"  said  he, 
extending  towards  her  his  clenched 
fist— "by  talking  about  this  fellow 
Elliott  being— my  victim?  Eh!— Tell 
me,  you  audacious  hussy  I  you  un- 
grateful vixen!  what  d'ye  mean? — 

Say,  what  the  d 1  nas  come  to 

you  ?  "  She  made  no  answer,  but  con- 
tinued wkh  her  face  concealed  in  her 
hands.    ^Oh — ^I'm  up  to  all  this!  I 
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Bee  what  you*re  after  I  I  know  you, 
oung  dare-devil  1— You  think  you  can 
juUy  me  into  letting  you  marrv  this 
brute — ^this  beggar — this  swindler ! — 
Ah,  ha !  you  don't  know  me  though ! 

By  ,  but  I  believe  you  and  he 

are  in  league  to  take  my  life  I "  He 
paused,  gasping  with  ri^e.  His  daugh- 
ter remained  suent.  "  What  has  turn- 
ed you  so  against  tne  ?  "  he  continued, 
in  the  same  violent  tone  and  manner. 
"  Haven't  I  been  a  lund  father  to  you 
aUmy" 

"  Oh  yes,  yes,  yes !  dear  father,  I 
know  you  have ! "  sobbed  Miss  Hillary, 
rising  and  throwing  herself  at  his  feet. 

"Then  why  are  you  behaving  in 
this  strange  way  to  me?"  he  inquired, 
somewhat  softening  his  tone.  "  Mary, 
isn't  your  poor  mother  up-stairs  dy- 
ing ;  and  if  I  lose  her  and  you  too, 
what's  to  become  of  me  ?  "  Miss  Hil- 
lary wept  bitterly.  "  You'd  better  kill 
your  old  father  outright  at  once,  than 
kill  him  in  this  slow  way !  or  send  him 
to  a  madhouse,  as  you  surely  will! 
Come,  Molly,"  he  added,  in  a  low, 
tremulous  voice  —  "  My  own  little 
Molly — promise  me  to  think  no  more 
of  tms  wretched  fellow !  Depend  on't 
he'll  be  revenged  on  me  yet,  and  do 
me  an  injurv  if  he  can !  Surely  the 
devil  himself  sent  the  man  across  our 
family  peace !  I  don't  want  you  to 
marry  Lord  Scamp  since  you  don't 
like  him — ^not  I !  It  s  true  I  have  long- 
ed this  many  a  year  to  marry  you  to 
some  nobleman — ^to  see  you  great  and 
happy ;  but — ^if  you  can't  uincy  my 
Lord  Scamp,  why — ^I  give  him  up! 
And  if  I  give  him  up,  won't  you  meet 
me  half-way,  and  make  u&  all  happy 
again  by  giving  up  this  fellow  so  un- 
worthy of  you?  He  comes  from  a 
d- — — d  bad  stock,  believe  me!  Re- 
member— ^his  father  gambled  and — 
cut  his  throat,"  added  Hillary  in  a 
low  tone,  instinctively  trembling  as 
he  recollected  the  effect  produced  upon 
Elliott  by  his  utterance  of  these  words 
on  a  former  occasion.  "  Only  think, 
Molly !  My  daughter^  with  a  fortune 
— scraped  together  during  a  long  life 
by  her  father's  hard  labour — Molly — 
the  only  thing  her  father  loves,  except- 
ing always  your  poor  mother— to  fling 


herself  into  the  arms  of  a  common 
thief— a — ^a  jail-bird — a  felon — a  fel- 
low on  his  way  to  the  gallows  " 

"Father!"  said  Miss  Hillary  so- 
lemnly, suddenly  looking  up  into  her 
father's  face,  "  you  know  that  this  is 
false  I  You  know  that  he  is  acquitted 
— ^that  he  is  innocent — you  knew  it 
from  the  first— that  the  charge  was 
false!" 

Mr  Hillary,  who  had  imagined  he  was 
succeeding  in  changing  his  daughter's 
determination,  was  immeasurably  dis- 
appointed and  shocked  at  this  evidence 
of  nis  failure.  He  bit  his  lips  violently, 
and  looked  at  her  fiercely,  his  counte- 
nance darkening  upon  her  sensibly. 
Scarce  suppressing  a  horrible  execra- 
tion— ^turning  a  ae&f  ear  to  all  her 
passionate  entreaties  on  behalf  of  El- 
liott— he  rose,  forcibly  detached  her 
arms,  which  were  clinging  to  his 
knees,  and  rung  the  bell. 

"  Send  Miss  Hillary's  maid  here," 
said  he  hoarsely.  The  woman,  with  a 
frightened  air,  soon  made  her  appear- 
ance. 

"  Attend  Miss  Hillary  to  her  room 
immediately,"  said  he  sternly;  and  his 
disconsolate  daughter  was  led  out  of 
his  presence,  to  spend  a  night  of  sleep- 
less agony — 

On  bed 

Delirious  flung,  sleep  from  her  pillow  flies ; 
All  night  she  tosses,  nor  the  balmy  power 
In  any  posture  finds ;  till  the  grey  mom 
lifts  her  pale  lustre  on  the  paler  wretch 
Exanimate  by  love ;  and  then,  perhaps, 
Exhausted  nature  sinks  awhile  to  rest, 
Still  interrupted  by  distracted  dreams, 
That  o'er  the  sick  unagination  rise, 
And   in   black   colours  paint  the  mimio 
scene  1* 

Many  more  such  scenes  as  the  one 
above  described  followed  between  Mr 
Hillary  and  his  daughter.  He  never 
left  her  from  the  moment  he  entered 
till  he  quitted  his  house  on  his  retmn 
to  the  City.  Threats,  entreaties,  pro- 
mises— ^magnificent  promises — all  the 
artillery  of  persuasion  or  coercion  that 
he  knew  how  to  use,  he  brought  to 
bear  upon  his  wearied  and  harassed 
daughter,  but  in  vain.  He  suddenly 
took  her  with  him  into  Scotland ;  and 
after  spending  there  a  wretched  week 
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or  two,  returned  more  dispirited  than 
he  had  left.  He  hurried  her  to  every 
place  of  amusement  he  could  think  of. 
Now  he  would  give  party  after  party, 
forgetful  of  his  poor  wife^s  situation : 
then  let  a  week  or  longer  elapse  in 
dull  and  morose  seclusion.  Once  he 
was  carried  hy  his  passion  to  such  a 

Eitch  of  frenzy,  that  ne  actually  struck 
er  on  the  side  of  her  head,  and  se- 
verely ! — nor  manifested  any  signs  of 
remorse  when  he  beheld  her  stagger- 
ing under  the  blow.  But  why  stay 
to  particularise  these  painful  scenes  ? 
Was  this  the  way  to  put  an  end  to  the 
obstinate  infatuation  of  his  daughter? 
No — but  to  increase  and  strengthen  it 
— ^to  add  fuel  to  the  fire.  Her  womanly 
pride — her  sense  of  justice — came — 
powerful  auxiliaries — to  support  her 
love  for  the  injured  Elliott.  She  bore 
his  ill-treatment  at  length  with  a  kind 
of  apathy.  She  had  long^  lost  all  re- 
spect for  her  father,  conscious  as  she 
was  that  he  had  acted  most  atrociously 
towards  Elliott ;  and,  presently — after 
"some  natural  tears"  for  her  poor 
mother,  she  became  wearied  of  the 
monotonous  misery  she  endured  at 
Bullion  House,  and  ready  to  fly  from  it. 
Passing  over  an  interval  of  a  month 
or  two,  during  which  she  continued  to 
keep  up  some  correspondence  with 
Elliott,  who,  however,  never  told  her 
the  extreme  misery — ^the  absolute  toant 
he  was  suffering,  since  her  father  re- 
fused to  give  him  a  character  such  as 
would  procure  his  admission  to  another 
situation,  and  he  was  therefore  reduced 
to  the  most  precarious  means  possible 
of  obtaining  the  scantiest  livelihood. 
Miss  Hillary,  overhearing  her  father 
make  arrangements  for  taking  her  on 
a  long  visit  to  the  Continent — where 
he  might,  for  all  she  knew,  leave  her 
to  end  her  days  in  some  convent — fled 
that  night  in  desperation  from  Bul- 
lion House,  and  sought  refuge  in  the 
humble  residence  of  an  old  servant  of 
her  father's.  Here  she  lived  for  a  few 
days  in  terrified  seclusion— but  she 
might  have  spared  her  alarms;  for, 
as  she  subsequently  discovered,  her 
father  received  the  news  of  her  flight 
with  sullen  apathy — ^merely  exclaim-  \ 
ing,  "  WeU— as  she  has  made  her  bed  i 


she  mast  lie  upon  it."  He  made  no 
inquiries  after  ner,  nor  attempted  to 
induce  her  to  return.  When  at  length 
apprised  of  her  residence,  he  did  not 
go  near  the  house.  He  had  evidently 
given  up  the  struggle  in  despair,  and 
felt  indifferent  to  any  fate  that  might 
befall  his  daughter.  He  heard  that 
the  bans  of  marriage  between  her  and 
Elliott  were  published  in  the  parish 
church  where  her  new  residence  was 
situated — but  offered  no  opposition 
whatever.  He  affixed  his  signature, 
when  required,  to  the  document  ne- 
cessary to  transfer  to  her  the  sum  of 
money — ^£600,  standing  in  her  name 
in  the  funds,  in  sullen  silence;— he 
h^  evidently  done  with  her,. for  ever. 

So  this  ill-fated  couple  became  man 
and  wife ; — no  one  attending  at  the 
brief  and  cheerless  ceremony  but  a 
friend  of  Elliott's,  and  the  humble 
couple  from  whose  house  she  had 
been  married. 

Elliott  had  commenced  legal  pro- 
ceedings against  Mr  Hillary  on  ao- 
count  of  his  malicious  prosecution. 
He  was  certain  of  success,  and  of 
thereby  wringing  from  his  reluctant 
and  wicked  father-in-law  a  very  con- 
siderable sum  of  money — a  little  for-* 
tune,  in  his  present  circumstances. 
With  a  noble  forbearance,  however, 
and  yielding  to  the  entreaties  of  his 
wife,  who  had  not  lost,  in  her  mar- 
riage, the  feelings  of  a  daughter  to- 
wards her  erring  parent^ — ^he  abandon- 
ed them ;  his  solicitor  writing,  at  his 
desire,  to  inform  Mr  Hillary  of  the 
fact,  that  his  client  had  determined 
to  discontinue  proceedings,  though  he 
had  had  the  certainty  of  success  be- 
fore him — and  that,  for  his  wife's  sake, 
he  freely  forgave  Mr  Hillary. 

This  letter  was  returned  with  an 
insolent  message  from  Mr  Hillary — 
and  there  the  affair  ended. 

A  few  days  after  her  marriage,  Mrs 
Elliott  received  the  following  cono- 
munication  from  Mr  Jeffreys : — 

"  Madam, 

"  Mr  Hillary  has  instructed  me  to 
apprise  you,  as  I  now  do  with  g^eat 
pam,  of  his  unalterable  determination 
never  again  to  recognise  you  as  hia 
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'daughter,  or  receive  any  communis 
cation,  of  any  description,  under  any 
circumstances,  from  either  your  hus- 
band or  yourself  —  addressed  either 
to  Mr  or  Mrs  Hillary :  whom  your 
undutifal  and  ungrateful  conduct,  he 
says,  has  separated  from  you  for 
ever. 

"  He  will  allow  to  be  forwarded  to 
9IIJ  place  you  may  direct,  whatever 
articles  belonging  to  you  may  yet  re- 
main at  BulUon  House,  onyour  send^ 
ing  a  list  of  them  to  my  office. 

"  Spare  me  the  pain  of  a  personal 
interview  on  the  matter ;  ana  believe 
me  when  I  unfeignedly  lament  being 
the  medium  of  communicating  the  in- 
telligence contained  in  this  letter. 
"  I  am,  Madam, 

"Your  humble  servant, 

"  JOHATHAN  JVBVBVYB. 

"To  Mrs  Elliott" 

With  a  faint  heart  and  trembling 
hand,  assisted  by  her  husband,  she 
set  down,  after  much  hesitation,  a 
few  articles — ^books,  dresses,  one  or 
two  jewels,  and  her  little  doe,  Cato. 
Him,  however,  Mr  Hillary  had  caused 
to  be  destroyed  the  day  after  he  dis- 
covered her  flight ! — ^The  other  arti- 
cles were  sent  to  her  immediately ; 
and  with  a  bitter  fit  of  weeping  did 
she  receive  them,  and  read  the  fata  of 
her  merry  little  favourite,  who  had 
frisked  about  her  to  the  last  with 
sportive  affection,  when  almost  every- 
body else  scowled  at  and  forsook 
her ! — ^Thus  closed  for  ever,  as  she 
too  surely  felt,  all  connection  and 
communication  with  her  father  and 
mother. 

Elliott  regarded  his  noble-spirited 
wife,  as  well  he  might,  with  a  fond- 
ness bordering  on  idolatry.  The  vast 
sacrifice  she  had  made  for  him  over- 
powered him  whenever  he  adverted 
to  it,  and  inspired  him,  not  only  with 
the  most  tender  and  «fothusiastic  af- 
fection and  gratitude,  but  with  the 
eagerest  anxiety  to  secure  her  by  his 
own  efforts  at  least  a  comfortable 
home.  He  enga^  small  but  re- 
spectable lodgings  in  the  Borough,  to 
which  they  removed  the  day  si}ccee4- 1 


ing  their  marriage ;  and  after  making 
desperate  exertions,  he  had  the  gra^ 
tification  of  procuring  a  situation  as 
clerk  in  a  respectable  mercantile  house 
in  the  City,  and  which  he  had  obtain- 
ed through  the  friendly  but  secret  serr 
vices  of  one  of  the  members  of  the 
firm  he  had  last  served,  and  who  at 
the  same  time  slipped  a  fift^-pound 
note  into  his  hand.  His  superior  qua- 
lifications secured  him  a  salary  of  £90 
ft-year,  with  the  promise  of  its  increase 
if  he  continued  to  give  satisfactioQ. 

Thus  creditably  settled,  the  troubled 
couple  began  to  breathe  a  little  more 
freely ;  and  in  the  course  of  a  twelve- 
month. Mrs  Elliott's  poignant  grief 
first  declined  into  melaoicholy,  which 
was  at  length  mitigated  into  a  pensive 
if  not  cheerful  resignation.  She  moved 
in  her  little  circumscribed  sphere  as 
if  she  had  never  occupied  one  of  spleur 
dour  and  f^ffluence.  How  happily  pass^ 
ed  the  hours  they  spent  together  ip 
the  evening  after  he  had  quitted  the 
scene  of  his  daily  labours— he  reading 
or  playing  on  his  flute — which  he  did 
very  beautifully,  and  she  busily  em- 
ployed with  her  needle !  How  they 
loved  their  neat  little  parlour,  as  they 
sometimes  involuntarily  compared  it 
— the^  with  the  spacious  and  splendid 
apartments  which  had  witnessed  so 
much  of  her  sufieriug  at  Bullion  House 
— h€f  with  the  dark  and  dreadful  cells 
of  Newgate  I  And  their  Sundays  I 
What  sweet  and  calm  repose  they 
brought !  How  she  loved  to  walk 
with  him  after  church  hours  in  the 
fresh  and  breezy  places-^ the  Parks 
— though  a  pang  occasionally  shot 
through  her  heart  when  she  observed 
her  father's  carriage — he  the  solitary 
occupant — ^rolling  leisurely  past  them ! 
The  very  carriage  in  whicn  she  and 
her  little  Cato  had  so  often  driven ! 
But  thoughts  such  as  these  seldom 
intruded;  and  when  they  did,  only 
drove  her  closer  to  her  husband — a 
pearl  to  her,  indeed — ^if  it  may  be  not 
irreverently  spoken — of  great  price — 
a  price  she  never  once  regretted  to 
have  paid. 

Ye  fond  unfortunate  souls !  what 
days  of  darkness  were  in  store  lor 
you! 
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About  eiriiteen  months  after  tbeir 
marriage,  Mrs  Elliott,  after  a  linger- 
ing and  dangerous  acoouchementi  gave 
birth  to  a  son— the  little  creature  I 
had  seen.     How  they  consulled  to- 

Stther  about  the  means  of  apprising 
r  Hillary  of  the  birth  of  his  grand- 
son— and  fondly  sue^sted  to  each 
other  the  posnbiUhf  of  its  melting  the 
stem  stubborn  resolution  he  had  form- 
ed concerning  them ! — He  heard  of  it, 
howeyer,  manifesting  about  as  much 
emotion  as  he  would  on  being  told  by 
hh  housekeeper  of  the  kittening  of 
his  kitchen  cat !  —The  lone  fond  letter 
she  had  made,  in  her  weakness,  such 
an  effort  to  write  to  him,  and  which 
poor  Elliott  had  trudged  all  the  way 
to  Highbury  to  deliver,  with  tremu- 
lous hand,  and  a  beating  heart,  to  the 
porter  at  the  lodge  of  Bullion  House, 
was  returned  to  them  the  next  morn- 
ing by  the  twopenny  post,  unopened ! 
What  delicious  agony  was  it  to  them 
to  look  at — to  hug  to  their  bosoms — 
the  little  creature  that  had  no  friend 
—  no  relative  on  earth  but  them  ! 
How  often  did  his  eye  open  surprised- 
ly  upon  his  mother,  when  her  scorch- 
ing tears  dropped  upon  his  tiny  face ! 
she  had  just  weaned  her  child,  and 
was  still  suffering  from  the  effects  of 
nursing,  when  there  happened  the 
first  misfortune  that  had  befallen  them 
since  their  marriage.  Mr  Elliott  was 
one  night  behind  his  usual  hour  of 
returning  from  the  City — and  his 
anxious  wife's  suspense  was  termi- 
nated by  the  appearance  at  their  door 
of  a  hackney  coach,  from  which  there 
stepped  out  a  strange  gentleman,  who 
hastily  knocked  at  the  door,  and  re- 
turned to  assist  another  gentleman  in 
lifting  out  the  apparently  inanimate 
figure  of  her  husband !  Pale  as  death, 
she  rushed  down  stairs,  her  child  in 
her  arms,  and  was  saved  from  fainting 
only  by  hearing  her  husband's  voice, 
in  a  low  tone,  assuring  her  that  "  he 
was  not  much  hurt" — ^tnat  he  had  had 
"a  slight  accident."  The  fact  was, 
that  in  attempting  most  imprudently 
to  shoot  across  the  street  between  two 
approaching  vehicles,  he  had  been 
knocked  down  by  the  pole  of  one  of 
them—a  post-chaise ;  and  when  down, 


before  the  post-boy  could  stop,  ooe  of 
the  horses  had  lacked  the  prostrate 
passenger  upon  his  right  side.  -  The 
two  humane  gentlemen  who  had  ac- 
companied him  home,  did  all  in  their 
power  to  assuage  the  terrors  of  Mrs 
Elliott.  One  of  them  ran  for  the 
medical  man,  who  fortunately  lived 
close  at  hand ;  and  he  pronounced  the 
case  to  be,  though  a  serious  one,  and 
requiring  great  care,  not  attended  with 
duigerous  symptoms — at  least  at  pre- 
sent. 

His  patient  never  quitted  his  bed 
for  tluree  months ;  at  the  end  of  which 
period,  his  employers  sent  a  very  kind 
message,  regrettmg  the  accident  that 
had  happened,  and  still  more,   that 
they  felt  compelled  to  fill  up  his  situ- 
ation in  their  house,  as  he  had  been 
now  so  long  absent,  and  was  likely  to 
continue  absent  for  a  much  longer 
time :  and  they  at  the  same  time  paid 
him  all  the  salary  that  was  due  in 
respect  of  the  period  during  which  he 
had  been  absent,  and  a  quarter's  salary 
beyond  it.    Poor  Elliott  was  thrown 
by  this  intelligence  into  a  state  <^ 
deep   despondency,    which   was    in- 
creased by  his  surgeon's  continuing 
to  use  the  language  of  caution,  and  as- 
suring him— disheartening  words  ! — 
that  he  must  not  think  of  engaging  in 
active  business  for  some  time  yet  to 
come.    It  was  after  a  sleepless  night 
that  he  and  his  wife  stepped  into  a 
hackney  coach,  and  drove  to  the  bank 
to  sell  out  £50  of  their  precious  store, 
in  order  to  liquidate  some  of  the  heavy 
expenses  attendant  on  his  long  illness. 
Alas !  what  prospect  was  there,  either 
of  replacing  what  they  now  took,  or 
of  preserving  the  remainder  from  simi- 
lar diminutions? — It  was  now  that 
his  admirable  wife  acted  indeed  the 
part  of  a  guardian  angel ;  soothing  by 
ner  fond  attentions  his  querulous  and 
alarmed  spirit — and,  that  she  might 
do  so,  struggling  hourly  to  conceal 
her  own  grievous  apprehensions — her 
hopeless  despondency.     As  may  be 
supposed,  it  had  now  become  neces- 
sary to  practise  the  closest  economy 
in  order  to  keep  themselves  out  of 
debt,  and  to  avoid  the  necessity  of 
constantly  drawing  upon,  the  very 
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moderate  som  whichyet  stood  in  his 
name  in  the  funds.  Mow  often,  never- 
theless, did  the  fond  creature  risk  a 
chiding — ^and  a  severe  one — ^firom  her 
husband — ^by  secretly  procuring  for 
him  some  of  the  little  delicacies  re- 
commended by  their  medical  attend- 
ant, and  of  which  no  entreaties  could 
ever  prevail  upon  her  to  partake ! 

Some  time  after  this,  her  husband 
recovered  sufficiently  to  be  able  to  walk 
out ;  but  being  peremptorily  prohibit- 
ed from  engaging,  for  some  time  to 
come,  in  his  old  situation,  or  any  one 
requiring  similar  efforts,  he  put  an  ad- 
vertisement in  the  newspapers,  offer- 
ing to  arrange  the  most  involved  mer- 
chant's accounts,  &c.,  "  with  accuracy 
and  expedition," — at  his  own  residence, 
and  on  such  very  moderate  terms  as 
soon  brought  him  several  offers  of  em- 
ployment. He  addressed  himself  with 
a  natural  but  most  imprudent  eager- 
ness to  the  troublesome  and  exhaust- 
ing task  he  had  undertaken :  and  the 
consequence  was,  that  he  purchased 
the  opportunity  of  a  month's  labour, 
by  a  twelvemonth's  incapacitation  for 
CM  labour !    A  dreadful  blow  this  was, 
and  borne  by  neither  of  them  with 
their  former  equanimity.    Mrs  Elliott 
renewed  her  hopeless  attempt  to  soften 
the  obduracy  of  her  father's  heart. 
She  waited  for  him  repeatedly  in  the 
street  at  the  hours  of  his  quitting  and 
returning  to  the  City,  and  attempted  to 
speak  to  him,  but  he  hurried  &om  her 
as  from  a  common  street-beggar.  She 
wrote  letter  after  letter,  carrymg  some 
herself,  and  sending  others  bv  the 
post,  by  which  latter  medium  all  were 
mvariably  returned  to  her !    She  be- 
^n  to  think  with  horror  of  her  father's 
mexorable  disposition — and  her  prat- 
ers to  heaven  for  its  interference  in 
her  behalf— or  at  least  the  faith  that 
inspired   them   became   fainter  and 
fainter. 

Mr  Hillary's  temper  had  become  ten 
times  worse  than  before,  since  his 
daughter's  departure,  owing  to  that  as 
well  as  simdry  other  causes.  Several 
of  his  speculations  in  business  proved 
to  be  very  unfortunate,  and  to  entail 
harassing  consequences,  which  kept 
him  constantly  in  a  state  of  feverish 


irritability.  Poor  Mrs  Hillary  contin- 
ued still  a  hopeless  paralytic,  de- 
prived of  the  powers  both  of  speech 
and  motion:  all  chance,  therefore,  of 
^er  precious  intercession  was  too  pro- 
bably for  ever  at  an  end.  In  vain  did 
Mrs  Elliott  strive  to  interest  several 
of  her  relatives  in  her  behalf :  thev 
professed  too  great  a  dread  of  Mr  Hil- 
lary to  attempt  interfering  in  such  a 
delicate  and  dangerous  matter;  and 
reaUy  had  a  very  obvious  interest  in 
continuing,  if  not  increasing,  the  griev- 
ous and  unnatural  estrangement  exist- 
ing between  him  and  his  daughter. 
There  was  one  of  them — a  Miss  Gub- 
bley,  a  maiden  aunt  or  cousin  of  Mrs 
Elhott,  that  had  wormed  herself  com- 
pletely into  Mr  Hillary's  confidence, 
and  having  been  once  a  kind  of  house^ 
keeper  in  the  establishment,  now 
reigned  supreme  at  Bullion  House ;  an 
artful,  selfish,  vulgar  person,  an  object 
to  Mrs  Elliott  of  mingled  terror  and 
disgust.    This  was  the  being  that, 

Tgad-like,  sat  aquattiug  at  the  ear 

of  her  father,  probably  daily  suggest- 
ing every  hateful  consideration  tha^ 
could  tend  to  widen  the  breach  already 
existing  between  him  and  his  daughter. 
This  creature,  too,  had  poor  Mrs  El- 
liott besieged  with  passionate  and  hu- 
miliating entreaties,  till  they  were 
suddenly  and  finally  checked  by  a  dis- 
play of  such  intolerable  insolence  and 
heartlessness  as  determined  Mrs  El- 
liott, come  what  would,  to  make  no 
further  efforts  in  ihat  quarter.  She 
returned  home,  on  the  occasion  just 
alluded  to,  worn  out  in  body  and  mind. 
A  copious  flood  of  tears,  accompanying 
her  narration  to  her  -husband  of  what 
had  happened,  relieved  her  excitement ; 
she  took  her  child  into  her  arms,  and 
his  playful  little  fingers  unconsciously 
touching  the  deep  responsive  chords 
of  a  mother's  heart,  she  forgot,  in  the 
ecstasy  of  the  moment,  as  she  folded 
him  to  her  bosom,  all  that  had  occurred 
to  make  her  unhappy,  and  add  to  the 
gloom  of  their  darkening  prospects ! 

Closer  and  closer  now  became  their 
retrenchments;  every  source  of  ex- 
penditure being  cut  off  that  was  not 
absolutely  indispensable.    None,  sho 
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told  me,  occasioned  them  a  greater 
pang  than  giving  up  their  little  pew 
m Church,  and  betaking  them- 
selves, Sunday  after  Sunday,  to  the 
humbler  and  more  appropriate  sittings 
provided  in  the  aisle.  But  was  this,  their 
communion  and  contact  with  poverty, 
imfavourable  to  devotion?  No.  The 
serpent  pbidb  was  crushed,  and  dared 
not  lift  his  bruised  head  to  disturb  or 
alarm !  God  then  drew  near  to  the 
deserted  couple,  "weary,  and  heavy- 
laden,"  and  "  cast  out "  by  their  earthly 
father !  Yes — there  she  experienced  a 
holy  calm — a  resignation — a  reality  in 
the  services  and  duties  of  religion— 
which  she  had  never  known  when  sit- 
ting amid  the  trapping^  of  ostentatious 
wealth,  in  the  gorgeous  pew  of  her 
father! 

They  were  obliged  to  seek  cheaper 
lodgings — ^moderate  as  was  the  rent 
required  for  those  they  had  so  long 
occupied — where  they  might  practise 
a  severer  economy  than  they  chose  to 
exhibit  in  the  presence  of  those  who 
had  known  them  when  such  sacrifices 
were  not  necessary — and  which  had 
also  the  advantage  of  being  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  a  person  who  had 
promised  Elliott  occasional  employ- 
ment as  collector  of  rents,  &c.,  as  well 
as  the  balancing  of  his  books  every 
month.  Long  before  his  health  war- 
ranted, did  he  undertake  these  severe 
labours,  driven  to  desperation  by  a 
heavy  and  not  over-reasonable  bill  de- 
livered him  by  his  medical  attendant, 
and  of  which  he  pressed  for  the  pav- 
ment  With  an  aching  heart  poor  El- 
liott sold  out  sufficient  to  discharge  it, 
and  resolved  at  all  hazards  to  recom- 
mence his  labours;  for  there  was  left 
only  £70  or  £80  in  the  Bank— and  he 
shuddered  when  he  thought  of  it  I  They 
had  quitted  these  their  second  lodgings 
for  those  in  which  I  found  them,  about 
three  months  before  her  first  visit  to 
me,  in  order  to  be  near  another  indivi- 
dual— ^himself  an  accountant,  who  had 
promised  to  employ  Elliott  frequently  as 
a  kind  of  deputy,  or  fag.  His  were  the 
books  piled  before  poor  Elliott  when 
first  I  saw  him  1  Thus  had  he  been 
engag^ed,  to  the  great  injury  of  his 
health,   for  many  weeks  —  nis  own 


mental  energy  and  determination  flat- 
terin|f  him  with  a  delusive  confidence 
in  his   physical  vigour!    Poor  Mrs 
Elliott  also  had  contrived,  being*  not 
unacquainted  with  ornamental  needle- 
work, to  obtain  some  employment  of 
that  description.  Heavy  was  her  heart 
as  she  sat  toiling  beside  her  husband — 
who  was  busily  engaged  in  such  a  man- 
ner as  would  not  admit  of  their  con- 
versing together — ^when  her  thoughts 
wandered  over  the  scenes  of  their  past 
history,  and  anticipated  their  gloomy 
prospects.    Was  sne  now  paying  the 
fearful  penalty  of  disobedience  ?    But 
where  was  the  sin  she  had  committed, 
in  forming  an  honest  and  ardent  at- 
tachment to  one  whom  she  was  satis- 
fied was  every  way  her  equal,  save  in 
wealth  ?    How  could  he  have  a  right 
to  dictate  to  her  heart  who  should  be 
an  object  of  its  aff'ections?  To  dispose 
of  it  as  of  an  article  of  merchandise — 
Had  he  any  right  thus  to  consign  her  to 
perpetual  misery  ?    To  unite  ner  to  a 
titled  villain  merely  to  gratify  his  weak 
pride  and  ambition — Had  she  not  a 
right  to  resist  such  an  attempt? — The 
same  Scripture  that  has  said,  children^ 
obey  your  parents^  has  also  said, /af^er*, 
provohe  not  your  children  to  wrath.  But 
nad  she  not  been  too  precipitate — or 
unduly  obstinate  in  adhering  to  the 
man  her  father  abhorred? — Ought  any- 
thing— alas ! — ^to  have  caused  her  to 
fly  from  her  suffering  mother?    Oh, 
what  miffht  have  been  her  sufferings ! 
But  surely  nothing  could  justify  or  ex- 
tenuate the  unrelenting  spirit  which 
actuated  her  father !    And  that  father 
she  knew  to  have  acted  basely — to  have 
played  the  part  of  a  devil  towards  the 
man  whom  he  hated— perhaps,  nay 
too  probably,  he  was  meditating  some 
equally  base  and  desperate  scheme  con- 
cerning herself!   She  silently  appealed 
to  God  from  amidst  this  conflict  of  her 
thoughts  and  feelings,  and  implored 
his  forgiveness  of  her  rash  conduct. 
Her  agonies  were  heightened  by  the 
consciousness  that  there  existed  rea- 
sons for  self-condemnation.    But  she 
thought  of — she  looked  at — her  hus- 
band; and  her  heart  told  her,  that  she 
should  act  similarly  were  the  past  again 
to  happen ! 
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So,  then,  here  was  this  virtuous  un- 
happy couple — he  declining  in  health 
just  when  that  health  was  most  precious 
— she,  too,  worn  out  with  labour  and 
anxiety,  and  likely — alas  1 — ^to  bring 
another  heir  to  wretchedness  into  the 
world,  for  she  was  considerably  ad- 
vanced in  pregnancy — ^both  becoming 
less  capable  oi  the  labour  which  was 
growing,  alas !  daily  more  essential — 
with  scarcely  £40  to  fall  back  upon  in 
the  most  desperate  emergency  : — Such 
was  the  dreadful  situation  of  Mr  and 
Mrs  Elliott  soon  after  the  period  of  my 
first  introduction  to  them.  It  was  after 
listening  to  one  of  the  most  interesting 
and  melancholy  narratives  that  the 
annals  of  human  suffering  could  supply, 
that  I  secretly  resolved  to  take  upon 
myself  the  responsibility  of  appealing 
to  Mr  Hillary  in  their  hehalf,  noping 
that  for  the  honour  of  humanity  my 
efforts  would  not  be  entirely  unavail- 
ing. 

He  had  quitted  Bullion  House  with- 
in a  twelvemonth  after  his  daughter's 
flight,  and  removed  to  a  spacious  and 

splendid  mansion  in Square,  in 

the  neighbourhood  of  my  residence ; 
and  where -r strange  coincidence! — ^I 
was  requested  to  attend  Mrs  Hillary, 
who  at  length  seemed  approaching  the 
close  of  her  long-protracted  sufferings. 
Mr  Hillary  had  become  quite  an  alter- 
ed man  since  the  defection  of  his 
daughter.  Lord  Scamp  had  introduced 
him  freely  into  the  society  of  persons 
of  rank  and  station,  who  welcomed  in- 
to their  circles  the  possessor  of  so 
splendid  a  fortune ;  and  he  found,  in 
the  incessant  excitement  and  amuse- 
ment of  fashionable  society,  a  refuge 
from  reflection,  from  those  "  compunc- 
tious visitings  of  remorse"  which  made 
his  solitude  dreadful  and  insupport- 
able. I  found  him  just  such  a  man  as 
I  have  already  had  occasion  to  describe 
him;  a  vain,  vulgar,  selfish,  testy, 
overbearing  old  man ;  one  of  the  most 
difficult  and  dangerous  persons  on 
earth  to  deal  with  in  such  a  negotia- 
tion as  that  I  had  so  rashly,  but 
Heaven  knows  with  the  best  inten- 
tions, undertaken. 

"Well,  Mr  Hillary,"  said  T,  enter- 
ing the  drawing-room,  where  he  was 


standing  alone,  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  at  the  window,  watching 
some  disturbance  in  the  square — "I 
am  a&aid  I  can't  bring  you  any  better 
news  about  Mrs  Hillary.  She  weak- 
ens hourly  1 " 

"  Ah,  poor  creature,  I  see  she  does 
— ^indeed ! "  he  replied  sighing,  quitting 
the  window,  and  offering  me  one  of 
the  many  beautiful  chairs  that  stood 
in  the  splendid  apartment.  "Well, 
she's  been  a  good  wife  to  me,  I  must 
say — a  very  good  wife,  and  I've  always 
thought  and  said  so."  Thrusting  his 
hands  into  the  pockets  of  his  ample 
white  waistcoat,  he  walked  up  >tnd 
down  the  room.  "Well,  poor  soul! 
she's  had  all  that  money  could  get 
her,  doctor,  however,  and  she  knows 
it  — that's  a  comfort— but  it  a'n't 
Tnoney  can  keep  death  off,  is  it?  " 

"  ilo,  indeed,  Mr  Hillary ;  but  it 
can  mitigate  some  of  its  terrors.  What 
a  consolation  will  it  be  for  you  here- 
after, to  reflect  that  Mrs  Hillary  has 
had  everything  your  noble  fortune 
could  procure  for  her ! " 

"  Ay,  and  no  grudging  neither !  I'd 
do  ten  times  what  I  have  done — ^what's 
money  to  me?  So — poor  Poll,  and  she's 
going !  We  never  nad  a  real  quarrel 
in  our  lives ! "  he  continued,  in  a 
somewhat  subdued  tone.  "I  shall 
miss  her  when  she  is  gone  ! — I  shall 
indeed !  I  could  find  many  to  fill  her 
place,  if  I  had  a  mind,  I'll  warrant  me 
—but  I— I—poor  Poll!" 

»  *  "  Yes,"  I  said  presently,  in 
answer  to  some  general  remai-k  he  had 
made,  "  we  medical  men  do  certainly 
see  the  worst  side  of  human  life.  Pain 
— illness — death — are  bad  enough  of 
themselves — but  when  poverty  steps 
in  too" 

"Ay,  I  dare  say— bad  enough,  as 
you  say — ^bad  enough — a-hem ! ' 

"  I  have  this  very  day  seen  a  mourn- 
ful instance  of  accumulated  human 
misery  ;  poverty,  approaching  starva- 
tion, illness,  distress  of  mind. — ^Ah, 
Mr  Hillary,  what  a  scene  I  witnessed 
yesterday ! "  I  continued,  with  emo- 
tion ;  "  a  man  who  is  well  bom,  who 
has  seen  better" 

"  Better  days — ay,  exactly.  Double- 
refined  misery,  as  they  would  say  ia 
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the  City.  By  the  way,  what  a  ralu- 
able  charity  that  is — ^I  m  a  subscriber 
to  it — for  the  relief  of  decayed  trades- 
men I  One  feels  such  a  pleasure  in 
it  I  I  dare  say  now — I  do  believe — 
let  me  see — ^£200  would  not  cover 
what  I  get  rid  of  one  way  or  another 
in  this  hind  of  way  every  year — bv 
the  way,  doctor,  I'll  ring  for  tea ;  you'll 
take  a  cup? "  I  nodded ;  and  in  a  few 
minutes  a  splendid  tea-service  made 
its  appearance. 

"  Do  you  know,  doctor,  I've  some 
notion  of  being  remembered  after  I'm 
gone,  and  it  has  often  struck  me  that 
if  I  were  to  leave  what  I  have  to  build 
an  hospital  or  something  of  that  sort, 
in  this  part  of  the  town,  it  wouldn't 

be  amiss  " 

''A  noble  ambition,  sir,  indeed!- 
But,  as  I  was  observing,  the  poor  peo- 
ple I  saw  yesterday  —  such  misery! 
euch  fortitude ! " 

"  Ah,  yes !  Proper  sort  of  people, 
just  the  right  sort,  to  put  into— a-hem ! 
— Hillary's  Hospital.  It  don't  sound 
badly,  does  it? '*^ 

"  Excellently  well.  But  the  fact  is  " 
— ^I  observed  that  he  was  becoming 
rather  fidgety,  but  I  was  resolved  not 
to  be  beaten  firom  mj  point — "I'm 
going,  in  short,  Mr  Hillary,  to  take  a 
liberty  which  nothing  could  warrant 

but" 

"  You're  going  to  heg^  doctor,  now 
a'n't  you?"  he  interrupted  briskly; 
"  but  the  fact  is,  my  maxim  has  long 
been  never  to  give  a  farthing  in  charity 
that  any  one  shall  know  of  but  two 
people :  I,  and  the  people  I  give  to. 
That's  my  notion  of  true  charity ;  and, 
besides,  it  saves  one  a  vast  deal  of 
trouble.  But  if  yov>  really  think — ^if 
it  really  is  a  deserving  cascr-why — 

a-hem!  I  ndghi  perhaps — Dr is 

so  well  known  for  his  charitable  turn. 
— ^Now,  a'n't  this  the  way  you  begin 
upon  cil  }rour  great  patients  ?"  he  con- 
tinued, with  an  air  of  supreme  com- 
placency. I  bowed  and  smiled,  humour- 
ing his  vanity.  "  Well,  in  such  a  case 
—hem!  hem! — ^I  might,  once  in  a 
way,  break  in  upon  my  rule,"  and  he 
transferred  his  left  hand  from  his 
waistcoat  to  his  breeches  pocket ;  "  so, 
there's  a  guinea  for  you.    But  don't 


on  any  account  name  it  to  any  one. 
Don't,  doctor.  I  don't  want  to  be 
talked  about ;  and  we  people  that  are 
knoMm  do  get  so  many  

"  But,  Mr  Hillary,  surely  I  may  tell 
my  poor  friends,  to  whom  vour  charity 
is  destined,  the  name  of  the  irener- 
ous" 

"  Oh,  ay !  Do  as  you  please  for  the 
matter  of  that.  Who  are  they?  What 
are  they  ?  Where  do  they  live?  I'm 
governor  of ."    I  trembled. 

"  They  live  at  present  in Street; 

but  I  doubt,  poor  things,  whether  they 
can  stop  there  much  longer,  for  their 
landlady  is  becoming  very  clamor- 
ous " 

"  Ah,  the  old  story ! — ^the  old  story! 
Landlords  are  generally,  especiaJly 
the  smaller  sort,  such  tyrants,  a'n  t 
they?" 

"Yes,  too  frequently  such  is  the 
case !  But  I  was  going  to  tell  you  of 
these  poor  people.  They  have  not 
been  married  many  years,  and  they 
married  very  unfortunately" — Mr  Hil- 
lary, who  had  for  some  time  been  sit- 
ting down  on  the  sofa,  here  rose  and 
walked  rather  more  quickly  than  he 
had  been  walking  before — "  contrary 
to  the  wishes  of  their  family,  who 
have  forsaken  them,  and  don't  know 
what  their  sufferings  now  are — how. 
virtuous— ^how  patient  they  are !  And 
they  have  got  a  child  too,  that  will 
soon,  I  fear,  be  crying  for  the  bread  it 
may  not  get."  Mr  Hillary  was  evi- 
dently becoming  disturbed.  I  saw 
that  a  little  of  the  colour  had  fled  from 
about  his  upper  lip,  but  he  said  no- 
thing, nor  did  he  seem  disposed  to  in- 
terrupt me.  "  I'm  sure,  by  the  way," 
I  continued,  as  calmly  as  I  could,  "that 
if  I  could  but  prevail  upon  their  family 
to  see  them,  before  it  is  too  late,  that 

explanations  might " 

"  What's  the  name  of  your  friends, 
sir?"  said  Mr  Hillary,  suddenly  stop- 
ping, and  standing  opposite  to  me, 
with  his  arms  almost  a-kimbo,  and  his 
eyes  looking  keenly  into  mine. 
"  Elliott,  su-"—^ 
"  I — ^I  thought  as  much,  sir  !  "  he 
replied,  dashing  the  perspiration  from 
his  forehead :  "1  knew  what  you  were 
driving  at?    D'— n  it,  sir— I  see  it 
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all!  Ton  came  here  to  insult me^— you 
did,  BIT !  "    His  agitation  increased. 
"  Forgive  me,  Mr  Hillary ;  I  assure 

you  " 

"No,  sir!  I  won't  hear  you,  sir!  IVe 
heard  enough,  sir !  too  much,  sir ! 
You've  said  enough,  sir,  to  show  me 
what  sort  of  a  man  you  are,  sir!  D — ^n 

it  sir — ^it's  too  had  

"You  mistake  me,  Mr  Hillary,"  said 
I  calmly. 

"No,  I  don't,  sir,  hut  you've  cursedly 
mistaken  mCt  sir.  If  you  know  those 
people,  and  choose  to  take  up  their— 

to — ^to — patronise,  do,  sir,  d n  it ! 

if  you  like,  and  haven't  anything  better 

to  do  " 

"Forgive  me,  sir,  if  I  have  hurt  your 

feelings  " 

"  Hurt  my  feelings,  sir !  What  d'ye 
mean,  sir  ?  Every  man  hurts  my  feel- 
ings that  insults  me,  sir,  and  yov  have 
insulted  me ! " 

"  How,  sir  ?  "  I  inquired  sternly,  in  my 
turn.  "  Oblige  me,  sir,  by  explaining 
these  extraordinary  expressions ! " 

"  You  know  well  enough !  I  see 
through  it.  But  if  you — ^really,  sir — 
you've  got  a  guinea  of  mine,  sir,  in 
your  pocket.  Consider  it  your  fee  for 
this  visit ;  the  last  I'll  trouble  you  to 
pay,  sir  I  "  he  stuttered,  almost  unin- 
telligible with  fury. 

I  threw  his  guinea  upon  the  floor  as 
if  its  touch  were  pollution.  "  Farewell, 
Mr  Hillary,"  said  I,  deliberately  draw- 
ing on  my  gloves.  "  May  your  death- 
bed be  as  calm  and  happy  as  that  I 
have  this  day  attendea  up-stairs  for 
the  last  time. 

He  looked  at.  me  earnestly,  as  if 
staggered  by  the  reflections  I  had 
suggested,  and  turned  very  pale.  I 
bowed  haughtily,  and  retirea  As  I 
drove  home,  my  heated  fancy  struck 
out  a  scheme  for  shaming  or  terrify- 
ing the  old  monster  I  had  quitted  into 
something  like  pity  or  repentance,  by 
attacking  and  exposing  him  in  some 
newspaper;  but  by  the  next  morning  I 
perceived  the  many  objections  there 
were  to  such  a  course.  I  need  hardly 
say  that  I  did  not  communicate  to  the 
Elliotts  the  fact  of  my  attempted  in- 
tercession with  Mr  Hillary. 
It  was  grieyous  to  see  the  desperate 


but  unavailing  struggle  made  by  both 
of  them  to  retrieve  their  circumstan- 
ces, and  provide  against  the  expensive 
and  trying  time  that  was  approaching. 
He  was  slaving  at  his  account-books 
from  morning  to  midnight,  scarce  al- 
lowing himself  a  few  mmutes  for  his 
meals;  and  she  had  become  a  mere 
fag  to  a  fashionable  milliner,  under- 
taking all  such  work  as  could  be  done 
at  her  own  residence,  often  sitting  up 
half  the  night,  and  yet  earning  the 
merest  trifle.    Then  she  had  also  to 
look  after  her  husband  and  child,  for 
they  could  not  afford  to  keep  a  regular 
attendant.  Several  articles  of  her  hus- 
band's dress  and  her  own,  and  almost 
all  that  belonged  to  the  child,  she  often 
washed  at  night  with  her  own  hands. 
As  if  these  unfortunate  people  were 
not  sufficently  afficted  alream^ — as  if 
any  additional  ingredient  in  their  cup 
of  sorrow  were  requisite — symptoms 
of  a  more  grievous  calamity  than  had 
yet  befallen  poor  Elliott  began  to  ex- 
hibit themselves  in  him.    His  severe 
and  incessant  application,  by  day  and 
nigjht,  coupled  with  the  perpetual  agi- 
tation and  excitement  of  his  nervous 
system,  began  to  tell  upon  his  eye- 
sight.   I  found  him,  on  one  of  my 
morning  visits,  labouring  under  great 
excitement ;  and  on  questioning  nim, 
I  feared  he  had  but  too  good  reason 
for  his  alarm,  as  he  described,  with 
fearful  distinctness,  certain  sensations 
and  appearances  which  infallibly  be- 
tokened, in  my  opinion,  after  examin- 
ing his  eyes,  the  presence  of  incipient 
amauro8i8  in  both  eyes.    He  spoke  of 
deep-seated  pains  in  the  orbits — ^per- 
petual  sparks  and  flashes  of  light— pe- 
culiar haloes  seen  around  the  candle 
—dimness  of  sight — and  several  other 
symptoms,  which  I  found,  on  inquiry, 
had  been  for  some  time  in  existence, 
but  he  had  never  thought  of  noticing 
them  till  they  forced  themselves  upon 
his  startled  attention. 

"Oh,  my  God!"  he  exclaimed, 
clasping  his  hands  and  looking  up- 
wards, "spare  my  sight!  Oh,  spare 
my  sight— or  what  will  become  of  me  ? 
Beggary  seems  to  be  my  lot — ^but 
bUnaneas  to  be  added ! "  He  paused, 
and  looked  the  image  of  despair. 
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"Undoubtedly  I  should  deceive  you, 
Mr  Elliott,"  said  I,  after  making  sev- 
eral further  inquiries,  "if  I  were  to 
say  that  there  was  no  danger  in  your 
case.  Unfortunately,  there  does  exist 
ground  for  apprehending  that,  unless 
you  abstain,  and  in  a  great  measure, 
from  so  severely  taxing  your  eyesight 
as  you  have  of  late,  you  will  run  the 
risk  of  permanently  injuring  it." 

"  Oh,  doctor!  it  is  easy  to  talk,"  he 
exclaimed,  with    involuntary  bitter- 
ness, "  of  my  ceasing  to  use  and  try 
my  sight;  but  how  am  I  to  do  it? 
How  am  I  to  live  ?  Tell  me  that  I  Will 
money  drop  from  the  skies  into  my 
lap,  or  bread  into  the  mouths  of  my 
wife  and  child !  What  is  to  becoine  of 
us?    Merciful  God!  and  just  at  this 
time,   too !    My  wife  pregnant  " — I 
thanked  God  she  was  not  present ! — 
"  our  last  penny  almost  slipping  from 
our  hands — and  I,  who  should  be  the 
stay  and  support  of  my  family,  becom- 
ing BLiNt) !  Oh,  God— oh,  God,  what 
frightful  crimes  have  I  committed,  to 
be  punished  thus  ?   Would  I  had  been 
transported  or  hanged,"  he  added  sud- 
denly, "when  the  old  ruffian  threw 
me  into  Newgate !    But " — he  turned 
ghastly  pale — "  If  I  were  to  die  now^ 
what  good  could  it  do?"    At  that 
moment  the  slow,  heavy,  wearied  step 
of  his  wife  was  heard  upon  the  stairs, 
and  her  entrance  put  an  end  to  her 
husband's  exclamations.    I  entreated 
him  to  intermit,  at  least  for  a  time, 
his  attentions  to  business,  and  pre- 
scribed some  active  remedies,  and  he 
promised   to   obey  my  instructions. 
Mrs  Elliott  sat  beside  me  with  a  sad 
exhausted  air,  which  touched  me  al- 
most to  tears.    What  a  situation — 
what  a  prospect  was  hers !   How  was 
she  to  prepare  for  her  coming  con- 
finement?   How  procure  the  most  or- 
dinary   comforts — the   necessary  at- 
tendance ?    Deprived  as  her  husband 
and  child  must  be  for  a  time  of  her 
affectionate  and  vigilant  attentions, 
what  was  to  become  of  them  ?    Who 
supply  her  place  ?   Her  countenance 
too  plainly  showed  that  aU  these  topics 
constantly  agitated  her  mind. 

A  day  or  two  after  this  interview, 
I  brought  them  the  intelligence  I  had 


seen  in  the  newspapers  of  Mrs  Hil- 
lary's death,  which  I  communicated 
to  them  very  carefully,  fearful  of  the 
effect  it  might  produce  upon  Mrs  El- 
liott in  her  cntical  situation.  She 
wept  bitterly;  but  the  event  had 
been  too  long  expected  by  her  to  oc- 
casion any  violent  exhibition  of  grief. 
As  they  lay  awake  that  ni^ht  in  mel- 
ancholy converse,  it  suddenly  occurred 
to  Mrs  Elliott  that  the  event  which 
had  just  happened  might  afford  them 
a  last  chance  of  regaining  her  father's 
affections,  and  they  determined  to 
seize  the  opportunity  of  appealing  to 
his  feelings  when  they  were  softened 
by  his  recent  bereavement.  The  next 
morning  the  wretched  couple  set  out 

on  their  dreary  pilgrimage  to  

Square — it  having  been  agreed  that 
Elliott  should  accompany  her  to  with- 
in a  door  or  two  of  her  father's  house, 
and  there  await  the  issue  of  her  visit. 
With  slow  and  trembling  steps,  hav- 
ing relinquished  his  arm,  she  ap- 
proached the  dreaded  building,  whose 
large  windows  were  closed  from  the 
top  to  the  bottom  of  the  house.  The 
sight  of  them  overcame  her ;  and  she 
paused  for  a  moment,  holding  by  the 
area  railings. 

What  dark  and  bitter  thoughts  and 
recollections  crowded  in  a  few  seconds 
through  her  mind !  Here,  in  this  great 
mansion,  was  her  living — her  tyran- 
nical— her  mortally  offended  father; 
here  lay  the  remains  of  her  poor  good 
mother — whom  she  had  fled  from — 
whose  last  thoughts  might  perhaps 
have  been  about  her  persecuted  daugh- 
ter— and  that  daughter  was  now  trem- 
bling  like  a  guilty  thin^  before  the 
frowning  portals  of  her  widowed,  and, 
it  might  be,  inexorable  father.  She 
felt  very  faint,  and  beckoning  hastily 
to  her  husband,  he  stepped  forwara 
to  support  her,  and  led  her  from  the 
door.  After  slowly  walking  round  the 
square,  she  returned,  as  before,  to  the 
gloomy  mansion  of  her  father,  ascend- 
ed the  steps,  and,  with  a  shaking  hand, 
pulled  the  bell. 

"What  do  you  want,  young  wo- 
man?" inquired  a  servant  from  the 
area. 
"I  wish  to  see  Joseph— is  he  at 
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borne?"  she  replied,  in  so  faint  a  voice 
that  the  only  word  audible  in  the  area 
was  that  of  Joseph,  the  porter,  who 
had  entered  into  her  father's  service 
in  that  capacity  two  or  three  years 
before  her  marriage.  In  a  few  min- 
utes Joseph  made  his  appearance  at 
the  hall-door,  which  he  softly  opened. 
"  Joseph ! — Josepn  I  I'm  very  ill," 
she  murmured,  leaning  against  the 
door-post — "let  me  sit  in  your  chair 
for  a  moment." 

"  Lord  have  mercy  on  me  —  my 
young  mistress !  "  exclaimed  Josepn, 
casting  a  hurried  look  behind  him,  as 
if  terrified  at  being  seen  in  conversa- 
tion with  her — ^and  then  hastily  step- 
ping forward  he  caught  her  in  his  arms, 
for  she  had  fainted.  He  placed  her  in 
his  ereat  covered  chair,  and  called  one 
of  the  female  servants,  who  brought 
up  with  her,  at  his  request,  a  glaiss  of 
water — ^taking  the  stranger  to  be 
some  relative  or  friend  of  the  porter's. 
He  forced  a  little  into  her  mouth — ^the 
maid  loosened  her  bonnet-string,  and 
after  a  few  minutes  she  uttered  a  deep 
sigh,  and  her  consciousness  returned. 
"  Don't  hurry  yourself.  Miss  — 
Mdam  I  mean,"  stammered  the  port- 
er, in  a  low  tone.  "  You  can  stay  nere 
a  little — ^I  don't  think  any  one  s  stir- 
ring but  us  servants — you  see,  ma'am, 
though  I  suppose  you  know — my  poor 

mistress  " ^She  «hook  her  head,  and 

sobbed. 

"  Yes,  Joseph,  I  know  it !  Did  she 
— did  she — die  easily  ?  "  inquired  Mrs 
Elliott  in  a  faint  whisper,  grasping 
his  hand. 

"Yes,  ma'am,"  he  answered  in  a 
low  tone;  "poor  lady,  she'd  been  so 
long  ailing,  tnat  no  doubt  death  wasn't 
anything  partic'lar  to  her,  like — and 
so  she  went  out  at  last  like  the  snuff 
of  a  candle,  as  one  might  say — poor 
old  soul ! — we'd  none  of  us,  not  my  mas- 
ter even,  heard  the  sound  of  her  voice 
for  months,  not  to  say  years  even !  " 
"And    my — ^my  father— how  does 

A«" 

"  Why,  he  takes  on  about  it,  ma'am, 
certainly — ^but  you  see  he's  been  so 
long  expecting  of  it ! " 

"  Do  vou  think,  Joseph,"  said  Mrs 
Elliott  hardly  able  to  make  herself 


heard — "  that — that  my  father  would 
be  very — very  angry — if  he  knew  I 
was  here — would  he — see  me  ?  " 
/  "  Lord,  ma'am  !  "  exclaimed  the 
porter,  alarm  overspreading  his  fea- 
tures. "  It's  not  possible  ! — you  can't 
think  how  stem  ne  is!  You  should 
have  heard  what  orders  he  gave  us 
all  about  keeping  you  out  of  the  house ! 
I  know  'tis  a  dreadful  hard  case, 
ma'am,"  he  continued,  wiping  a  tear 
from  his  eye,  "  and  many,  and  many's 
the  time  we've  all  cried  in  the  kitchen 
about — ^hush!"  he  stopped,  and  looked 
towards  the  stairs  apprehensively — 
"  never  mind,  ma'am — it's  nobody  ! — 
But  won't  you  come  down  and  sit  in 
the  housekeeper's  room?  I'm  sure  the 
good  old  soul  will  rather  like  to  see 
you  than  otherwise,  and  then,  you 
know,  you  can  slip  out  of  the  area 
gate  and  be  gone  in  no  time  ! " 

"No,  Joseph,"  replied  Mrs  Elliott, 
with  as  much  energy  as  her  weakness 
would  admit  of-^"  1  will  wait  outside 
the  street  door  if  you  think  there  is 
any  danger — ^while  you  go  and  get 
this  letter  taken  up-stairs,  and  say  I 
am  waiting  for  an  answer !  "  He  took 
the  letter,  held  it  in  his  hand  hesitat- 
ingly— ^and  shook  his  head. 

"  Oh,  take  it,  good  Joseph ! "  said 
Mrs  Elliott,  with  a  look  tnat  would 
have  softened  a  heart  of  stone — "It 
is  only  to  ask  for  mourning  for  my 
mother!  I  have  no  money  to  pur- 
chase any!"  His  eyes  mled  with 
tears. 

"  My  poor  dear  young  mistress ! " 
he  faltered — ^his  lip  quivered,  and  he 
paused — "  It's  more  than  my  place  is 
worth — ^but — ril  take  it,  nevertheless 
— ^that  I  will,  come  what  will,  ma'am ! 
See  if  I  don't!  You  see,  ma'am," 
dropping  his  voice,  and  looking  to- 
wards the  staircase — "  it  isn't  so  much 
the  old  gentleman,  after  all,  neither — 
but  it's — it's — Miss  Gubbley  that  I'm 
afraid  of! — ^It  is  she,  in  my  mind,  that 
keeps  him  so  cruel  hard  against  you ! 
She  has  it  all  her  own  way  here !  You 
should  see  how  she  orders  us  servants 
about,  ma'am,  and  has  her  eyes  into 
everything  that's  going  on;  she's 
like  an  old  ferret.  But — I'll  go  and 
take  the  letter  any  how — and  don't 


Jigitized  by 


Google 


432 


DIABY  OF  A  LATE  PHYSICIAN. 


you  go  out  of  doors,  unless  you  hear 
me  cry — *  Hem !  *  on  the  stairs !  " 
She  promised  to  attend  to  this  hint, 
as  did  sdso  the  female  servant  whom 
he  left  with  her,  and  Joseph  disap- 
peared. The  mention  of  Miss  Gubbley 
excited  the  most  painful  and  disheart- 
ening thoughts  in  the  mind  of  Mrs  El- 
liott. Possibly  it  was  now  the  design 
of  this  woman  to  strike  a  grand  blow 
— ^and  force  herself  into  the  place  so 
recently  vacated  by  poor  Mrs  Hillary! 
Mrs  Elliott's  heart  beat  feist,  after  sne 
had  waited  for  some  minutes  in  agon- 
ising anxiety  and  suspense,  as  she 
heard  the  footsteps  of  Joseph  hastily 
descending  the  stairs. 

"Well,  Joseph?"-— she  whispered, 
looking  eagerly  at  him. 

"  I  caH't  get  to  see  master,  ma'am, 
though  I've  tried — ^I  have  indeed, 
ma'am!  I  thought  it  would  be  so ! 
Miss  Gubbley  has  been  giving  it  me, 
ma'am — she  says  it  will  cost  me  my 
place  to  dare  to  do  such  an  oudacums 
thing  again ;  and  I  told  her  you  was 
below  here,  ma'am,  and  she  might  see 
you — ^but  she  tossed  her  hes^d,  and 
said  it  was  of  a  piece  with  all  your 
other  shameful  behaviour  to  your 
poor,  broken-hearted  father — she  did, 
ma'am"— Mrs  Elliott  began  to  sob 
bitterly — "and  she  woulmi't  On  any 
account  whatsoever  have  him  shocked 
at  such  a  sad  time  as  this — and  that 
she  knows  it  would  be  no  use  your 
coming" — ^his  voice  quivered — "and 
she  says,  as  how"— he  could  hardly 
go  on — "  you  should  have  thought  of 
all  this  long  agor— and  that  only  a 
month  ago  she  heard  master  say  it 
was  all  your  own  fault  if  you  came  to 
ruin — and  as  you'd  made  your  bed  you 
must  lie  on  it — ^her  very  words,  ma  am 
— ^but  she's  sent  you  a  couple  of 
guineas,  ma'am,  on  condition  that 
you  don't  on  no  account  trouble  mas- 
ter again — and — and — "  he  continued, 
his  tears  overflowing,  "I've  been  so 
bold  as  to  make  it  threSy  ma'am — and 
I  hope  it's  no  offence  ma'am,  me  being 
but  a  servant,"  trying  to  force  some- 
thing wrapped  up  in  paper  into  the 
hand  of  Mrs  Elliott,  who  nad  listened 
motionless  and  in  dead  silence  to  all 
he  had  been  saying. 


"  Joseph  I  "—at  length  she  exclaim- 
ed, in  a  very  low  but  distinct  and  so> 
lemn  tone,  stretching  out  her  hands — 
"  if  you  do  not  wish  to  see  me  die — 
help  me,  help  me — ^to  my  knees !  " 
And  with  his  assistance,  and  that  of 
the  female  servant,  she  sank  gently 
down  upon  her  knees  upon  the  floor, 
where  ne  partly  supported  her.  She 
slowly  clasped  her  hands  together  upon 
her  lK)Som,  and  looked  upwardsr— her 
eye  was  tearless,  and  an  awful  expres- 
sion settled  upon  her  motionless  fea- 
tures. Joseph  involuntarily  fell  upon 
his  knees  beside  her,  shaking  like  an 
aspen  leaf— his  eyes  fixed  instinctive- 
ly upon  hers — and  the  sobs  of  several 
of  the  servants,  who  had  stolen  silent- 
ly to  the  top  of  the  kitchen  stairs,  to 
gaze  at  this  strange  scene,  were  the 
onlj  sounds  that  were  audible.  After 
having  remained  in  this  position  for 
SQme  moments,  she  rose  from  her 
knees  slowly  and  in  sOence. 

"  When  will  my  mother  be  buried  ?  " 
she  presently  inquired. 

"Next  Saturday,"  whispered  Joseph, 
"at  two  o'clock.'^ 

"Where?" 

"At  St 's, .ma'am." 

"  Farewell,  Joseph !  You  have  been 
very  kind,"  said  she,  rising  and  moving 
slowly  to  the  door. 

"  Won't  you  let  me  get  you  a  little 
of  something  warm,  ma'am  ?  You  do 
look  so  bad,  ma'am — so  pale — and  I'll 
fetch  it  from  down  stairs  in  half  a 
minute." 

"No,  Joseph — ^I  am  better ! — and  Mr 
Elliott  is  waiting  for  me  at  the  outside.'* 

"  Poor  ^ntleman !"  sobbed  Joseph, 
turning  his  head  aside,  that  he  might 
dash  a  tear  from  his  eye.  He  strove 
again  to  force  into  her  hand  the  paper 
containing  the  three  guineas,  but  she 
refused. 

"  No,  Joseph — I  am  very  destitute, 
but  yet — Providence  will  not  let  me 
starve.  I  cannot  take  it  from  y<m; 
hers  I  will  not — I  ought  not  1 " 

With  this  the  door  was  opened;  and 
with  a  firmer  ste{>  than  she  had  entered 
the  house,  she  (][uitted  it.  Her  husband, 
who  was  standmg  anxiously  at  one  or 
two  doors'  distance,  rushed  up  to  her, 
and  with  tremulous  and  agitated  tone 
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and  gestures  inquired  the  result  of  her 
application,  andplacinghis  arm  around 
her — for  he  felt  how  heavily  she  leaned 
against  him — gently  led  ner  towards 
home.  He  listened  with  the  calmness 
of  despair  to  her  narrative  of  what  had 
taken  place..  "  Then  there  is  no  hope 
for  us  THBRE,"  he  muttered  through 
his  half-closed  lips. 

"But  there  is  hope,  dearest,  with 
Him  who  invites  the  weary  and  heavy- 
laden — who  seems  to  have  withdrawn 
from  us,  hut  has  not  forsaken  us,"  re- 
plied his  wife  tenderly,  and  with  un- 
wonted cheerfulness  in  her  manner — 
"I  feel — I  know — He  tells  me  that  He 
will  not  suffer  us  to  sink  in  the  deep 
waters !  He  heard  my  prayer,  Henry 
— and  He  will  answer  it,  wisely  and 
well !  But  let  us  hasten  home,  dearest. 
Our  little.  Henry  will  be  uneasy,  and 
trouble  Mrs .  Come,  love  !  "  El- 
liott listened  to  her  in  moody  silence. 
His  darkening  features  told  not  of  the 
peace  andresignation  Heaven  had  shed 
mto  the  troubled  bosom  of  his  wife,  but 
too  truly  betokened  the  gloom  and 
despair  within.  He  suspected  that 
his  wife's  reason  was  yielding  to  the 
long-continued  assaults  of  sorrow ;  and 
thought  of  her  approaching  sufferings 
with  an  involuntary  shudder,  and  sick- 
ened as  he  entered  the  scene  of  them 
— ^his  wretched  lodgings.  She  clasped 
their  smiling  child  with  cheerful  affec- 
tion to  her  bosom ;  he  kissed  him — ^but 
coldly — absently — as  it  were  mechani- 
cally. Placing  upon  his  forehead  the 
silk  shade  which  my  wife  had  sent  to 
him,  at  my  request,  the  day  before — 
as  well  to  relieve  his  eyes,  as  to  con- 
ceal their  troubled  expression — he 
leaned  against  the  table  at  which  he 
took  his  seat,  and  thought  with  perfect 
horror  upon  their  circumstances. 

Scarce  £20  now  remained  of  the 
£600  with  which  they  were  married ; 
his  wife's  little  earnings  were  to  be 
of  course  for  a  while  suspended;  he 
was  prohibited,  at  the  peril  of  blind- 
ness, from  the  only  species  of  employ- 
ment he  could  obtain ;  the  last  ray  of 
hope  concerning  Hillary's  reconcilia- 
tion was  extinguished ; — ^and  all  this 
when  their  expenses  were  on  the  eve 


of  being  doubled — or  trebled — when 
illness — or  death — 

It  was  well  for  Mrs  Elliott  that  her 
husband  had  placed  that  silk  shade 
upon  his  forehead  I 

During  his  absence  the  next  morn- 
ing at  the  Ophthalmic  Infirmary,  whi- 
ther, at  my  desire,  he  went  twice  a- 

week  to  receive  the  advice  of  Mr ^ 

the  eminent  oculist,  I  called,  and  seized 
the  opportunity  of  placing  in  Mrs  El 
liott's  nands,  with  unspe^able  satis- 
faction, the  sum  of  £40,  which  my 
food  wife  had  chiefly  collected  among 
er  friends ;  and  as  Mrs  Elliott  rea<^ 
or  rather  attempted  to  read,  for  her 
ejres  were  filled  with  tears,  the  affec- 
tionate note  written  to  her  bv  my 
wife,  who  begged  that  she  woula  send 
her  little  boy  to  our  house  till  she 
should  have  recovered  from  her  con- 
finement, she  clasped  her  hands  to- 
gether, and  exclaimed — "  Has  not  God 
heard  my  prayers  ! — Dearest  doctor ! 
Heaven  will  reward  you  !  What  news 
for  ^my  poor  heart-broken  husband 
when  he  returns  home  from  the  Infir- 
mary— weary  and  disheartened ! 
*  «  «  « 

"  And  now,  doctor,  shall  I  confide 
to  you  a  plan  I  have  formed?"  said 
Mrs  Elliott,  looking  earnestly  at  me 
— "  Don't  try  to  persuade  me  against 
putting  it  into  practice  ;  for  my  mind 
IS  made  up,  ana  nothing  can  turn  me 
fi:om  my  purpose."  I  looked  at  her 
with  surprise.  "  You  know  we  have 
but  this  one  room  and  the  little  closet 
— for  what  else  is  it  ? — where  we  sleep; 
and  where  must  my  husband  and 
child  be  when  I  am  confined?  Be- 
sides, we  cannot,  even  with  all  your 
noble  kindness  to  us,  afford  to  have 
proper  —  the  most  ordinary  attend- 
ance." She  paused — I  listened  anx- 
iously. 

"So — I've  been  thinking  —  could 

you  not" she  hesitated,  struggling 

with  violent  emotion — "  could  you  not 
get  me  admitted  " — her  voice  trembled 
— "  into — the  Lying-in  Hospital  ? ' ' — 
I  shook  my  head,  unable  at  the  mo- 
ment to  find  utterance. 

"  It  has  cost  me  a  struggle — Provi- 
dence seems,  however,  to  have  led  me 
2e 
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to  the  thought!  I  shall  there  bene 
expense  to  my  husband — and  shall 
have,  I  understand,  excellent  attend- 
ance." 

"  My  poor  dear  madam,"  I  faltered, 
"  you  must  forgive  me — ^but  I  cannot 
bear  to  think  of  it." — In  spite  of  my 
struggles,  the  swelling  tears  at  length 
burst  from  my  laden  eyes.  She  buried 
her  face  in  her  handkerchief,  and  wept 
bitterly.  **  My  husband  can  hear  of 
me  every  day,  and,  with  God^s  bless- 
ing upon  us,  perhaps  in  a  month's 
time,  we  may  both  meet  in  better 
health  and  spirits.    And  if— if— i/  it 

would  not  inconvenience  Mrs ^  or 

yourself^  to  let  my  little  Henry" — she 
could  get  no  further,  and  burst  again 
into  a  fit  of  ^ssionate  weeping.  I 
promised  her,  in  answer  to  her  reiter- 
ated entreaties,  after  many  remon- 
strances, that  I  would  immediately 
take  steps  to  insure  her  an  admission 
into  the  Lying-in  Hospital  at  any  mo- 
ment she  might  require  it. 

"  But,  my  dear  madam — ^your  hus- 
band— Mr  Elliott — depend  upon  it  he 
will  never  hear  of  all  this— he  will 
never  permit  it — ^I  feel  perfectly  cer- 
tain." 

"  Ah,  doctor — ^I  know  he  would  not ; 
but  he  shall  not  know  anything  about 
my  intentions  till  I  am  safely  lodged 
in  the — ^the  hospital.  I  intend  to  leave 
without  his  knowing  where  I  am  gone, 
some  day  this  week — for  I  feel  satis- 
fied"—  she  paused  and  trembled  — 
"  when  he  returns  from  the  Infirmary 
on  Friday  he  will  find  a  letter  from 
me,  telling  him  all  my  little  scheme, 
and  may  God  incline  him  to  forgive 
me  for  what  I  am  doing.  I  know  he 
loves  me,  however,  too  fondly  to  make 
me  unhappy ! " 

The  next  morning,  my  wife  accom- 
panied me  to  their  lodgings,  for  the 
purpose  of  taking  home  with  her  little 
Elliott.  A  sad  scene  it  was — but  El- 
liott, whom  his  wife  had  easily  satis- 
fied of  the  prudence  of  thus  disposing 
of  the  child  during  the  period  of  her 
confinement,  bore  it  manfully.  He 
carried  the  child  down  to  my  carriage, 
and  resigned  him  into  the  hands  of 
my  wife  and  servant,  after  many  fond 
caresses,  with  an  air  of  melancholy 


resolution;  promising  to  call  dailjr 
and  see  him  while  on  his  visit  at  my 
house.  I  strove  to  console  him  under 
this  temporary  separation  from  his 
child,  and  to  impress  upon  him  the 
necessity  of  absolute  quiet  and  repose, 
in  order  to  give  due  effect  to  the  very 
active  treatment  under  which  he  had 
been  placed  for  the  complaint  in  his 
eyes;  this  I  did  in  order  to  prepare 
him  for  the  second  stroke  meditated 
to  be  inflicted  uj)on  him  on  the  ensu- 
ing Friday  by  his  wife,  and  to  recon- 
cile him,  by  anticipation  as  it  were, 
to  their  brief  separation.  When  once 
the  decisive  step  had  been  taken,  I 
felt  satisfied  that  he  would  speedily 
see  the  propriety  of  it. 

It  was  wonderful  to  see  how  Mrs 
Elliott,  during  the  interval  between 
this  day,  and  the  Friday  appointed  for 
her  entrance  into  the  Lying-m  Hospi- 
tal, sustained  her  spirits.  Her  man- 
ner increased  in  tenderness  towards 
her  husband,  who  evinced  a  corres- 
ponding energy  of  sympathy  and  affec- 
tion towards  her.  His  anxieties  had 
been  to  a  considerable  extent  allayed 
by  the  seasonable  addition  to  his  funds 
already  spoken  of ;  but  he  expressed  an 
occasional  surprise  at  the  absence  of 
any  preparations  for  the  event,  which 
both  of  them  believed  to  be  so  near  at 
hand. 

On  the  Friday  morning,  about  half 
an  hour  after  her  husband  had  set  out 
for  the  Ophthalmic  Infirmary  as  usual, 
a  hackney  coach  drew  up  to  the  door 
of  his  lodgings,  with  a  female  attend- 
ant, sent  by  my  directions  fi:om  the 
Lying-in  Hospital.  I  also  made  my 
appearance  within  a  few  minutes  of 
the  arrival  of  the  coach ;  and  poor  Mrs 
Elliott,  after  having  carefully  arranged 
and  disposed  of  the  few  articles  of  her 
own  apparel  which  she  intended  to 
leave  behind  her,  and  ^ven  the  most 
anxious  and  repeated  instructions  to 
the  woman  of  the  house  to  be  attentive 
to  Mr  Elliott  in  her  absence — sat  down 
and  shed  many  tears  as  she  laid  upon 
the  table  a  letter,  carefully  sealed, 
and  addressed  to  her  husband,  con- 
taining the  information  of  her  depart- 
ure and  destination.  When  her  agi- 
tation had  somewhat  subsided,  she  left 
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the  room—perhaps  she  felt,  for  ever — 
entered  into  the  coach,  and  was  soon 
safely  lodged  in  the  Lying-in  Hospital. 
The  letter  to  her  husband  was  as 
follows — ^for  the  melancholy  events 
which  will  presently  be  narrated 
brought  this  with  other  documents  in- 
to my  possession : — 

"  Mr  Sweet  Love, 

"  The  hour  of  my  agony  is  approach- 
ing ;  and  Providence  has  pointed  out 
to  me  a  place  of  refuge.  I  cannot, 
dearest  Henry — ^I  cannot  think  of  add- 
ing to  your  sufferings  by  the  sight  of 
mine  !  When  all  is  over — as  I  trust 
it  will  be  soon,  and  happily — ^then  we 
shall  be  reunited,  and  God  grant  us 
happier  days  !  Oh,  do  not  be  grieved 
or  angry,  Henry,  at  the  step  I  am 
taking !  I  have  done  it  for  the  best 
— it  will  be  for  the  best,  depend  upon 

it.    Dr will  tell  you  how  skilfully 

and  kindly  they  treat  their  patients 
at  the  Lying-in  Hospital,  to  which  I 
am  going.  Oh,  Henry !  you  are  the 
delight  of  my  soul !  the  more  grief 
and  bitterness  we  have  seen  together, 
surely  the  more  do  we  love  one  an- 
other. Ohj  how  I  love  you  I  How  I 
prayed  in  the  night  while  you,  dear- 
est, were  sleeping — that  the  Almighty 
would  bless  you  and  our  little  Harry, 
and  be  merciful  to  me,  for  your  sakes, 
and  bring  us  all  together  again !  I  shall 
pray  for  you,  my  love — ^my  own  love ! 
every  hour  that  we  are  away !  Bear 
up  a  little  longer,  Henry !  God  has 
not  deserted  us — ^he  will  not — ^he  can- 
not, if  we  do  not  desert  him.  I  leave 
you,  dearest,  my  Bible  and  Prayer- 
book— o^,  do  read  them!  Kiss  my  little 
Harry  in  my  name,  every  day.    How 

kind  are  Dr and  Mrs !    Go 

out  and  enjoy  the  fresh  air,  and  do 
not  sit  fretting  at  home,  love,  nor  try 
your  eyes  with  reading  or  writing  till 
i  come  back.  I  can  hardly  lay  by  my 
pen,  but  the  coach  is  come  for  me, 
and  I  must  tear  myself  away.  Fare- 
well, then,  my  dear,  dear,  darling 
Henry;  but  only  for  a  little  while. 
Your  doating  wife,  Mabt. 

"  P.8.— The  socks  I  have  been  knit- 
ting for  Harry  are  in  the  drawer  near 


the  window.  You  had  better  take 
them  to  Dr 's  to-morrow,  as  I  for- 
got to  send  them  with  Harry  in  the 
bustle  of  his  going,  and  he  will  want 

them.    Dr says  you  can  come 

and  see  me  every  day  before  I  am 
taken  ill.    Do  come." 

I  called  in  the  evening,  according 
to  the  promise  I  had  made  to  Mrs 
Elliott,  on  her  husband,  to  see  how  he 
bore  the  discovery  of  his  wife's  sudden 
departure. 

"  How  is  Mr  Elliott  ?  "  I  inquired 
of  the  woman  of  the  house,  who  opened 
the  door. — "  Is  he  at  home  ?" 

"  Why,  yes ;  but  he's  in  a  sad  way, 
sir,  indeed,  about  Mrs  Elliott's  going. 
He's  eaten  nothing  all  day." 

He  was  sitting  at  a  table  when  I  en- 
tered, with  a  solitary  candle,  and  Mrs 
Elliott's  letter  lying  open  before  him. 

"  Oh  I  doctor,  is  not  this  worse  than 
death?"  he  exclaimed.  "Am  I  not 
left  alone  to  be  the  prey  of  Satan?" 

"  Come,  come,  Mr  Elliott,  moderate 
your  feelings !  Learn  the  lesson  your 
incomparable  wife  has  taught  you — 
patience  and  resignation." 

"  It  is  a  heavenly  lesson.  But  can 
a  fiend  learn  it?"  he  replied  vehe- 
mently, in  a  tone  and  with  an  air  that 
quite  startled  me.  "  Here  I  am  left 
alone  by  God  and  man  to  be  the  sport 
of  devils,  and  I  am  ! — What  curse  is 
there  that  has  not  fallen,  or  is  falling, 
upon  me?  I  feel  assured,"  he  contin- 
ued gloomily,  "  that  my  Mary  is  taken 
from  me  for  ever.  Oh,  do  not  tell  me 
otherwise !  I  feel — ^I  know  it !  I  shall 
never  see  her  again!  I  shall  never 
hear  her  blessed  voice  again !  I  have 
brought  ruin  upon  her !  I  have  brought 
her  to  beggary  by  an  insane,  a  wicked 
attachment !  The  curses  of  disobedi- 
ence to  parents  are  upon  both  of  us  I 
Yet  our  misery  might  have  touched 
any  heart  except  that  of  her  fiendish 
father.  Ah  !  he  buries  her  mother  to- 
morrow !  To-morrow,  then,  I  will  Jje 
there  !  The  earth  shall  not  fall  upon 
her  before  he  looks  upon  me  !  How 
I  will  make  the  old  man  shake  beside 
the  grave  he  must  soon  drop  into ! " 
— ^He  drew  a  long  breath — "  Let  him 
curse  me!  —  Curse  her  —  Curse   us 
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both! — Corse  our  child!    Then  and 

there!" 

"  The  curse  causeless  shaU  not  eotne" 
I  interrupted. 

"  Ay,  causeless !  That's  the  thing ! 
Causeless!"  He  paused.  "For^five 
me,"  he  added,  after  a  heavy  sigh, 
resuming  his  usual  manner :  "  doctor, 
I've  been  raving,  and  can  you  wonder 
at  it  ?  Poor  Mary*s  letter  (here  it  is) 
has  almost  killed  me !  I  have  been  to 
the  place  where  she  is,  but  I  dare  not 
go  in  to  see  her.  Oh !  doctor,  will  she 
be  taken  care  of?"  suddenly  seizing 
my  hand  with  convulsive  energy. 

"The  very  greatest  care  will  be 
t.aken  of  her — the  greatest  skill  in 
London  will  be  instantly  at  her  com- 
mand in  case  of  the  slightest  necessity 
for  it — as  well  as  every  possible  com- 
fort and  convenience  that  her  situation 
can  require.  If  it  will  be  any  conso- 
lation to  you,  I  assure  you  1  intend 
visiting  her  myself  every  day." — ^And 
by  these  means  I  at  length  succeeded 
in  restoring  something  like  calmness 
to  him.  The  excitement  occasioned 
by  his  unexpected  discovery  of  his 
wife's  absence,  and  its  touching  rea- 
son, had  been  a^^gravated  by  the 
unfavourable  opinion  concerning  his 
sight  which  had  been  that  morning 
expressed  —  alas,  I  feared,  but  too 
justly  ! — ^by  the  able  and  experienced 
oculist  under  whose  care  he  was 
placed.    He  had  in  much  alarm  heard 

Mr  ask  him  several  questions 

respecting  peculiar  and  secret  symp- 
toms and  sensations  about  his  eyes, 
which  he  was  forced  to  answer  in  the 
affirmative;  and  the  alarming  effect 
of  these  inquiries  was  not  dissipated 

by  the  cautious  replies  of  Mr to 

his  questions  as  to  the  chances  of  ulti- 
mate recovery.  I  assured  him  that 
nothing  on  earth  could  so  effectually 
serve  him  as  the  cultivation  of  calm 
and  composed  habits  of  mind;  for 
that  the  affection  of  his  eyes  depended 
almost  entirely  upon  the  condition  of 
his  nervous  system.  I  got  him  to 
promise  me  that  he  would  abandon 
his  wild  and  useless  purpose  of  attend- 
ing the  funeral  of  Mrs  Hillary— -said  I 
would  call  upon  him,  accompanied  by 
his  little  son,  about  noon  the  next 


day,  and  also  bring  him  tidings  con- 
cerning Mrs  £lliott. 

I  was  as  good  as  my  word ;  but  not 
he.  The  woman  of  the  house  told  me 
that  he  had  left  home  about  twelve 
o'clock,  and  did  not  say  when  he  would 

return.    He  had  gone  to  St  's 

Church,  as  I  afterwards  learned  from 
him.  He  watched  the  funeral  proces- 
sion into  the  church,  and  placed  him- 
self in  a  pew  which  commanded  a  near 
view  of  that  occupied  by  the  chdef 
mourner,  Mr  Hillary ;  who,  however, 
never  once  raised  his  head  from  the 
handkerchief  in  which  his  counte- 
nance was  buried.  When  the  bodv 
was  borne  to  the  grave,  Elliott  fol 
lowed,  and  took  his  place  beside  the 
grave  as  near  Mr  Hillary  as  the  at- 
tendants and  the  crowd  would  admit 
of.  He  several  times  formed  the  de- 
termination to  interrupt  the  service 
by  a  solemn  and  public  appeal  to  Hil- 
lary on  the  subject  of  nis  deserted 
daughter — but  his  tongue  failed  him, 
his  feelingps  overpowered  him ;  and  he 
sta^ggered  from  where  he  stood  to  an 
adjoining  tombstone,  which  he  leaned 
against  till  the  brief  and  solemn  scene 
was  concluded,  and  the  mourners  be- 
gan to  return.  Once  more,  with  des- 
perate purpose,  he  approached  the  pro- 
cession, and  came  up  to  Mr  Hillary  just 
as  he  was  being  assisted  into  the  coach. 

"  Look  at  me,  sir ! "  said  he,  sud- 
denly tapping  Mr  Hillary  upon  the 
shoulder.  The  old  man  seemed  para- 
l^rsed  for  a  moment,  and  stared  at 
mm  as  if  he  did  not  know  the  strange 
intruder. 

"  My  name  is  Elliott,  sir — ^your  for- 
saken daughter  is  my  heart-broken 
— starving  wife !  Do  you  relent,  sir  ?" 

"  Elliott ! — ^Keep  him  away — keep 
him  away,  for  God  s  sake ! "  exclaimea 
Mr  Hillary,  his  face  full  of  disgust  and 
horror ;  and  the  attendants  violently 
dragged  the  intruder  from  the  spot 
whei*e  he  was  standing,  and  kept  mm 
at  a  distance  till  the  coach  containing 
Mr  Hillary  had  driven  off.  Elliott 
then  returned  home,  which  he  reached 
about  an  hour  after  I  had  called.  He 
paid  me  a  visit  in  the  evening,  and  I 
was  glad  to  see  him  so  much  calmer 
than  I  had  expected.    He  apologised 
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with  mucli  eamestneBS  for  his  breach 
of  faith.    He  said  he  had  found  it  im- 

{)ossible  to  resist  the  impulse  which 
ed  him,  in  spite  of  all  ne  had  said 
over-night,  to  attend  the  funeral ;  for 
he  had  persuaded  himself  of  the  more 
than  possibility  that  his  sudden  and 
starthng  appearance  at  so  solemn  a 
moment  might  effect  an  alteration  in 
Mr  Hillarjrs'  feelings  towards  him. 
He  gave  me  a  full  account  of  what 
had  happened,  and  assured  me,  with  a 
melancnoly  air,  that  he  had  now  satis- 
fied himself— that  he  had  nothing  to 
hope  for  further — nothing  to  disturb 
him — and  he  would  attend  to  my  in- 
junctions and  those  of  his  surgical  ad- 
viser at  the  Infirmary.  He  told  me 
that  he  had  seen  Mrs  Elliott  about  an 
hour  before,  and  had  left  her  in  com- 
paratively good  spirits — but  the  people 
of  the  hospital  had  told  him  that  her 
confinement  was  hourly  expected. 

"I  winder,"  said  he,  and  sighed 
profoundly — "what  effect  her  death 
would  have  upon  Mr  Hillary?  Would 
he  cast  off  her  children — as  he  has 
cast  her  off?  Would  his  hatred  follow 
her  into  the  grave?  Now,  what  should 
you  say^  doctor?" 

The  matter-of  fact,  not  to  say  indif- 
ferent air  with  which  this  very  grave 
question  was  put,  not  a  little  surprised 
me.  "  Why,  he  must  be  obdurate  in- 
-  deed  if  such  were  to  be  the  case " — ^I 
answered.  "  I  am  in  hopes,  however, 
that  in  spite  of  all  that  has  happened, 
he  will  ere  lon^  be  brought  to  a  sense 
of  his  guilt  and  cruelty  m  so  long  de- 
fying the  dictates  of  conscience — the 
voice  of  nature. — ^When  he  finds  him- 
self o^ona" 

EUiott  shook  his  head. 

"It  must  be  a  thundering  blow, 
doctor,  that  would  make  his  iron  heart 
feel — and — that  blow" — he  sighed — 
"  may  come  much  sooner,  it  may  be" 

he  shuddered,  and  looked  at  me 

with  a  wild  air  of  apprehension.       « 

"  Let  U8  hope  for  the  best,  however, 
Mr  Elliott !  Rely  upon  it,  the  present 
calmness  of  your  inestimable  wife 
affords  grounds  for  the  happiest  ex- 
pectations concerning  the  approach- 
ing"  

"  Ah !   I  hope  you  may  not  be  mis- 


taken !  Her  former  accouchement  was 
a  long  and  dangerous  one." 

"  Perhaps  the  very  reason  whv  her 
present  may  be  an  easy  one!  He 
looked  at  me  mournfully. 

"  And  suppose  it  to  be  so — ^what  a 
home  has  the  poor  creature  to  return 
to  after  her  suffering!  Is  not  that  a 
dreary  prospect?" 

It  was  growing  late,  however,  and 
presently  taking  an  affectionate  leave 
of  his  son,  who  had  been  sitting  all 
the  while  on  his  knee  overpowered 
with  drowsiness,  he  left. 

Mrs  Elliott  was  taken  ill  on  Sunday 
about  midnight ;  and  after  a  somewhat 
severe  and  protracted  labour  was  de- 
livered on  Monday  evening  of  a  child 
that  died  a  few  minutes  at^er  its  birth. 
Having  directed  the  people  at  the  hos- 
pital to  summon  me  directly  Mrs  El- 
liott was  taken  ill,  I  was  in  attendance 
upon  her  within  an  hour  after  her  ill- 
ness had  commenced.  I  sent  a  mes- 
senger on  Monday  morning  to  Mr 
Elliott,  according  to  the  promise  I  had 
given  him  immediately  to  send  him 
the  earliest  information,  with  an  en- 
treaty that  he  would  remain  at  home 
all  day,  to  be  in  readiness  to  receive  a 
visit  from  me.  He  came  down,  how- 
ever, to  the  hospital  almost  immedi- 
ately after  receiving  my  messa^ ;  and 
walked  to  and  fro  before  the  institu- 
tion, making  anxious  inquiries  every 
ten  minutes  or  quarter  of  an  hour  how 
liis  wife  went  on,  and  received  ready 
and  often  encouraging  answers.  When 
I  quitted  her  for  the  night,  about  an 
hour  after  delivery,  leaving  her  much 
exhausted,  but,  as  I  too  confidently 
supposed,  out  of  danger,  I  earnestly 
entreated  Mr  Elliott,  who  continued 
before  the  gates  of  the  hospital  in  a 
state  of  the  highest  excitement,  to 
return  home — but  in  vain ;  and  I  left 
him  with  expressions  of  severe  dis- 

Sleasure,  assuring  him  that  his  con- 
uct  was  absurd  and  useless — nay,cri- 
minally  dangerous  to  himself  "What 
will  become  of  your  sight,  Mr  Elliott — 
pray  think  of  tJud! — if  you  will  persist 
in  working  yourself  up  to  this  dreadful 
pitch  of  nervous  excitement?  I  do 
assure  you  that  you  are  doing  yourself 
every  hour  mischief  which — ^which  it 
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may  require  months,  if  not  years,  to 
remedy;  and  is  it  kind  to  her  yon 
love — to  those  whom  you  ought  to 
consult — whose  interests  are  depen- 
dent upon  yourself— thus  to  throw 
away  the  chances  of  recovery?  Pray, 
Mr  Elliott,  listen,  listen  to  reason,  and 
return  home !"  He  made  me  no  reply, 
but  wept,  and  I  left,  hoping  that  what 
I  had  said  would  Gioon  produce  the 
desired  effect. 

About  four  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
I  was  awoke  by  a  violent  ringing  of 
the  bell  and  knocking  at  the  door;  and, 
on  hastily  looking  out  of  the  bedroom 
window,  beheld  Mr  Elliott. 

"  What  is  the  matter  there?"  I  in- 
quired.    "  Is  it  vou,  Mr  Elliott?" 

"  Oh  doctor,  doctor — for  God's  sake 
come ! — My  wife,  my  wife  1  She's  dy- 
ing! They  have  told  me  so!  Come, 
doctor,  oh,  come  I"  Though  I  had  been 
exceedingly  fatigiied  with  the  labours 
of  the  preceding  day,  this  startling 
summons  soon  dissipated  my  drowsi- 
ness, and  in  less  than  five  minutes  I 
was  by  his  side.  We  ran  almost  all 
the  way  to  the  nearest  coach-stand: 
and  on  reaching  the  hospital,  found 
that  there  existed  but  too  much  ground 
for  apprehension ;  for  about  two  o'clock 
very  alarming  symptoms  of  profuse 
haemorrhage  made  tneir  appearance; 
and  when  I  reached  her  bedside,  a 
little  after  four  o'clock,  I  saw,  in  com- 
mon with  the  experienced  resident 
accoucheur,  who  was  also  present,  that 
her  life  was  indeed  trembling  in  the 
balance.  While  I  sat  watching,  with 
feelings  of  melancholy  interest  and 
alarm,  her  snowy  inanimate  counte- 
nance, a  tap  on  my  shoulder  from  one 
of  the  female  attendants  attracted  my 
eye  to  the  door,  where  the  chief  mar 
tron  of  the  establishment  was  stand- 
ing. She  beckoned  me  out  of  the 
room;  and  I  noiselessly  stepped  out 
after  her. 

"  The  husband  of  this  poor  lady, "  said 
Mrs ,  "  is  in  a  dreadful  state,  doc- 
tor, in  the  street.  The  porter  has  sent 
np  word  that  he  fears  the  gentleman 
is  going  mad,  and  will  be  attempting 
to  brcadk  open  the  gates — that  he  in- 
sists upon  being  shown  at  once  into 
his  wife's  room,  or  at  least  within  the 


house!  Pray  oblige  me,  doctor,  by 
going  down  and  trying  to  pacify  him  ? 
This  will  never  do,  you  Know — ^the 
other  patients"  —  I  hastened  down 
stairs,  and  stepped  quickly  across  the 
yard.  My  heart  yearned  towards  the 
poor  distracted  being  who  stood  out- 
side the  iron  gates,  with  his  arms 
stretched  towards  me  through  the 
bars. 

"  Oh  say,  is  she  alive !  Is  she  alive?" 
he  cried  with  a  lamentable  voice. 

"  She  M,  Mr  Elliott— but  really" 

"  Oh,  18  she  alive?  Are  you  telling 
me  truly?  Is  she  indeed  alive?" 

"  Yes,  yes,  Mr  Elliott— but  if  you 
don't  cease  to  make  such  a  dreadfiil 
disturbance,  your  voice  may  reach  her 
ear— and  that  would  be  instant  death 
— ^indeed  it  would." 

"  I  will !  I  will — but  is  she  indeed 
alive?  Don't  deceive  me !" 

"  This  is  the  way  he's  been  going 
on  all  night;"  whispered  iUb  watch- 
man, who  had  just  stepped  up. 

"  Mr  Elliott,  I  tell  you  truly,  in  the 
name  of  God,  your  wife  is  living — and  I 
have  not  given  up  hope  of  her  recovery." 

"Oh,  Mary!  Mary!  Mary!  Oh, 
come  to  me,  my  Mary  !  You  said  that 
you  would  retui-n  to  me." 

"  Hadn't  I  better  take  him  away, 
sir?"  said  the  watchman.  "  The  por- 
ter says  he'll  be  wakening  all  the 
women  in  the  hospital — shall  I  ?" 

"  Let  me  stay — let  me  stay  !  I'll 
give  you  all  I  have  in  the  world !  I'll 
give  you  forty  pounds— I  will — I  will," 
— cried  the  unfortunate  husband,  cling- 
ing to  the  bars,  and  looking  implor- 
ingly at  me. 

"Do  not  interfere — do  not  touch 
him,  sir,"  said  I  to  the  watchman. 

"Thank  you!  God  bless  you!"— 
gasped  the  wretched  sufferer,  extend- 
ing nis  hands  towards  mine,  and  wring- 
ing them  convulsively ;  then  turning 
to  the  watchman,  he  added,  in  a  lower 
tone,  the  most  piteous  I  ever  heard — 
"Don't  take  me  away!  My  wife  is 
h^re ;  she's  dying — I  can't  go  away — 
but  I'll  not  make  any  more  noise ! — 
Hush !  hush !  there  is  some  one  com- 
ing!"— A  person  approached  from 
within  the  ouilding,  and  whispering  a 
few  hurried  words  ingny  ear.  retired. 
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"  Mr  Elliott,  shake  hands  with  me," 
said  I ;  "  Mrs  Elliott  is  reviving !  I  told 
yoTi  I  had  hope ! — ^The  accoucheur  has 
this  instant  sent  me  word  that  he 
thinks  the  case  is  taking  a  favourahle 
turn."^He  sunk  down  suddenly  on 
his  knees  in  silence ;  then  grasped  my 
hands  through  the  hars,  and  shook  them 
convulsively.  .  In  the  fervour  of  his 
frantic  feeling,  he  turned  to  the  watch- 
man, grasped  his  hands,  and  shook 
them. 

"  Hush !  hush !"  he  gasped—"  Don't 
speak  !  It  will  disturb  her ! — A  single 

sound  may  kill  her  I— Ah  1" he 

looked  with  agonised  apprehension  at 
the  mail-coach  which  that  moment 
rattled  rapidly  and  loudly  by.  At 
length  he  became  so  much  calmer,  that 
after  pledging  myself  to  return  to  him 
shortly,  especially  if  any  unfavourable 
change  should  take  place,  I  withdrew, 
and  repaired  to  the  chamber  where  lay 
the  pool  unconscious  creature — ^the 
subject  of  her  husband's  wild  and  dread- 
ful anxieties.  I  found  that  I  had  not 
been  misinformed;  and  though  Mrs 
Elliott  lay  in  the  most  precarious  situa- 
tion possible — ^with  no  sign  of  life  in 
her  pallid  countenance,  and  no  pulse 
discernible  at  her  wrist,  we  had  reason 
for  believing  that  a  favourable  change 
had  taken  place.  After  remaining  in 
silence  by  ner  side  for  about  a  quarter 
of  an  hour,  during  which  she  seemed 
asleep,  I  took  my  departure,  and  con- 
veyed the  delightful  intelligence  to  the 
poor  sufferer  without,  that  his  hopes 
were  justified  by  the.  situation  in  which 
I  had  left  my  sweet  patient.  I  suc- 
ceeded in  persuading  him  to  accom- 
pany me  home,  and  restoring  him  to  a 
little  composure ;  but  the  instant  that 
he  had  swallowed  a  hasty  cup  of  coffee, 
without  waiting  even  to  see  his  little 
boy,  who  was  being  dressed  to  come 
down  as  usual  to  breakfast,  he  left  the 
house  and  returned  to  the  hospital, 
where  I  found  him,  as  before,  on  driv- 
ing up  about  twelve  o'clock,  but  walk- 
ing calmly  to  and  fro  before  the  gates. 
What  anguish  was  written  in  his  fea- 
tures !  But  a  smile  passed  over  them — • 
a  joyful  air,  as  he  told  me,  before  I 
could  quit  my  carriage,  that  all  was 
still  going  on  well.  It  was  so,  I  ascer- 


tained ;  and,  on  returning  from  the 
hospital,  I  almost  forced  him  into  my 
carriage,  and  drove  off  to  his  lodgfings, 
where  I  stayed  till  be  had  got  into 
bed.  and  had  solemnly  promised  me  to 
remain  there  till  I  called  in  the  even- 
ing. 

For  three  days  Mrs  Elliott  continued 
in  the  most  critical  circumstances, 
during  which  her  husband  was  al- 
most every  other  hour  at  the  hospital, 
and  at  length  so  wearied  every  one 
with  his  anxious  and  incessant  in- 
quiries, that  they  would  hardly  give 
him  civil  answers  any  longer.  Had  I 
not  twice  bled  him  with  my  own  hand, 
and  myself  administered  to  him  sooth- 
ing and  lowering  medicines,  he  would 
certainly,  I  think,  have  gone  raving 
mad.  On  the  fifth  day  Mrs  Elliott 
was  pronounced  out  of  danger,  but 
continued,  of  course,  in  a  very  ex- 
hausted state.  Her  first  inquiries 
were  about  her  husband,  then  her  little 
Henry;  and  on  receiving  a  satisfac- 
tory answer,  a  sweet  sad  smile  stole 
over  her  features,  and  her  feeble  fin- 

fers  gently  compressed  mine.  Before 
quitted  her,  she  asked  whether  her 
husband  might  be  permitted  to  see 
her — I  of  course  answered  in  the  ne- 
gative. A  tear  stole  down  her  cheek, 
but  she  did  not  attempt  to  utter  a 
syllable. 

The  pressure  of  professional  en- 
l^agements  did  not  admit  of  my  see- 
mg  Mr  Elliott  more  than  once  or 
twice  during  the  next  week.  I  fre- 
quently heard  of  him,  however,  at  the 
hospital,  where  he  called  constantly 
three  times  a-day,  but  had  not  yet 
been  permitted  to  see  Mrs  Elliott,  who 
was  considered,  and  in  my  opinion 
justly,  imequal  to  the  excitement  of 
such  an  interview. 

The  dreadful  mental  agony  in  which 
he  had  spent  the  last  fortnight,  was 
calculated  to  produce  the  most  fatal' 
effects  upon  his  eyesight — of  which, 
indeed,  he  seemed  himself  but  too  con- 
scious !  for  every  symptom  of  which 
he  had  complained  was  most  fearfully 
aggravated.  Nevertheless,  I  could  not 
prevail  upon  him — at  least,  he  said, 
for  the  present — to  continue  his  visits 
to  the  Eye  Infirmary.    He  said,  with 


Digitized  by 


Google 


440 


DUBY  OF  A  LATE  PHYSICIAN. 


a  melancholy  air,  that  he  had  too 
many,  and  very  different  matters  to 
attend  to— -and  ne  must  postpone,  for 
the  present,  all  attention  to  his  own 
complaints.  Alas !  he  h<id  many  other 
subjects  of  anxiety  than  his  own  ail- 
ments! Supposing  his  poor  wife  to 
he  restored  to  him,  even  in  a  moderate 
degree  of  strength  and  convalescence 
— what  prospect  was  before  them? 
What  means  remained  of  obtaining  a 
livelihood?  "What  chance  was  there 
of  her  inexorable  old  father  changing 
his  fell  purpose  ?  Was  his  wife  then 
to  quit  tne  scene  of  her  almost  mortal 
sufferings,  only  to  perish  before  his 
eyes — of  want — and  her  father  wal- 
lowing in  wealth  ? — ^the  thought  was 
horrible  I  Elliott  sat  at  home  alone, 
thinking^  of  these  things,  and  shud- 
dered ;  he  quitted  his  home,  and  wan- 
dered through  the  streets  with  vacant 
eye  and  blighted  heart. — He  wander- 
eih  abroad  fir  bread,  saying,  Where  is 
Uf  he  hnoweth  that  the  day  of  darhness 
is  ready  at  his  hand.^ 

Friday. — This  morning  my  wife 
called,  at  my  sug:gestion,  to  see  Mrs 
Elliott,  accompanied  by  her  little  boy, 
whom  I  had  perceived  she  was  pining 
to  see.  I  thought  they  might  meet 
without  affording  ground  for  uneasi- 
ness as  to  the  result. 

"  My  little  Harry ! "  exclaimed  a  low 
soft  voice  as  my  wife  and  child  were 
silently  ushered  into  the  room  where 
lay  Mrs  Elliott,  wasted  almost  to  a 
shadow,  her  face  and  hands — said  my 
wife — white  as  the  lily.  "  Come,  love 
— kiss  me!"  she  faintly  murmured; 
and  my  wife  brought  the  child  to  the 
bedside,  and  lifting  him  upon  her 
knee,  inclined  his  face  towards  his 
mother.  She  feebly  placed  her  arm 
around  his  neck,  and  pressed  him  to 
her  bosom. 

"  Let  me  see  his  face  I "  she  whis- 
pered, removing  her  arm.  ^ 

She  gazed  tenderly  at  him  for  some 
minutes;  the  child  looking  first  at  her 
and  then  at  my  wife  with  mingled  fear 
and  surprise. 

^'  How  Uke  his  father  I"  she  mur- 

•  Job,  XV.  23. 


mured—"  kiss  me  again,  love !  Don't 
be  afraid  of  your  poor  mother,  Harry ! " 
Her  eyes  filled  with  tears.  "Am  I 
so  altered?"  said  she  to  my  wife, 
who  stammered  Yes  and  No  in  one 
breath. 

" Has  he  been  a  good  boy?" 

"Very— very" — replied  my  wife, 
turning  aside  her  head,  unable  for  a 
moment  to  look  either  mother  or  son 
in  the  face.  Mrs  Elliott  perceived  my 
wife's  emotion,  and  her  chill  fingers 
gently  grasped  her  hand. 

"  Does  he  say  hisprayers  ? — ^you  Ve 
not  forgotten  that,  Bfarry  ?" 

The  child,  whose  little  breast  was 
beginning  to  heave,  shook  his  head, 
and  lisped  a  faint — "  No,  mamma ! " 

"  God  bless  thee,  my  darling ! "  ex- 
claimed his  mother  in  a  low  tone, 
closing  her  eyes — "He  will  not  desert 
thee — nor  thy  parents  ! — He  feeds  M« 
young  ravens  when  they  cryV^  She 
naused,  and  the  tears  trembled  through 
ner  almost  transparent  eyelid.s.  My 
wife,  who  had  with  the  utmost  dif- 
ficulty restrained  her  feelings,  leaned 
over  the  poor  sufferer,  pressed  her 
lips  to  her  forehead,  and  gently  tak- 
ing the  child  with  her,  stepped  hastily 
from  the  room.  As  soon  as  they  had 
got  into  the  matron's  parlour,  where 
my  wife  sat  down  for  a  few  moments, 
her  little  companion  burst  into  tears, 
and  cried  as  if  his  heart  would  break. 
The  matron  tried  to  pacify  him,  but 
in  vain.  "  I  hope,  ma'am,"  said  she 
to  my  wife,  "  he  did  not  cry  in  this 

way  before  his  mother  ?    Br and 

Mr both  say  that  she  must  not 

be  agitated  in  any  way,  or  they  will 
not  answer  for  the  consequences."  At 
this  moment  I  made  my  appearance, 
having  called,  in  passing,  to  pay  a 
visit  to  Mrs  Elliott ;  but,  hearing  how 
much  her  late  interview  had  overcome 
her,  I  left,  taking  my  wife  and  little 
Elliott — still  sobbing — ^with  me,  and 
promising  to  look  in,  if  possible,  in 
the  evening.  I  did  do  so,  accordingly ; 
and  found  her  happily  none  the  worse 
for  the  emotion  occasioned  by  her  first 
interview  with  her  child  since  her  ill- 
ness. She  expressed  herself  very 
grateful  to  me  for  the  care  which  she 
said  we  had  evidently  taken  of  him-^ 
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*^  and  how  like  he  grows  to  his  poor 
father!" — she  added.  "Oh!  doctor, 
when  may  I  see  him  f  Do,  dear  doc- 
tor, let  lis  meet,  if  it  he  hut  for  a  mo- 
ment !  Oh,  how  I  Ipng  to  see  him ! 
I  will  not  he  agitated!  It  will  do  me 
more  good  than  all  the  medicine  in 
this  huilding  I " 

"In  a  few  days'  time,  my  dear  ma- 
dam, I  assure  you  " 

"  Why  not  to-morrow  ?— oh,  if  you 
knew  the  good  that  one  look  of  his 
would  do  me — ^he  does  not  look  ill?" 
she  inquired  suddenly. 

"  He — he  looks  cei-tainly  rather  har- 
assed on  your  account ;  out,  in  other 
respects,  he  is  " 

"Promise  me — let  me  see  for  my- 
self; oh,  bring  him  with  you ! — ^I — I 
— I  own  I  could  not  bear  to  see  him 
alone — ^but  in  your  presence — do,  dear 
doctor !  promise  ! — ^I  shall  sleep  so 
sweetly  to-night  if  you  will." 

Her  looks-— her  tender  murmuring 
voice,  ^overcame  me  ;  and  I  promised 
to  bring  Mr  Elliott  with  me  some  time 
on  the  morrow.   I  bade  her  good-night. 

"Remember,  doctor!"  she  whisper- 
ed, as  I  rose  to  go. 

"I  will !"— said  I,  and  quitted  the 
room,  already  almost  repenting  of  the 
rash  promise  I  had  made.  But  who 
could  nave  resisted  her? 

Sweet  soul !  what  was  to  become  of 
thee  ?  Bred  up  in  the  lap  of  luxury, 
and  accustomed  to  have  every  wish 
gratified,  every  want  anticipated — 
what  kind  of  scene  awaited  thee  on 
returning  to  thy  humble  lodgings — 

Where  hopeless  Anguish  pours  her  groan. 
And  lonely  Want  retires  to  die? 

For  was  it  not  so?  What  miracle 
was  to  save  them  from  starvation? 
Full  of  such  melancholy  reflections,  I 
walked  home,  resolving  to  leave  no 
stone  unturned  in  their  behalf,  and 
pledging  myself  and  wife  that  the 
forty  pounds  we  had  already  collected 
for  the  Elliotts,  from  among  our  bene- 
volent friends,  should  be  raised  to  a 
hundred,  however  great  might  be  the 
deficiency  we  made  up  ourselves ! 

Saturday.— I  was  preparing  to  pay 
some  early  visits  to  distant  patients, 


and  arranging  so  as  to  take  Mr  Elliott 
with  me  on  my  return,  which  I  cal- 
culated would  be  about  two  o'clock,  to 
pay  the  promised  visit  to  Mrs  Elliott 
— ^when  my  servant  brought  me  a 
handful  of  letters  which  had  that  mo- 
ment been  left  by  the  twopenny  post- 
man. I  was  going  to  cram  them  all 
into  my  pocket,  and  read  them  in  the 
carriage,  when  my  eye  was  attracted 
by  one  of  them  much  larger  than  the 
Test,  sealed  with  a  black  seal,  and  the 
address  in  Mr  Elliott's  handwriting. 
I  instantly  resumed  my  seat;  and, 
placing  the  other  letters  in  my  pocket, 
proceeded  to  break  the  seal  witn  some 
trepidation  —  which  increased  to  a 
sickening  degree  when  four  letters 
fell  out,  all  of  them  sealed  with  black, 
in  Mr  Elliott's  handwriting,  and  ad- 
dressed respectively  to— -"Jacob  Hil- 
lary, Esq."— "MrsEUiott"— '^Henry 

Elliott,"  and  "  Dr "  (myself)    I 

sat  for  a  minute  or  two,  with  this  ter- 
rible array  before  me,  scarce  daring  to 
breathe,  or  to  trust  myself  with  my 
thoughts,  when  my  wife  entered,  lead- 
ing in  her  constant  companion,  little 
Elliott,  to  take  their  leave,  as  usual, 
before  I  set  out  for  the  day.  The 
sight  of  "Henry  Elliott,"  to  whom 
one  of  these  portentous  letters  was 
addressed,  overpowered  me.  My  wife, 
seeing  me  discomposed,  was  beginning 
to  inquire  the  reason,  when  I  rose, 
and  with  gentle  force  put  her  out  of 
the  room  and  bolted  the  door,  hur- 
riedly telling  her  that  I  had  just  re- 
ceived unpleasant  accounts  concern- 
ing one  or  two  of  my  patients.  With 
trembling  hands  I  opened  the  letter 
which  was  addressed  to  me,  and  read 
with  infinite  consternation  as  fol- 
lows : — 

"  When  you  are  reading  these  few 
lines,  kind  doctor !  I  shall  be  sweetly 
sleeping  the  sleep  of  death.  AJl  will 
be  over ;  and  there  will  be  one  wretch 
the  less  upon  the  earth. 

"  God,  before  whom  I  shall  be  stand- 
ing face  to  face,  while  you  read  this, 
letter,  will,  I  hope,  have  mercy  upon 
me,  and  forgive  me  for  appearing  be- 
fore Him  uncalled  for.    Amen ! 

"  But  I  could  not  live.    I  felt  blind- 
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ncBs — the  last  curse— descendiog  upon 
me — ^blindness  and  beggary.  I  saw 
mj  wife  broken-hearted.  Nothing  but 
misery  and  starvation  before  her  and 
her  child. 

"  Oh,  has  she  not  loved  me  with  a 
noble  love  ?  And  yet  it  is  thus  I  leave 
her!  But  she  knows  how  through 
life  I  have  returned  her  love,  and  she 
will  hereafter  find  that  love  alone  led 
me  to  take  this  dreadful  step. 

"  Grievous  has  been  the  miserv  she 
has  borne  for  my  sake.  I  thought,  in 
marrying  her,  that  I  might  have  over- 
come the  difficulties  which  threatened 
us — that  I  might  have  struggled  suc- 
cessfully at  least  for  our  bread ;  but 
He  ordered  otherwise,  and  it  has  been 
in  ijainfor  me  to  rise  up  early,  to  sit  up 
late,  to  eat  the  bread  of  sorrows. 

"  Why  did  I  leave  life  ?  Because  I 
know,  us  if  a  voice  from  heaven  had 
told  me,  that  my  death  will  reconcile 
my  Mary  and  her  father.  It  is  me 
alone  whom  he  hates,  and  her  only  on 
my  account.  When  I  shall  be  gone, 
he  will  receive  her  to  his  arms,  and 
she  and  my  son  will  be  happy. 

"  Oh,  my  God  I   that  I  shall  never 

see  her  face  again,  or But  presently 

she  will  look  at  our  son,  and  she  will 
revive. 

"  I  entreat  you,  as  in  the  name  of 
the  dead — ^it  is  a  voice  from  the  grave 
— ^to  be  yourself  the  bearer  of  this 
news  to  my  suffering  wife,  when,  and 
as  you  may  think  fit.  Give  her  this 
letter,  and  also  give,  yourself,  to  Mr 
Hillary  the  letter  which  bears  his 
dreadful  name  upon  it.  I  know,  I  feel, 
that  it  will  open  his  heart,  and  he 
will  receive  them  to  his  arms. 

"  I  have  written  also  a  few  lines  to 
my  son.  Ah,  my  boy,  your  father  will 
be  mouldered  into  dust  before  you 
will  understand  what  I  have  written ! 
Grieve  for  your  unfortunate  father, 
but  do  not-— disown  him ! 

"  As  for  you,  best  of  men,  my 
only  friend,  farewell!  Forgive  all 
the  trouble  I  have  given.  God  re- 
ward vou !  You  will  De  in  my  latest 
thoughts.    I  have  written  to  you  last* 

"  Now  I  have  done.  I  am  calm ; 
the  bitterness  of  death  is  past.  Fare- 
well!   The  grave — the  darkness  of 


death  is  upon  my  soul — but  I  have  no 
fear.  To-night,  before  this  candle 
shall  have  burnt  out — at   midnight 

Oh,   Mary!    Henry  1— -Shall   we 

ever  meet  again ! 

"H.E." 

I  read  this  letter  over  half-a-dozen 
times,  for  every  paragpraph  pushed  the 
preceding  one  out  of  my  memory. 
Then  I  took  up  mechanically  and 
opened  the  letter  addressed  to  his 
son.  It  contained  a  large  lock  of  his 
father's  hair,  and  the  following  verses,* 
written  in  a  large  straggling  hand : — 

"  I  have  tmshed  for  death:  wherefore 
do  I  not  caUfor  my  sonV^ 

"  My  son,  when  I  am  dead,  bury  me; 
and  despise  not  thy  mother,  but  hoTumr 
her  all  the  days  of  thy  life,  and  do  that 
which  shaU  please  her,  and  grieve  her 
not. 

"Remember,  my  son,  thai  she  saw 
many  dangers  for  thee,  when  thou  toast 
in  her  womb;  and  when  she  is  dead, 
bury  her  by  me  in  one  grave. 

"  Thus,  on  the  point  of  death,  writes 
thy  father  to  his  beloved  son.     Rb- 

MEMBEB  !    HeNSY  ElLIOTT." 

As  soon  as  I  had  somewhat  re- 
covered the  shock  occasioned  by  the 
perusal  of  these  letters,  I  folded  them 
all  up,  stepped  hastily  into  my  car- 
riage, and  postponing  all  my  other 
visits,  drove  off  direct  to  the  lodgings 
of  Mr  Elliott.  The  woman  of  the 
house  was  standing  at  the  door,  talk- 
ing earnestly  with  one  or  two  per- 
sons. 

"  Where  is  Mr  Elliott  ?  "  I  inquired, 
leaping  out  of  the  carriage. 

"That's  what  we  want  to  know, 
sir,"  replied  the  woman,  very  pale. 
"  He  must  have  gone  out  late  last 
night,  sir — and  hasn't  been  back  since ; 
for  when  I  looked  into  his  room  this 
morning  to  ask  about  breakfast,  it  was 
empty.' 

"Did  you  observe  anything  parti- 
cular in  his  appearance  last  night?" 
I  inquired,  preparing  to  ascend  the 
little  staircase. 

*  From  the  ApocrTpha.  Tobit^  du  iv.  % 
8,4. 
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"  Yes,  sir,  very  wild-like  !  And 
about  eight  or  nine  o'clock,  he  comes 
to  the  top  of  the  stairs,  and  calls  out, 

*  Mrs ,  did  you  hear  that  noise  ? 

Didn't  you  see  something?'  'Lord, 
sir,'  said  I,  in  a  taking,  he  spoke  so 
sudden,  *  no  !  there  wa'n't  no  sight  nor 
sound  whatsoever  ! ' — so  he  went  into 
his  room,  and  shut  the  door,  and  I 
never  seed  him  since." 

I  hastened  to  his  room.  A  candle- 
stick, its  candle  burnt  down  to  the 
socket,  stood  on  the  little  table  at 
which  he  generally  sat,  together  with 
a  pen  or  two,  an  inkstand,  black  wax, 
a  sheet  t)f  paper,  and  a  Bible  open  at 
the  place  from  which  he  had  copied 
the  words  addressed  to  his  son.  The 
room  was  apparently  just  as  its  un- 
fortunate and  frantic  occupant  had 
quitted  it.  I  opened  the  table-drawer ; 
it  was  full  of  paper  which  had  been 
covered  with  writing,  and  was  now 
torn  into  small  fragments.  One  half- 
sheet  was  left,  full  of  strange  incoher- 
ent expressions,  apparently  forming 
Eart  of  a  prayer,  and  evincing,  alas ! 
ow  fearfully  the  writer's  reason  was 
disturbed !  But  where  was  poor  El- 
liott? What  mode  of  death  had  he 
selected  ? 

At  first  I  thought  of  instantly  ad- 
vertising and  describing  his  person, 
and  issuing  handbills  about  the  neigh- 
bourhood ;  but  ultimately  determined 
to  wait  till  the  Monday's  newspapers 
made  their  appearance — some  one  of 
which  might  contain  intelligence  con- 
cerning him  which  might  direct  my 
movements.  And,  in  the  mean  time, 
how  was  I  to  appear  before  Mrs  El- 
liott, and  account  for  my  not  bringing 
her  husband  ?  I  determined  to  send 
her  a  written  excuse,  on  the  score  of 
pressing  and  unexpected  engagements, 
but  promising  to  call  upon  her  either 
on  Sunday  or  Monday.  I  resolved  to 
do  nothing  rashly,  for  it  glanced  across 
my  mind,  as  possible,  that  Elliott  had 
not  really  carried  into  execution  the 
dreadful  intentions  expressed  in  his 
letter  to  me,  but  had  resorted  to  a 
stratagem  only  in  order  to  terrify  Mr 
Hillary  into  a  reconciliation.  This 
notion  took  such  fall  possession  of  my 
heated  imagination,  that  I  at  lengtn 


lost  sight  of  all  the  glaring  improba- 
bilities attending  it.  Alas,  however, 
almost  the  first  paragraph  that  fell 
under  my  hurried  eye,  in  scanning 
over  the  papers  of  Monday,  was  the 
following : — 

"On  Saturday,  about  eight  o'clock 
in  the  moniing,  some  labourers  dis- 
covered the  body  of  a  man  of  respect- 
able appearance,  apparently  aoout 
thirty  years  old,  floating,  without  a 
hat,  m  the  New  River.  It  was  imme- 
diately taken  out  of  the  water,  but 
life  seemed  to  have  been  for  some  hours 
extinct.  One  or  two  letters  were  found 
upon  his  person,  but  the  MS.  too  much 
spread  and  blotted  with  the  water  to 
aflbrd  any  clue  to  the  identity  of  the 
unfortunate  person.  The  body  lies  at 
the  Red  Boar  public-house,  where  a 
coroner's  inquest  is  summoned  for  to- 
day at  twelve  o'clock." 

I  drove  off  to  the  place  mentioned 
in  the  paragraph,  and  arrived  there 
just  as  the  jury  was  assembling. 
There  was  a  considerable  crowd  about 
the  doors.  I  sent  in  my  card ;  and 
stating  that  I  believed  I  could  identify 
the  body  for  which,  the  inquest  was 
summoned,  I  was  allowed  to  view  the 
corpse,  and  ushered  at  once  into  the 
room  where  it  lay. 

I  wish  Mr  Hillary  could  have  enter- 
ed that  room  with  me,  and  have  stood 
beside  me,  as  I  stepped  shudderingly 
forward,  and  perceived  that  I  was 
looking  upon — his  victim  !  The  body 
lay  with  its  wet  clothes  undisturbed, 
just  as  it  had  been  taken  out  of  the 
water.  The  damp  hair,  the  eyes  wide 
open,  the  hands  clenched,  as  if  with 
the  agonies  of  death 

Here  lay  the  husband  of  Mrs  Elliott 
— the  fond  object  of  her  unconquer- 
able love  !  This  was  he  to  whom  she 
had  written  so  tenderly  on  quitting 
him !  Here  lay  he  whom  she  had  so 
sweetly  consoled  by  almost  daily 
messages  through  me !  This  was  he 
to  whom,  with  a  pious  confidence,  she 
had  predicted  her  speedy  and  happy 
return!  This  was  the  father  of  the 
sweet  boy  who  sat  prattling  at  my 
table  only  that  morning !  This — 
wretch !  monster !  fiend  !  this  is  the 
body  of  him  you  flung,  on  an  infamous 
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charge,  into  the  dungeons  of  Newgate ! 
This  is  the  figure  of  him  that  shall 

HEREAFTER 

I  could  bear  it  no  longer,  and  rushed 
from  the  room  in  an  agony!  After 
drinking  a  glass  of  water,  I  recovered 
my  self-possession  sufficiently  to  make 
my  appearance  in  the  jury-room ; 
where  I  deposed  to  such  facts — care- 
fully concealing  only,  for  Mrs  Elliott 
andt  her  son's  sake,  the  causes  which 
led  to  the  commission  of  the  fatal  act 
—as  satisfied  the  jury  that  the  de- 
ceased had  destroyed  himself  while  in 
a  state  of  mental  derangement ;  and 
they  returned  their  verdict  accord- 
ingly. 

After  directing  the  immediate  re- 
moval of  the  body  to  the  house  where 
Mr  Elliott  had  lodged — the  scene  of  so 
many  agonies — of  such  intense  and 
undeserved  misery — ^I  drove  off,  and, 
though  quite  unequal  to  the  task, 
hurried  through  my  round  of  patients, 
anxious  to  be  at  leisure  in  the  evening 
for  the  performance  of  the  solemn — 
the  terrible  duty — imposed  upon  me 
by  poor  Elliott — the  conveying  his 
letter  to  Mr  Hillary,  and  communicat- 
ing at  ^e  same  time,  with  all  the 
energy  m  my  power,  the  awful  results 
of  his  cruel,  ms  tyrannical,  his  unna- 
tural conduct.  How  I  prayed  that  God 
would  give  me  power  to  shake  that 
old  man's  guilty  soul ! 

Our  dinner  was  sent  away  that  day 
almost  untouched.  My  wife  and  I  in- 
terchanged but  few  and  melancholy 
words ;  our  noisy,  lively  little  ^est 
was  not  present  to  disturb,  by  his  inno- 
cent salhes,  the  mournful  silence ;  for, 
unable  to  bear  his  presence,  I  had  di- 
rected that  he  should  not  be  brought 
down  that  day.  I  had  written  to  Mrs 
Elliott  a  brief  and  hasty  line,  saying 
—that  I  h&d  ju8i  seen  Mr  Elliott!  but 
that  it  would  be  impossible  for  either 
of  us  to  call  upon  her  that  day !  adding, 
that  I  would  certainly  call  upon  her 
the  day  after — and — Heaven  pardon 
the  equivocation ! — bring  Mr  Elliott,  if 
poaaible^  which  I  feared  might  be  doubt- 
ful, as  his  eyes  were  under  very  active 
treatment.— 

I  have  had  to  encounter  in  my  time 
many,  very  many  trying  and  terrible 


scenes ;  but  I  never  approaclied  any 
with  so  much  apprehension  and  anx- 
iety as  the  one  now  cast  upon  me. 
Fortifying  myself  with  a  few  glasses 
of  wine,  1  put  poor  Elliott's  letter  to 
Mr  Hillary  in  my  pocket-book,  and 

drove  off  for Square.    I  reached 

the  house  about  eight  o'clock.  My 
servant,  by  my  direction,  thundered 
impetuously  at  the  door — a  startling 
summons  I  intended  it  to  be !  The 
porter  drew  open  the  door  almost 
before  my  servant  had  removed  his 
hand  from  the  knocker. 

"Is  Mr  Hillary  at  home?"  I  in- 
quired, stepping  hurriedly  from  my 
carriage,  with  the  fearful  letter  in  my 
hand.  **  He  is,  sir,"  said  the  man  with 
a  flurried  air — "  But — ^he — ^he— does 
not  receive  company,  sir,  since  my 
mistress's  death.' 

"Take  my  card  to  him,  sir.  My 
name  is  Dr .  I  must  see  Mr  Hil- 
lary instantly." 

I  waited  in  the  hall  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, and  then  received  a  message, 
requesting  me  to  walk  into  the  back 
drawing-room.  There  I  saw  Miss 
Gubbley  alone,  and  dressed  in  deep 
mourning.  What  I  had  heard  of  this 
woman,  inspired  me  with  the  utmost 
contempt  and  hatred  for  her.  What  a 
countenance !  Meanness,  malice,  cun- 
ning, and  sycophancy,  seemed  strug- 
gling for  the  ascendant  in  its  expres- 
sion. 

"  Pardon  me,  madam — my  busi- 
ness," said  I  peremptorily,  "is  not 
with  you,  but  with  Mr  Hillary.  Him 
I  must  see,  and  immediately. 

"Dr ,  what  is  the  matter?" 

she  inquired,  with  mingled  anger  and 
anxiety  in  her  countenance. 

"  I  have  a  communication,  madam, 
for  Mr  Hillary's  private  ear — ^I  rmat 
see  him ;  I  insist  upon  seeing  him 
immediately." 

"This  is  strange  conduct,  sir — 
really,"  said  Miss  Gubbley,  in  an  im- 
pudent manner,  but  her  features  be- 
coming every  moment  paler  and  paler. 
"  Have  you  not  already" 

I  unceremoniously  pushed  the  ma- 
lignant little  parasite  aside,  opened 
the  folding-doors,  and  stepped  in- 
stantly into  the  presence  of  tne  man 
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I  at  once  desired  and  dreaded  to  see. 
He  sat  on  the  sofa,  in  the  attitude  and 
with  the  expression  of  a  man  who  had 
been  suddenly  aroused  from  sleep. 

"  Dr ! "  he  exclaimed,  with  an 

astonished  and  angry  air  —  "Your 
servant,  doctor !  What's  the  meaning 
of  all  this?" 

"  I  am  sorry  to  intrude  upon  you, 
Mr  Hillary — especially  after  the  un- 
pleasant manner  in  which  our  ac- 
quaintance was  terminated — ^but — I 
have  a  dreadful  duty  to  perform  " — 
pointing  to  the  letter  I  held,  and  turn- 
ing towards  him  its  black  seal.  He 
saw  it.  He  seemed  rather  startled  or 
alarmed;  motioned  me  with  a  quick 
anxious  bow,  to  take  a  seat,  and  re- 
sumed his  own.  "Excuse  me,  Mr 
Hillary — but  we  must  be  ahne"  said 
I,  pointing  to  Miss  Gubbley,  who  had 
followed  me  with  a  suspicious  and  in- 
solent air,  exclaiming,  as  she  stepped 
hastUy  towards  Mr  Hillary — "  Don't 
suffer  this  conduct,  sir!  It's  very 
incorrect — ^very,  sir." 

"  We  nrnst  be  alone,  sir,"  I  repeated, 
calmly  and  peremptorily,  **  or  I  shall 
retire  at  once.  You  would  never  cease 
to  repent  that^  sir :"  and  Mr  Hillary, 
as  if  ne  had  suddenly  discovered  some 
strange  meaning  in  my  eye,  motioned 
the  pertinacious  intruder  to  the  door, 
and  she  reluctantly  obeyed.  I  drew 
my  chair  near  Mr  Hillarv,  who  seem- 
eci,  by  this  time,  thoroughly  alarmed. 

"Will  you  read  this  letter,  sir?" 
said  I,  handing  it  to  him.  He  took  it 
into  his  hand ;  looked  first  at  the  di- 
rection; then  at  the  seal,  and  lastly 
at  me,  in  silence. 

"Do  ^ou  know  that  handwriting, 
sir?"  I  mquired. 

He  stammered  an  answer  in  the 
negative. 

"  Look  at  it,  sir,  again.  You  ought 
to  know  it — ^you  rmist  know  it  well." 
He  laid  down  the  letter ;  fumbled  in 
his  waistcoat-pocket  for  his  glasses; 
placed  them  with  infinite  trepidation 
upon  his  forehead,  and  again  took  the 
letter  into  his  hands,  which  shook 
violently ;  and  his  sight  was  so  con- 
fused with  agitation,  that  I  saw  he 
could  make  nothing  of  it. 

"It  seems— it  appears  to  be — a 


man's  hand,  sir.  Whose  is  it  ?  What 
is  it  about  ?  What's  the  matter  ?"  he 
exclaimed,  lookinc^  at  me  ovgr  his 
glasses  with  a  frightened  stare. 

"I  have  attended,  sir,  a  coroner's 

inquest  this  morning" The  letter 

dropped  instantly  from  Mr  Hillarv's 
shaking  hand  upon  the  floor ;  his  lips 
slowly  opened. 

"  The  writer  of  that  letter,  sir,  was 
found  drowned  on  Saturday  last,"  I 
continued  slowly,  looking  steadfastly 
at  him,  and  feeling  myself  grow  paler 
every  moment — "  This  day  I  saw  the 
body — stretched  upon  a  shutter  at  an 
inn.  Oh,  those  awful  eyes!  That 
hair,  matted  and  mud^ !  Those 
clenched  hands — Horror  filled  my  soul 
as  I  looked  at  all  this,  and  thought  of 

YOU." 

His  lips  moved,  he  uttered  a  few 
unintelligible  sounds,  and  his  face, 
suddenlv  bedewed  with  perspiration, 
assumed  one  of  the  most  ghastly  ex- 
pressions that  a  human  countenance 
could  exhibit.  I  remained  silent,  nor 
did  he  speak ;  but  the  big  drops  rolled 
from  his  forehead  and  fell  upon  the 
floor.  In  the  pier-glass  opposite,  to 
which  my  eye  was  attracted  ty  seeing 
some  moving  figure  reflected  in  it,  I 
beheld  the  figure  of  Miss  Gubbley; 
who  having  been  no  doubt  listening  at 
the  door,  could  no  longer  subdue  her 
terrified  curiosity,  and  stole  into  the 
room  on  tip-toe,  and  stood  terror- 
stricken  behind  my  chair.  Her  pre- 
sence seemed  to  restore  Mr  Hillary  to 
consciousness. 

"Take  her  away — go  away — go — 
go ! "  he  murmured,  and  I  led  her, 
unresisting,  from  the  room,  and,  to  be 
secured  from  her  further  intrusion, 
bolted  both  the  doors. 

"  You  had  better  read  the  letter,  sir," 
said  I,  with  a  deep  sigh,  resuming 
my  seat;  his  eyes  remained  riveted 
on  me. 

"I— I — 1— cannot  J  sir!"  he  stam- 
mered.    A  long  pause  ensued.    "  If 

— she — had  but  called  " ^he  gasped, 

"but  once— or  sent— after  her — her 

mother's  death  " and  with  a  long 

groan  he  leaned  forward,  and  almost 
fell  against  me. 

"She  did  call,  sir.    She  came  the 
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day  after  her  mother's  death,"  said  I, 
shakiog  my  head  sorrowfully. 

"No,  she  didu't,"  he  replied,  sud- 
denly looking  at  me  with  a  stupefied  air. 
"Then  her  visit  was  cruelly  con- 
cealed from  you,  sir.    Poor  creature,  I 
know  she  called  ! " 

He  rose  slowly  from  the  prostrate 
posture  in  which  he  had  remained  for 
the  last  few  moments,  clenched  his 
trembling  fists,  and  shook  them  with 
impotent  anger. 

"  Who — ^who,"  he  muttered — "  who 
dared— I— I— 111  ring  the  bell.     I'll 

have  all  the  " 

"Would  you  have  really  received 
her,  then,  sir,  if  you  had  known  of 
her  calling?" 

His  lips  moved,  he  attempted  in 
vain  to  utter  an  answer,  and  sobbed 
violently,  covering  his  face  with  his 
hands. 

"  Come,  Mr  Hillary,  I  see,"  said  I, 
in  a  somewhat  milder  manner,  "  that 
the  feelings  of  a  father  are  not  yet 
utterly  extinguished" — he  burst  into 
vehement  weeping — "  and  I  hope  that 
— that — you  may  live  to  repent  what 
you  have  done ;  to  redress  the  wrongs 
you  have  committed !  Your  poor  per- 
secuted daughter,  Mr  Hillary,  is  not 
dead."  He  uttered  a  sudden  sharp 
cry  that  alarmed  me;  grasped  my 
hands,  and  carrying  them  to  his  lips, 
kissed  them  in  a  kind  of  ecstasy. 
"  Tell  me — say  plainly — only  say — 

that  Mary  is  alive" 

"  Well,  then,  sir,  your  daughter  is 

alive,  but " 

He  fell  upon  his  knees,  and  groaned, 
"  Oh  God,  I  thank  thee !  I  thank  thee! 
How  I  thank  thee!" 

I  waited  till  he  had  in  some  measure 
recovered  from  the  ecstasy  of  emotion 
into  which  my  words  had  thrown  him, 
and  assisted  in  loosening  his  shirt- 
collar  and  neck-handkerchief,  which 
seemed  to  oppress  him. 

"  Who — then"  —  he  stammered— 
"  who  yr&8— found  drowned — ^the  coro- 
ner's inquest " 

"  Her  poor  broken-hearted  husband, 
sir,  who  will  be  buried  at  my  expense 
in  a  day  or  two." 

He  covered  his  face  again  with  his 
hands,  and  cried  bitterly. 


"  This  letter  was  written  by  him  tx) 
you,  sir ;  and  he  sent  it  to  me  only  a 
few  hours,  it  seems,  before  he  destroy- 
ed himself,  and  commissioned  me  to 
deliver  it  to  you.  Is  not  his  blood, 
sir,  lying  at  your  door  ?  " 

"  Oh  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me ! 
Lord — Christ  —  forgive  me!  Lord, 
forgive  a  guilty  old  sinner,"  he 
groaned,  sinking  again  on  his  knees, 
and  wringing  his  hands.  "I — I 
AM  his  murderer !  I  feel — I  know 
it!" 

"  Shall  I  read  to  you,  sir,  his  last 
words?"  said  I. 

"Yes,  but — they'll  choke  me.  I 
can't  bear  them."  He  sunk  back  ex- 
hausted upon  the  sofa.  I  took  up  the 
letter,  which  had  remained  till  then 
upon  the  floor  since  he  had  dropped  it 
from  his  palsied  grasp,  and  opening  it, 
read  with  faltering  accents  the  follow- 
ing:— 

"For  your  poor  dear  daughter's 
sake,  sir — who  is  now  a  widow  and  a 
beggar — abandon  your  fierce  and  cruel 
resentment.  I  know  that  I  am  the 
guilty  cause  of  all  her  misery.  I  have 
suffered  and  paid  the  full  penalty  of 
my  sin !  And  I  am,  when  you  read 
this,  amongst  the  desuL 

"  Forgive  me,  father  of  my  beloved 
and  suffering  wife !  Forgive  me,  as 
I  forgive  vou,  in  this  solemn  moment, 
from  my  heart,  whatever  wrongs  you 
may  have  done  me  ! 

"Let  my  death  knock  loudly  at 
your  heart's  door,  so  that  it  may  open 
and  take  in  my  suffering — perishing 
Marv — YOUK  Mary,  and  our  unoffend- 
ing little  one !  I  know  it  will !  Hea- 
ven tells  me  that  my  sacrifice  is  ac- 
cepted !  I  die  full  of  grief,  but  con- 
tented in  the  belief  that  all  will  be 
well  with  the  dear  ones  I  leave  behind  ' 
me.  Grod  incline  your  heart  to  mercy ! 
Farewell !  So  praysyour  unhappy- 
guilty  son-in-law,— Henby  Elliott." 

It  was  a  long  while  before  my  emo- 
tion, almost  blinding  my  eyes  and 
choking  my  utterance,  permitted  me 
to  conclude  this  melancholy  letter. 
Mr  Hillary  sat  all  the  while  aghast. 

"The  gallows  is  too  good  for  mel^ 
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he  gasped;  "oh,  what  a  monster! 
what  a  wretch  have  I  been !  Ay,  I'll 
surrender !  I  know  I'm  guilty  !  It's 
all  my  doing !  I  confess  all !  It  was 
I — it  was  I  put  him  in  prison." — ^I 
looked  darkly  at  him  as  ne  uttered 
these  last  words,  and  shook  my  head 
.  in  silence. 

"  Ah !  I  see — I  see  you  know  it  all ! 
Come,  then !  Take  me  away !  Away 
with  me  to  Newgate.  Anywhere  you 
like.  I'll  plead  guilty!"  He  attempted 
to  rise,  but  sank  back  again  into  his 
seat. 

"  But — whereas  Mary  ?"  he  gasped. 

"  Alas,"  I  replied,  "  she  does  not  yet 
know  that  she  is  a  widow !  that  her 
child  is  an  orphan !    She  has  herself, 

Soor  meek  soul,  been  lying  for  many 
ays  at  the  gates  of  death,  and  even 
yet,  her  fate  is  more  than  doubtful !" 
"Where  is  she?  Oh,  Lord,  Lord! 
Let  me  know — tell  me,  or  I  shall  die. 
Let  me  know  where  I  may  go  and  drop 
down  at  her  feet,  and  ask  her  forgive- 
ness 1" 

"  She  is  in  a  common  hospital,  a 
lying-in  hospital,  sir,  where  she,  a  few 
days  ago  only,  gave  birth  to  a  dead 
child,  after  enduring,  for  the  whole 
time  of  her  pregnancy,  the  greatest 
want  and  misery!  She  has  worked 
her  poor  fingers  to  the  bones,  Mr  Hil- 
lary— she  has  slaved  like  a  common 
servant  for  her  child,  her  husband,  and 
herself,  and  yet  she  has  hardly  found 
bread  for  them! " 

"  Oh !  stay,  stay,  doctor.  A  common 
hospital !  My  daughter — a  common 
hospital !"  repeated  Mr  Hillary,  press- 
ingliis  hand  to  his  forehead,  and  star- 
ing vacantly  at  me. 

"  Yes,  sir — a  common  hospital ! — 
Where  else  could  she  go  to  ?  God  be 
thanked,  sir,  for  finding  such  resources, 
such  places  of  refuge,  for  the  poor  and 
forsaken !  She  fled  thither  to  escape 
starvation,  and  to  avoid  eating  the 
bread  scarce  sufficient  for  her  husband 
and  her  child !  I  have  seen  her  endur- 
ing such  misery  as  would  have  soften- 
ed the  heart  of  a  fiend ! — And,  good 
God !  how  am  I  to  tell  her  what  has 
happened  ?  How  I  shudder  at  the  task 
her  dead  husband  has  imposed  upon 
me !—  WliOl  am  I  to  say  to  her  ?   Tell 


me,  Mr  Hillary,  for  I  am  confounded — 
I  am  in  despair !  How  shall  I  break  to 
her  this  frightful  event  ?"— Mr  Hillary 
groaned — "  Pray,  tell  me,  sir,"  I  con- 
tinued, with  real  sternness,  "  what  am 
I  to  do?  How  am  I  to  face  your  wretch- 
ed daughter  in  the  morning  I  She  has 
been  unable  even  to  see  her  husband 
for  a  moment  since  her  illness.  How 
will  she  bear  being  told  that  she  is 
NEVER  to  see  him  again?  I  shall  be 
almost  guilty  of  her  murder !"  I  paused, 
greatly  agitated. 

"Tell  her — tell  her — conceal  the 
death,"  he  gasped;  "  and  tell  her  first, 
that  all's  forgiven,  if  she'll  accept  my 
forgiveness,  and  forgive  me  !  Tell  her 
— be  sure  to  tell  her — ^that  my  whole 
fortune  is  hers  and  her  child's. — Surely 

that 1  will  make  my  will  afresh. 

Every  halfpenny  shall  eo  to  her  and 
her  cnild.    It  shall,  so  help  me  God!" 

"  Poor  creature  1"  I  exclaimed  bit- 
terly, "  can  money  heal  thy  broken 
heart  ?"  I  paused.  "  You  may  relent, 
Mr  Hillary,  and  receive  your  unhappy 
daughter  into  your  house  again,  tut, 
believe  me,  her  heart  will  Tie  in  her 
husband's  grave !" 

"  Doctor,  doctor !  You  are  killing 
me!"  he  exclaimed,  every  feature 
writhing  under  the  scourgings  of  re- 
morse. 

"  Tell  me  !  only  tell  me  what  can  I 
do  more?  This  house — all  I  have  is 
hers,  for  the  rest  of  her  life.  She  may 
turn  me  into  the  streets.  Ill  live  on 
bread  and  water,  they  shall  roll  in  gold. 
But,  oh,  where  is  she  !  where  is  she  ? 
I'll  send  the  carriage  instantly."  He 
rose,  as  if  intending  to  ring  the  bell. 

"  No,  no,  Mr  Hillary ;  she  must  not 
be  disturbed !  She  must  remain  at  her 
present  abode,  under  the  roof  of  cha- 
rity, where  she  lies,  sweet  being! 
humble  and  gratefiU  among  her  sisters 
in  suffering  r ' 

"  I — I'll  give  a  thousand  pounds  to 
the  charity — I  will.  I'll  give  a  couple 
of  thousands — so  help  me  God,  I  will  1 
And  I'll  give  it  in  the  name  of  a  Re- 
pentant Old  Sinner.  Oh,  I'll  do  every- 
thing that  a  guilty  wretch  can  do.  But 
I  must  see  my  daughter !  I  must  hear 
her  blessed  innocent  lips  say  that  she 
forgives  me"— — 
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"Pause,  sir,"  said  I  solemnly — 
"  you  know  not  that  she  will  live  to 
leave  the  hospital,  or  receive  your  peni- 
tent acknowledgments — that  she  will 
not  die  while  I  am  telling  her  the  hor- 
rid"  

"  What !  has  she  yet  to  hear  of  it?" 
he  exclaimed,  looking  aghast. 

"  I  told  you  so,  sir,  some  time  ago." 

"  Oh,  yes,  you  did — you  did — but  I 
forgot !  Lord,  Lord,  I  feel  going  mad !" 
He  rose  feebly  from  the  sofa,  and  stag- 
gered for  a  moment  to  and  fro,  but  his 
knees  refused  their  support,  and  he 
sank  down  again  upon  his  seat,  where 
he  sat  staring  at  me  with  a  dull  glassy 
eye,  while  I  proceeded — 

"  Another  melancholy  duty  remains 
to  be  performed.  I  think,  sir,  you 
should  see  his  remains." 

"I— «e6  the  hodyr  Fright  flitted 
over  his  face.  "  Do  you  wish  me  to 
drop  down  dead  beside  it,  sir?  I  see  the 
body?  It  would  burst  out  a-bleeding 
directly  I  got  into. the  room — ^for  I 
murdered  him !  Oh,  iQod,  forgive  me ' 
Oh,  spare  me  such  a  sight  1 " 

"  Well,  sir,  since  your  alarm  is  so 
great,  that  sad  sight  may  be  spared; 
but  there  is  one  thing  you  must  do." 
1  paused ;  he  looked  at  me  appre- 
hensively— "  testify  your  repentance, 
sir,  by  following  his  poor  remains  to 
the  grave." 

"  1— -I  could  not !  It's  no  use  fright- 
ening me  thus,  doctor ! — I — I  tell  you 
I  should  die— I  should  never  return 
home  alive !  But,  if  you'll  allow  it,  my 
carriage  shall  follow.  I'll  give  orders 
this  very  night  for  a  proper,  a  grand 
funeral,  such  as  is  fit  for— my — my — 
aon-in-hiw  !  He  shall  be  buried  in  my 
vault.  No,  no,  that  cannot  be,  for 
then" — he  shuddered—"  I  must  lie 
beside  him !  But  I  cannot  go  to  the 
funeral !  Lord,  Lord,  how  the  crowd 
would  stare  at  me!  how  they  would 
hoot  me !  They  would  tear  me  out  of 
the  coach.  No '  — he  trembled—"  spare 
me  that  also !  kind  sir,  spare  me  attend- 
ing the  funeral !  I'll  remain  at  home  in 
my  own  room  in  the  dark  all  that  day 
upon  my  knees,  but  I  cannot,  nay,  1 
will  not  follow  him  to  the  grave.  The 
tolling  of  that  bell" — ^his  voice  died 
away—"  would  kill  me." 


"There  is  yet  another  thing,  sir. 
His  little  boy  — my  voice  faltered — 
"  is  living  at  my  house ;  perhaps  you 
would  refuse  to  see  him,  for  he  is  Tery 
like  his  wretched  father." 

"  Oh  bring  him !  bring  him  to  mef 
he  murmured.  "  How  I  will  worship 
him !  what  I  will  do  for  him  I  But- 
how  his  murdered  father  will  always 
look  out  of  his  eyes  at  me !  Oh,  my 
God !  whither  shall  I  go,  what  must  I 
do  to  escape  ?  Oh,  that  I  had  died  and 
been  buried  with  my  poor  wife,  the 
other  day,  before  I  had  heard  of  all 
this  I" 

"You  would  have  known — you 
would  have  heard  of  it  hereafter,  sir." 

"  Ah !  that's  it !  I  know  it— I  know 
what  you  mean,  and  I  feel  it's  true  ! — 
Yes,  I  shall  he  damned  for  what  I've 
done  ! — Such  a  wretch — ^how  can  I 
expect  forgiveness  ?  Oh,  will  you 
read  a  prayer  with  me  ?  No,  I'll  pray 
myself— no,  I  dare  not — cannot  " 

"  Pray,  sir ;  and  may  your  prayers 
be  heard !  And  also  pray  that  I  may 
be  able  to  tell  safely  my  awful  message 
to  your  daughter — that  the  blow  may 
not  smite  her  into  the  grave !  And 
lastly,  sir,"  I  added,  rising,  and  ad- 
dressing^ him  with  all  the  emphasis  and 
solemmty  I  could,  "  I  charge  you,  in 
the  name  of  God,  to  make  no  attempt 
to  see  your  daughter,  or  send  to  her, 
tillyou  see  or  hear  from  me  again." 

He  promised  to  obey  my  injunctions, 
imploring  me  to  call  upon  her  the  next 
day,  and  grasping  my  hand  between         | 
his  own  with  a  convulsive  energy,  so         | 
that  I  could  not  extricate  it  but  with 
some  little  force.   As  I  had  never  once  i 

offered  a  syllable  of  sympathy  through- 
out our  interview,  so  I  quitted  his 
presence  coldly  and  sternly,  while  be 
threw  himself  down  at  full  length  upon 
the  sofa,  and  I  heard  without  any 
emotion  his  half-choked  exclamation, 
"  Lord,  Lord,  what  is  to  become  of 
me?" 

On  reaching  the  back  drawing-room, 
I  encountered  Miss  Gubbley  walking 
to  and  fro,  excessively  pale  and  agi- 
tated. I  had  uncoiled  that  little  viper 
— I  had  plucked  it  from  the  heart  into 
which  it  had  crept — and  so  far  I  felt 
that  I  had  not  failed  in  that  night's 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  MEKCHANT'S  CLE'Rt.. 


449 


errand  I  I  foresaw  her  speedy  dismis- 
sal; and  it  took  place  within  a  day  or 
two  of  that  on  which  I  had  yisited  Mr 
Hillary. 

The  next  day,  abont  noon,  I  called 
at  the  lodgings  where  Elliott's  remains 
were  lying,  in  order  that  I  might  make 
a  few  simple  arrangements  for  a  speedy 
funeral. 

"Oh — ^here's  Dr !"  exclaimed 

the  woman  of  the  house,  to  a  gentle- 
man dressed  in  black,  who,  with  two 
others  in  similar  habiliments,  was  just 
quitting.  "  These  here  gentlemen, 
sir,  are  come  about  the  funeral,  sir,  of 
poor  Mr  Elliott." — ^I  begged  them  to 
return  into  the  house.  "  I  presume, 
sir,"  said  I,  "  you  have  been  sent  here 
by  Mr  Hillary's  orders?" 
^  "  A — ^Mr  BLillary  did  me  the  honour, 
sir,  to  request  me  to  call,  sir,"  replied 
the  polite  man  of  death  with  a  low  bow 
— "  and  am  favoured  with  the  expres- 
sion of  his  wishes,  sir,  to  spare  no  ex- 
pense in  showing  his  respect  for  the 
deceased.  So  my  men  have  just  mea- 
sured the  body,  sir ;  the  shell  will  be 
here  to-night,  sir,  the  leaden  coffin  the 
day  after,  and  the  outer  coffins" 

"Stop,  sir — Mr  Hillary  is  prema- 
ture. He  has  quite  mistaken  my 
wishes,  sir.  /act  as  the  executor  of 
Mr  Elliott,  and  Mr  Hillary  has  no  con- 
cern whatever  with  the  burial  of  these 
remains." 

.  He  bowed  with  an  air  of  mingled 
astonishment  and  mortification. 

"  It  is  my  wish  and  intention,  sir," 
said  I,  "that  this  unfortunate  gentle- 
man might  be  buried  in  the  simplest 
and  most  private  manner  possible  " 

"  Oh,  sir !  but  Mr  Hillary's  orders 
to  me  were— pardon  me,  sir,  so  very 
liberal,  to  do  the  thing  in  a  gentleman- 
like way" 

"  I  tell  you  again,  sir,  that  Mr  Hil- 
lary has  nothing  whatever  to  do  with 
the  matter,  nor  shall  I  admit  of  his 
interference.  If  you  choose  to  obey 
wiy  orders — you  will  procure  a  plain 
deal  coffin,  a  hearse  and  pair,  ana  one 
mourning  coach,  and  provide  a  grave 

in churchyard — nay,  open  Mr 

Hillary's  vault  and  bury  there,  if  he 
will  permit  it— I  care  not." 


"  I  really  think,  sir,  you'd  better 
employ  a  person  in  the  small  line," 
said  he,  casting  a  grim  look  at  his 
two  attendants — "I'm  not  accustom- 
ed"  

"  You  may  retire  then,  sir,  at  once,'* 
said  I ;  and  with  a  lofty  bow  the  great 
undertaker  withdrew.  No! — despised, 
persecuted,  and  forsaken  had  poor  El- 
liott been  in  his  life ;  there  should  be, 
I  resolved,  no  splendid  mockery — ^no 
fashionable  foolery,  about  his  burial ! 
I  chose  for  him  not  the  vault  of  Mr 
Hillary,  but  a  grave  in  the  humble 

churchyard  of ,  where   the  poor 

suicide  might  slumber  in  "peniten- 
tial loneliness  I " 

He  was  buried  as  I  wished — no  one 
attending  the  funeral  but  myself,  the 

Eroprietor  of  the  house  in  which  he 
act  lived  at  the  period  of  his  death, 
and  one  of  his  early  and  humble  ac- 
quaintance, who  had  been  present  at 
his  marriage.  I  had  wished  to  carry 
with  us,  as  chief  mourner,  little  Elliott 
—-by  way  of  fulfilling,  as  far  as  pos- 
sible, the  touching  injunctions  left 
by  his  father— but  my  wife  djssuaded 
me  from  it.  "Well,  poor  Elliott," 
said  I,  as  I  took  my  last  look  into  his 
grave — 

After  life's  fitM  feter  he  sleeps  well  I 
Heaven  forgive  the  rash  act  which 
brought  his  days  to  an  untimely  close, 
and  him  whose  cruelty  and  wicked- 
ness occasioned  it ! " 

I  shall  not  bring  the  reader  again 
into  the  guilty  and  gloomy  presence 
of  Mr  Hillary.  His  nard  heart  was 
indeed  broken  by  the  blow  that  poor 
Elliott  had  so  recklessly  struck,  and 
whose  mournful  prophecy  was  in  this 
respect  fulfilled.  Provid!ence  decreed 
that  the  declining  days  of  the  inexor- 
able and  unnatural  parent  should  be 
clouded  with  a  wretchedness  that  ad- 
mitted of  neither  intermission  nor  al- 
leviation, equally  destitute  as  he  was 
of  consolation  from  the  past,  and  hope 
from  the  future  1 

And  his  daughter !  Oh,  disturb  not 
the  veil  that  has  fallen  over  the  broken- 
hearted ! 

Never  again  did  the  hiffh  and  noble 
spirit  of  Mary  Elliott  lift  itself  up ;  for 
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her  heart  lay  bnried  in  her  young  hus- 
band's gfrave — ^the  grave  dug  for  him 
by  the  eager  and  oruel  hands  of  her 
father.  In  vain  did  those  hands  thence- 
forth lavishly  scatter  about, her  all 
the  splendours  and  luxuries  of  un- 


bounded wealth ;  thev  could  never  di- 
vert  her  cold  undazzled  eye  from  the 
mournful  image  of  him  whose  death 
had  purchased  them ;  and  what  could 
she  see  ever  beside  her,  in  her  too  late 
repentant  father,  but  his  murderer! 


THE  LAST  CHABTER 


THE  DESTBOTEB. 


Faie  and  innocent  readers!  how 
many,  many  thousands  of  you  will 
read  this  narrative  with  beating  and 
indignant  hearts!  Shrink  not  from 
its  sad — its  faithful  details;  consider 
them,  if  it  be  not  presumptuously 
spoken,  in  somewhat  of  that  spirit  in 
which  you  ponder  the  mournful  history 
of  Eve  and  Eden — of  her,  our  first 
mother,  who,  weakly  listening  to  the 
serpent  tempter,  was  ignominiously 
thrust  out  of  her  bright  abode,  de- 
graded from  her  blessed  estate,  and 
entailed  innumerable  ills  upon  her  hap- 
less progeny ! 

With  kindly  and  fervent  feeling,  my 
conscience  bearing  testimony  to  the 
purity  of  my  intentions,  have  I  drawn 
up,  and  now  thus  commend  to  you — 
to  readers  indeed  of  both  sexes,  and  of 
all  classes  of  society,  but  those  espe- 
cially who  move  amidst  the  scenes 
from  which  its  incidents  have  been 
taken — this  narrative,  the  last  Passage 
from  the  Diary  of  a  late  Physician :  of 
him  who,  having  been  long  acquainted 
with  you,  now  bids  you  farewell ;  and 
could  his  eye  detect  among  you  one 
whose  trembling  foot  was  uplifted  to 
deviate  from  the  path  of  honour  and  of 
virtue,  he  would  whisper,  amidst  his 
reluctant  adieus— BE  WARE ! 

Mrs  St  Helen,  a  young,  a  fond,  and 
beautiful  mother,  having,  one  morning 
in  June  X8 — ,  observed  a  faint  flush 
on  the  forehead  of  her  infant  son — ^her 


first-born  and  only  child,  and  ascer- 
tained from  the  nursery-maid  that  he 
had  been  rather  restless  during  the 
night,  persuaded  herself  and  her  hus- 
band that  matters  were  serious  enough 
to  require  immediate  medical  assistance 
from  London.  The  worthy  Colonel, 
therefore,  ordered  his  phaeton  to  be  at 
the  door  by  ten  o'clock ;  and,  haviug 
been  scarcelv  allowed  by  his  anxious 
wife  to  swallow  a  cup  of  coffee  and 
finish  his  eggj  presently  jumped  into 
his  vehicle  and  dashed  off  almost  as 
rapidly  as  Mrs  St  Helen,  who  remain- 
ed standing  on  the  steps,  could  have 
wished.  Though  the  distance  was 
nearly  nine  miles,  he  reached  my 
house  by  a  little  after  eleven,  and  was 
at  once  shown  into  my  room,  where  I 
was  arranging  my  list  of  daily  visits. 
It  seemed  clear,  from  his  hurried  state- 
ment, that  his  little  son  and  heir  was 
about  to  encounter  the  perils  of  scarlet 
fever  or  measles,  at  tne  very  least ; 
and,  such  were  his  importunities,  that 
though  I  had  several  special  engage- 
ments for  the  early  part  of  the  day,  I 
was  induced,  at  his  suggestion,  to  put 
two  hacks  to  my  carriage,  and  drive 
down  to  Densleigh  Grange,  accom- 
panied by  the  colonel,  who  ordered  his 
servant  to  remain  in  town  till  the 
horses  had  been  rested. 

This  was  the  first  time  that  my  pro- 
fessional services  had  been  required 
in  Colonel  St  Helen's  family — ^in  fact,- 
I  had  never  been  at  Densleigh,  though. 
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previous  to  their  marriage,  I  had  been 
rather  intimately  acquainted  with  Mrs 
St  Helen.  We  had  never  once  met 
even  since  the  day  of  her  marriage, 
three  years  ago.  When  I  last  saw 
her— upon  that  happy  occasion— I 
thought  her  certainly  one  of  the  love- 
liest young  women  Uie  eye  could  look 
upon.  I  really  believe  that  her  person 
and  manners  were  the  most  fascinat- 
ing I  ever  witnessed.  When  I  first 
saw  her  she  was  only  seventeen,  and 
dressed  in  the  deepest  mourning ;  for 
her  father,  the  Honourable  Mr  Annes- 
ley,  a  beneficed  clergyman  in  the 
West  of  England,  had  recently  died, 
leaving  her  to  the  care  of  his  orother 
the  Earl  of  Hetheringham,  whose  far 
mily  I  was  then  attending.  Her  mo- 
ther had  died  about  a  year  after  giving 
birth  to  this  her  first  and  only  child ; 
and  her  father  left  nothing  behind  him 
but  his  daughter — ^and  his  debts.  The 
former  he  bequeathed,  as  I  have  al- 
ready intimated,  to  his  brother,  who 
accepted  the  charge  with  a  very  un- 
gracious air.  He  was  a  cold,  proud 
man — qualities,  however,  in  which 
his  countess  excelled  him — by  no 
means  rich,  except  in  children;  of 
whom  he  had  three  sons  and  five 
daughters,  who  instantly  recognised 
in  their  beautiful  cousin  a  niost  formid- 
able competitor  for  the  notice  of  so- 
ciety. And  they  were  right.  The 
form  of  her  features  was  worthy  of  the 
rich  commingled  expression  of  sweet- 
ness, spirit,  and  intellect  that  beamed 
from  them.  What  passion  shone  out 
of  her  dark  blue  eyes !  Her  figure, 
too,  was  well-proportioned  and  grace- 
fvl,  just  budding  out  into  womanhood. 
She  was  sitting,  when  I  first  saw  her, 
at  a  little  rosewood  table,  near  the 
countess,  in  her  boudoir — one  hand 
hung  down  with  a  pen  in  it,  while  the 
other  supported  her  forehead,  from 
which  her  fingers  were  pressing  aside 
her  auburn  hair — evidently  in  a  mus- 
ing mood,  which  my  sudden  entrance 
through  the  door,  "already  standing 
wide  open,  put  an  end  to.  "  You  need 
not  go,  said  the  countess  coldly,  see- 
ing her  hastilv  preparing  to  shut  up 
her  little  desk  —  "my  niece — Miss 
Annesley,  doctor  I "  I  knew  the  coun- 


tess, her  character  and  circumstances, 
well;  this  exquisite  girl,  her  niece, 
and  she  with  five  daughters  to  dispose 
of ! — Miss  Annesley ,  after  slightly  ac- 
knowledging my  salutation,  resumed 
her  seat  and  pen.  I  could  hardly  keep 
my  eyes  away  firom  her.  If  she  looks 
so  lovely  now,  in  spite  of  this  gloomy 
dress,  thought  I,  what  must  she  be 
when  she  resumes  the  garb  of  youth- 
ful gaiety  and  elegance !  Ah,  countess, 
you  may  well  tremble  for  your  daugh- 
ters, if  this  girl  is  to  appear  amonff 
them.  "You  see,  doctor,  continued 
the  countess,  in  a  matter-of-fact  manner, 
while  these  thoughts  glanced  across 
my  mind — "we  are  all  thrown  into 
sables  through  the  death  of  the  earl's 
brother,  Mr  Annesley." 

"  Indeed  !  "  I  interrupted,  with  a 
look  of  sympathy  towards  her  niece, 
who  spread  ner  hand  over  her  eyes, 
while  the  pen  that  was  in  the  other 
slightly  quivered.  "  This  young  lady 
is,  in  Mict,  all  my  poor  brother-in-law 
left  behind  him ;  and  "  (adding  in  a 
lower  tone)  "she  now  forms  one  of  our 
litUe  family  I "  I  felt  infinitely  hurt  at 
the  scarce-concealed  sneer  with  which 
she  uttered  the  word  "little."  Poor 
Miss  Annesley,  I  feared,  had  perceived 
it ;  for,  after  evidently  struggling  inef- 
fectually to  conceal  her  emotions,  she 
rose  and  stepped  abruptly  towards  the 
door. 

"  You*ll  find  your  cousins  in  the 
drawing-room,  love ;  go  and  sit  with 
them,"  said  the  countess,  endeavouring 
to  speak  affectionately.  "Poor  thing ! " 
she  continued,  as  soon  as  Miss  Annes- 
ley had  closed  the  door,  after  which  I 
fancied  I  heard  her  run  rapidly  upstairs 
— doubtless  to  weep  alone  in  her  own 
room — "her  father  hasn't  been  dead 
more  than  a  fortnight,  and  she  feels 
it  acutely ! — shockingly  involved^  my 
dear  doctor — over  head  and  ears  in 
debt  1  You've  no  idea  how  it  annoys 
the  earl !  My  niece  is  perfectly  penni- 
less !  Literally,  we  were  obliged  to 
provide  the  poor  thing  with  mourn- 
ings !  I  insisted  <m  the  earl's  making 
her  one  of  our  family ; " — a  great  false- 
hood, a»  I  si:ft)sequently  discovered, 
for  she  had  suggested  and  urged  send- 
ing her  abroaot  to  a  nunnery,  which, 
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however  inclined  to  do,  he  dared  not  for 
appearances*  sake.  "  Shell  be  a  com- 
panion for  my  younger  daughters, 
though  she's  quite  countrified  at  pre- 
sent^^on't  you  think  so  ?  " 

"Pardon  me,  my  dear  countess — she 
struck  me  as  extremely  elegant  and 
beautiful,"  I  answered,  with  sufficient 
want  of  tact. 

"  Rather  pretty,  certainly — she*s  only 
seventeen,  poor  thin^ !  "  drawled  the 
countess,  immediately  changing  the 
subject. 

I  could  not  help  feeling  much  inter- 
est in  the  poor  girl,  thrust  thus,  in  the 
£rst  agonies  of  her  grievous  bereave- 
ment, into  a  soil  and  atmosphere  un- 
genial  and  even  noxious — ^into  a  family 
that  at  once  disliked  and  dreaded  her. 
What  a  life  seemed  before  her !  But,  I 
reflected,  the  conflict  may  be  painful, 
it  cannot  be  long.  Lady  HeUiering- 
ham  cannot  utterly  exclude  her  niece 
from  society;  and  there^  once  seen,  she 
must  triumph.  And  so,  indeed,  it  hap- 
pened ;  for,  in  less  than  six  months 
after  the  period  of  her  arrival  at  her 
uncle's,  she  began  to  go  out  freely  into 
society  with  his  family ;  it  having  been 
considered  by  her  prudent  and  affec- 
tionate relatives,  that  the  sooner  this 
young  creature  could  be  got  off  their 
hands  the  better.  The  earl  and  count- 
ess, indeed,  began  to  feel  some  appre- 
hension now  and  then  lest  one  of  their 
niece's  mcde  cousins — ^the  eldest,  pos- 
sibly, might  feel  rather  more  attach- 
ment towards  her  than  mere  relation- 
ship required.  She  was  directed,  there- 
fore, to  apply  herself  diligently  to  the 
completion  of  her  education,  in  which 
she  had  already  made  rapid  progress ; 
which,  together  with  her  natural  tal- 
ents, soon  rendered  her  independent  of 
the  fashionable  instructors  who  taught 
her  cousins.  Miss  Annesley  was,  in 
truth,  a  creature  of  much  enthusiasm 
of  character ;  of  a  generous  and  con- 
fiding nature,  a  sanguine  temperament 
^— fond  withal  of  admiration,  as  who  is 
not,  of  either  sex  ?  She  felt  in  her  ele- 
ment in  the  glittering  society  in  which 
she  now  incessantly  appeared,  or  rather 
into  which  she  was  forced.  She  breath- 
ed freely,  for  glorious  was  the  contrast 
it  afforded  to  the  chilling,  withering 


restraint  and  coldness  that  ever  await-- 
ed  her  at  her  uncle's.  There  she  but 
too  sorrowfully  felt  herself  an  intruder 
— ^that  her  aunt  and  uncle  were  stir- 
ring heaven  and  earth  to  get  rid  of 
her.  Many  a  bitter  hour  did  she  pass 
alone  when  she  reflected  upon  this, 
and  saw  no  course  open  to  her  but  to 
second  the  exertions  of  her  heartless 
relatives,  and  be  emancipated  from  her 
bitter  thraldom  by  almost  any  one 
who  chose  to  make  the  attempt.  Her 
anxieties  on  this  score  lud  her  open 
to  the  imputation  of  being  little  more 
than  a  brilliant  flirt  or  coquette — ^than 
which  certainlv  nothing  could  be  more 
distant  from  the  wishes,  or  repugnant 
to  the  feelings,  of  poor  Miss  Annesley- 
She  saw  that  her  uncle  and  aunt  would 
have  encouraged  the  advances  of  any 
one  that  seemed  likely  to  propose  for 
a  beautiful  but  penniless  orphan,  and 
was  almost  disposed  to  gratify  them. 
What  sort  of  life  would  not  be  prefer- 
able to  that  of  her  present  bitter  de- 
pendence? Alas!  how  generous,  how 
noble  a  heart  was  thus  trifled  with — 
was  thus  endangered,  if  not  even 
directly  betrayed,  by  those  whose 
sacred  duty  it  was,  whose  pride  and 
delight  it  should  have  been,  to  guard 
and  cherish  it !  However  pure,  how- 
ever high-minded,  a  girl  of  Miss  An- 
nesley's  youth  and  inexperience,  of 
her  eager  and  fervent  temper  and 
character,  could  not  but  be  exposed  to 
imminent  danger  when  thrust  thus 
into  such  scenes  as  are  afforded  by  the 
fashionable  society  of  the  metropolis. 
Poor  Emma !  No  eye  of  zealous  and 
vigilant  affection  followed  thee  when 
wandering  through  these  dazzling 
mazes  of  dissipation  and  of  danger  1 
— Anxious,  however,  as  were  Lord 
and  Lady  Hetheringham  to  get  rid  of 
their  lovely  charge,  their  efforts  were 
unsucessful.  Two  seasons  passed  over, 
and  their  niece,  though  the  admired 
of  all  beholders,  utterly  eclipsing  her 
impatient  and  envious  cousins,  seemed 
unlikely  to  form  an  alliance ;  whether 
owing  to  the  incessant  and  widely- 
propagated  sneers  and  injurious  false- 
hoods of  her  five  rivals,  the  ill-dis- 
guised coldness  and  dislike  of  the  earl 
and  countess,  or,  above  all,  her  want 
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of  fortune.  Many  who  admired  her, 
and  felt  disposed  to  pay  her  decisive 
attentions^  were  deterred  by  the  fear 
that  a  young  woman,  of  her  family, 
station,  beauty,  and  accomplishments, 
was  an  object  placed  far  beyond  their 
reach ;  while  others  sighed — 

Sigb'd  and  look'd,  eigli'd  and  look'd,  and 
sigh'd  again; 

and  feared  that  if  she  brought  her  hus- 
band no  fortune,  she  nevertheless  was 
perfectly  able  and  disposed  to  spend 
his.  Conquests,  in  the  ordinary  phrase, 
she  made  innumerable,  and  was  seve- 
ral times  mentioned  in  the  newspa- 
pers as  "  likely  to  be  led  to  the  hyme- 
neal altar,"  by  Lord  — ; — ,  Sir , 

the  Honourable  Mr ,  and  so  forth. 

As  far,  indeed,  as  appearances  went, 
there  was  som^  ground  for  each  of 
these  rumours.  Miss  Annesley  had 
many  followers,  most  of  whom  were, 
however,  satisfied  by  having  their 
names  associated  in  fashion^le  ru- 
mour with  that  of  so  distinguished  a 
beamty.  The  only  one  of  all  these 
triflers  who  ever  established  anything 
like  an  interest  in  her  heart  was  the 
elegant  and  well-known  Alverley :  a 
man  whose  fascinating  appearance 
and  manners  soon  distancea  the  pre- 
tensions of  all  those  who  aimed  at  an 
object  he  had  selected.  Alverley  was, 
when  he  chose,  irresistible.  He  could 
inspire  the  woman  he  sought  with  a 
conviction  that  he  loved  her  passion- 
ately ;  throwing  a  fervour  and  devo- 
tion into  his  manner  which  few,  very 
few  women,  and  no  young  inexperi- 
enced woman,  could  resist.  Poor  Miss 
Annesley  fancied  that  this  envied 
prize  was  hers ;  that  he  was  destined 
to  be  led  a -''graceful  captive  at  her 
chariot-wheels ; "  that  he  was  the  gal- 
lant knight  who  was  to  deliver  her 
from  her  bondage.  Here,  too,  how- 
.  ever,  she  was  destined  to  meet  with 
disappointment ;  the  distinguished  Al- 
verley disappeared  from  among  the 
throng  of  her  admirers  quite  suddenly ; 
the  fact  being,  that  in  a  confidential 
conversation  with  one  of  her  cousins, 
in  a  quadrille,  he  had  become  satis- 
fied that  it  was  undesirable  for  him 
.  to  prosecute  any  further  his  disinterest- 


ed attentions  in  ikat  (j^uarter.  Miss 
Annesley  felt  his  defection  more  keen- 
ly than  that  of  any  other  of  her  tran- 
sient admirers.  Her  eager  feelings, 
her  inexperienced  heart,  would  not 
permit  her  to  see  how  utterly  un- 
worthy was  one  who  could  act  thus, 
of  even  a  moment^s  regret.  Alas !  her 
high  spirit  had  not  even  fair  play ! 
His  graceful  person,  his  handsome 
and  expressive  features,  his  fascinat- 
ing manners,  could  not  so  easily  be 
banished  from  her  young  heart ;  and 
her  grief  and  mortification  were  but 
little  assuaged,  however  perhaps  her 
wounded  pride  might  be  soothed,  by 
the  intimation  Alverley  contrived  to 
have  conveyed  to  her,  from  several 
quarters,  that  her  regrets  fell  infinite- 
ly short  of  the  poignancy  of  his  own, 
in  being  compelled  by  others,  on 
whom  his  all  depended,  to  abandon 
the  dearest  hopes  he  had  ever  cher- 
ished. 

Thus  it  was  that  Miss  Annesley  and 
her  heartless  and  selfish  relatives  be- 
held two  seasons  pass  away  without 
any  prospect  of  their  being  permanent- 
ly released  from  one  another's  presence 
and  society ;  and  an  infinite  gratifica- 
tion did  the  poor  girl  experience  in 
being  invited  to  spend  the  autumn  of 
18 —  with  a  distant  relative  of  Lady 
Hetheringham's,  in  a  remote  part  of 
England.  This  lady  was  the  widow  of 
a  general  officer,  and  during  her  stay  in 
town  that  season,  had  formed  an  attach- 
ment towards  Miss  Annesley,  whose 
painful  position  in  the  earl's  family 
she  soon  perceived  and  compassion- 
ated; therefore  it  was  that  her  invita- 
tion had  been  given,  and  she  felt  de- 
lighted at  securing  the  societjr  of  her 
young  and  brilliant  guest  during  the 
tedious  autumn  and  winter  months. 

Miss  Annesley  proved  herself  to  be 
possessed  of  a  warm  and  affectionate 
heart  in  addition  to  beauty  and  accom- 
plishments, and  every  day  increased 
the  attachment  between  her  and  her 
excellent  hostess.  These  six  months 
were  the  happiest  Miss  Annesley  had 
ever  known.  Before  returning  to 
town,  an  event  she  dreaded,  a  very 
eligible  offer  of  marriage  was  made  to 
her  by  a  relative  of  bei;  hostess,  who 
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liai)pened  to  he  quartered  with  Iiis 
regiment  in  her  immediate  neighbour- 
he^,  Major  6t  Helen.  He  was  an 
amiable,  hi^h-spirited  man,  of  excel- 
lent family,  m  easy  circtmistances,  and 
with  considerable  expectations.  His 
features,  though  not  nandsome,  were 
manly  and  expressive ;  his  figure  was 
tall  and  commanding,  his  manners 
frank  and  simple,  his  disposition  afiTec- 
tionate;  his  suit  was  supported  by 
Miss  Annesley*8  kind  hostess,  and  be- 
fore her  return  to  town  he  gained  the 
Sromise  of  her  hand.  The  mwe,  in- 
eed,  she  knew  of  him,  and  learned  of 
his  character,  the  more  confidently  she 
committed  herself  to  him;  she  became 
sincerely  and  affectionately  attached 
to  him  who  loved  her  so  evidently  with 
fervour  and  enthusiasm.  In  about  a 
twelvemonth's  time  she  was  married 
to  him — in  her  twentieth  year,  he 
being  about  ten  years  her  senior — 
from  the  Earl  of  Hetheringham's.  I 
was  present,  and  never  saw  a  lovelier 
bride;  how  distinctly,  even  at  this 
distance  of  time,  is  her  figure  before 
my  mind's  eye  I  As  her  uncle,  who 
felt  as  if  a^  thorn  had  been  at  length 
plucked  out  of  his  side,  led  her  down 
to  the  travelling  carriage  that  was  in 
readiness  to  convey  them  away,  I  was 
one  of  the  last  to  wnisper  a  hasty  beni- 
son  into  the  ear  of  the  trembling, 

blushing  girl. -Gracious  Heaven  ! 

could  either  of  us  at  that  moment 
have  lifted  the  veil  of  futurity,  and 
foreseen  her  becoming  the  subject  of 
this  last  and  dreadful  passage  from  my 
Diary  I 

About  three  years  afterwards  was 
born  the  little  patient  I  was  now  on 
my  way  to  visit.  During  this  con- 
siderable interval  I  had  almost  lost 
sight  of  them;  for  Major,  since  be- 
come Colonel  St  Helen,  after  a  year's 
travel  on  the  continent,  engaged  the 
delightful  residence  to  which  we  were 
so  nastily  driving,  and  where  their 
little  son  and  heir  was  born.  Here 
they  lived  in  delightful  retirement — 
onl^  occasionally,  and  for  very  short 
periods,  visiting  the  metropolis ;  -the 
chief  reason  being  Mrs  St  Helen's  re- 
luctance to  renew  her  intercourse  with 
Lord  and  Lady  Hetheringham,  or  any 


member  of  their  family.  It  was  evi- 
dent, from  our  conversation  as  we 
drove  down,  that  their~«ttacfamont  to- 
wards each  other  continued  unabated. 
The  only  drawback  upon  their  ha|^i. 
ness  was  a  fear  that  he  might  be,  ere- 
long, summoned  upon  foreign  service. 
When  within  about  a  mile  of  Den- 
sleigh,  our  conversation,  as  if  by  mu- 
tual consent,  dropped — and  we  leaned 
back  in  the  comers  of  the  carriage  in 
silence ;  he,  doubtless,  occupied  witib 
anxieties  about  his  little  son,  and'^e 
probable  state  of  maitters  he  should 
meet  on  reaching  home:  I  sinking  into 
reverie  upon  past  times.  I  was  anxi- 
ous to  see  again  one  in  whom  I  had 
formerly  felt  such  interest — and  sin- 
cerel;^  rejoiced  at  her  good  fortune,  not 
only  in  escaping  the  dangers  to  which 
she  had  been  exposed,  but  in  making 
so  happy  a  mamage. 

'*  Heavens  1 "  exclaimed  the  colonel 
suddenly,  who  had  been  for  the  last 
few  minutes  incessantly  putting  his 
head  out  of  the  window — "  look— they 
are  " — his  keen  eye  had  discovered 
two  female  figures  standing  at  the 
outer  gate  opening  upon  the  highroad 
—  "Drive  on,  coachman,  for  Grod'e 
sake!" 

"Don't  alarm  yourself,  colonel" — 
said  I;  adding,  as  we  drew  near 
enough  to  distinguish  oneof  thefig^uies 
pushing  open  the  gate,  and  stepping 
into  the  road  towards  us — "  for  one  of 
them  can  be  no  other  than  Mrs  St 
Helen,  and  the  other  is  her  maid, 
with  my  little  patient  in  her  arms — 
positively!  Ha,  ha,  colonel  I  That 
looks  very  much  like  scarlet  fever  or 
measles ! 

"  Certainly  you  are  right,"  replied 
the  colonel,  with  a  sigh  that  seemed  to 
let  off  all  his  anxiety.  "  That  is  my 
wife,  indeed — and  the  child:  there  can 
be  no  mistake — but  how  can  they  think 
of  venturing  out  till,  at  all  events, 
they  are  " 

Though  I  was  at  the  moment  rather 
vexed  at  having  come  so  far,  at  such 
inconvenience,  too,  I  soon  made  up 
my  mind  to  it,  and  felt  glad  at  the 
opportunity  of  seeing  how  the  b(»uti- 
ful  Miss  Annesley  would  show  in  the 
character  of  Mrs  St  H^len— «  mother. 
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**  You  must  rive  these  ^ 

creatures  a  little  refreshment,  colon< 
before  I  can  take  them  back,  and  me 
a  little  luncheon,"  said  I,  with  a  smile, 
looking  at  my  watch,  and  the  horses. 

"Certainly — oh,  of  course!  For- 
give me,  dear  doctor,  for  having  been 
80  nervous  and  precipitate !  But  you 
are  a  father  yourself.  *Ti8  all  my 
wife*s  fault,  I  can  assure  you,  and  I 
shall  tell  her  she  must  make  the  apo- 
logy due  for  bringing  you  down  from 
London  for  notmng!  The  fact  is, 
that  /  never  thought  there  was  any- 
thing the  matter  with  i^  child;" 
which  was,  I  thought,  a  very  great 
mistake  of  the  colonel's. 

"I  assure  you  I  am  infinitely  better 
pleased  to  have  the  opportunity  of  see- 
ing Mrs  St  Helen  agam,  and  in  health 
and  spirits,  than  to  see  her  plunged 
into  distress  by  the  illness  of  her 
child — 60  pray  say  no  more  about  it !" 

As  we  approached,  Mrs  St  Helen 
hastily  gave  ner  parasol  into  the  hands 
of  the  maid,  from  whose  arms  she 
snatched  the  child,  and  walked  quickly 
up  to  the  carriage  door,  as  we  drew 
up.  For  a  moment  I  quite  forgot  the 
errand  on  which  I  had  come,  as  close 
before  me  stood  the  Emma  Annesley 
of  a  former  day,  a  thousand  times 
more  lovely,  to  my  eye,  than  I  had 
ever  seen  her.  She  wore  a  light  loose 
bonnet,  of  transparent  white  crape, 
and  her  shawl,  which  had  been  dis- 
placed in  the  hurry  of  seizing  the 
child,  hung  with  graceful  negligence 
over  her  shoulders,  displaying  to  in- 
finite advantage  a  figure  of  ripening 
womanhood — ^the  youngmother,  proud 
of  the  beautiful  infant  she  bore  in  her 
arms — ^her  eicpressive  features  full  of 
animation ;  altogether  she  struck  me 
as  a  fit  subject  for  one  of  those  airj 
and  exquisite  sketches  with  which  Sir 
Thomas  Lawrence  was  then  occasion- 
ally delighting  the  world. 

^  "  Oh,  Doctor 1 "  she  commenced, 

in  the  same  rich  voice  I  so  well  re- 
membered, holding  out  one  of  her 
hands  to  me  as  I  descended  the  car- 
riage steps — "I  am  so  delighted  to 
see  you  again — ^but  really,"  looking  at 
her  husband,  "  Arthur  did  so  frighten 
me  about  the  child,  uid  I  am  not  a 


very  experienced  mother— but  I  sup- 
pose it's  the  same  with  all  fathers — 
alarmed  at  such  trifles  ?" 

"Eeally,  Emma,  this  is  capital,** 
interrupted  the  colonel,  half-piqued 
and  hsuf-pleased,  while  I  could  not 
help  laugning  at  them. both — "so  it 
was  /—but  who  was  it,  Emma,  that 
came  rushing  into  my  dressing-room 
this  morning— her  hair  half  en  papU- 
lots" 

"Arthur,  don't  be  absurd— there'd 
no  need  "- — 

"  Well— I  forgive  you !  It  was  all 
my  fault,  of  course ;  but,  thank  God ! 
here's  the  young  hero,  seemingly  as 
well  as  ever  he  was  in  his  life — and 
manv,    many  happy  returns  of  the 

day  ^' 

"'Tis  the  child's  first  birth-day, 
doctor" — ^interrupted  Mrs  St  Helen, 
eagerly,  with  a  sweet  smile. 

The  colonel  took  the  child  out  of 
his  mother's  arms,  and  l^issed  him 
heartily.  "  But  what  apology  can  we 
make,  Emma,  to  Doctor  — ^?" 

"  Oh,  don't  say  a  svUable !  I  am 
sinoerely  gla^  that  I  have  come,  and 
the  more  so  that  there  was  not  the 
necessity  for  it  that  you  supposed. 
My  dear  Mrs  St  Helen,  how  glad  I 
am  to  see*  you,"  I  continued,  as  she 
took  my  arm,  the  colonel  preceding 
us  with  the  child  in  his  arms,  who 
seemed,  however,  anxious  to  get  back 
to  his  nurse.  "  I  have  often  thought 
of  you,  and  wondered  where  you  had 
hid  yourselves!  But  before  we  talk 
of  past  times,  let  me  hear  what  it  wad 
that  so  alarmed  you  about  that  sweet 
little  child?" 

"Oh — ^why,  I  suspect  it's  all  my 
fault,  doctor — I  was  very  foolish ;  but 
we  do  so  love  him,  that  we  are  afraid 
of  the  least  thing.  He's  so  beautiful, 
that  I  fear  we  shall  lose  him — he's  too 
good — we  should  be  too  happy  " 

"All  mothers,  Mrs  St  Helen,  say 
that ;  but  I  want  to  hear  whether  we 
are  right  in  dismissing  all  anxiety 
about  the  appearances  that  so  alarmed 
you  this  morning." 

"  I'm  quite  ashamed  of  it !  It  was 
evidently  nothing  but  a  little  redness 
on  his  forehead,  which  was  occasioned, 
no  doubt,  by  the  pressure  of  the  pil- 
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low — and  it  quite  disappeared  before 
the  colonel  nad  been  eone  half-an- 
hour — and  the  nurse  did  not  tell  xne 
till  afterwards — and  we  had  no  man 
here  at  the  time  to  ride  after  the 
colonel — and  so" — ^pushing  about  the 
end  of  her  parasol  upon  the  grass,  and 
looking  down,  as  we  slowly  followed 
the  colonel  towards  the  house.  I 
laughed  heartiljr  at  the  kind  of  sheep- 
ish air  with  wmch  she  confessed  the 
slight  occasion  there  had  been  for  her 
alarm.  She  began  again  to  apolo- 
gise  

"  Poh,  poh,  my  dear  Mrs  St  Helen, 
this  has  happened  to  me  more  than  a 
hundred  times!  but  never  when  I  less 
regretted  it  than  I  do  now.  I  have 
had  a  delightful  drive,  and  I  have  seen 
you  looking  so  well  and  happy — you 
cannot  think  how  rejoiced  J  am  on 
your  account!  "What  a  contrast  is 
your  present  life  to  that  you  led  at  the 
Earl  of  Hetherinffham's — you  must  be 
as  happy  as  the  aay  is  long ! " 

"  And  so  indeed  I  am !  I  never, 
never  knew  what  real  happiness  was 
till  I  knew  Colonel  St  Helen!  We 
have  never  had  a  difference  yet !    He 

worships  the  very  ground  She 

paused,  hung  her  head,  and  her  eyes 
filled  with  tears. 

"  He  looks  quite  the  soldier,"  said 
I,  glancing  at  nis  tall  and  erect  figure. 

"Oh,  yes,  and  he  is  I  He  has  the 
noblest  disposition  in  the  world !  so 
generous,  and  as  simple  as  the  little 
creature  that  he  carries.  You  would 
hardly  think  him  the  same  man  when 
he  is  at  home,  that  at  the  head  of  his 
regiment  looks  so  cold,  and  stern,  and 

formal.    And  he  is  as  brave  as  " 

her  beautiful  features  were  turned 
towards  me,  flushed  with  excitement 
— "Do  you  know  he's  been  in  three 
engagements,  and  I  have  heard  from 
several  officers  that  he  is  one  of  the 
most  desperate  and  fearless  " 

"  Ah,  you  recollect  those  beautiful 
lines,  Mrs  St  Helen,"  said  I — 

The  warrior's  heart,  when  touch'd  by  me^ 
Can  as  downy,  soft,  and  yielding:  be, 
As  his  own  white  plume  that  high  amid  death 
Through  the  field  hath  shone,  yet  moves  with 
a  breath  I* 

*LallahRookh. 


Her  eyes,  which  wcte  fixed  intently 
upon  me  while  I  repeated  these  lines, 
filled  with  tears  as  I  concluded,  and 
she  spoke  not.  "Where  are  those 
lines?"  she  began  at  length;  but, 
ashamed  of  her  yet  unsubdued  emo- 
tion, she  quickly  turned  aside  her 
head,  and  left  the  sentence  unfinished. 
Her  little  dog,  that  came  scampering 
down  towardis  us,  happily  turned  her 
thoughts. 

"  How  very,  very  ridiculous ! "  she 
exclaimed,  half-laughing  half-crying, 
pointing  with  her  parasol  to  a  light 
blue  riband  tied  round  the  dog's  n^k, 
in  a  large  Knot  or  bow,  the  little  ani- 
mal now  frisking  merrily  about  her, 
and  then  rolling  oa  the  grass,  evident- 
ly not  knowing  what  to  make  of  his 
gay  collar.  "  The  fact  is,  doctor,  that 
this  being  our  little  boy's  first  birth- 
day, my  maid  has  determined  that  even 
the  dog — Down,  Fan!  down !  you  little 
impudent  creature — ^go,  and  run  after 
your  young  master ; "  and  away  bound- 
ed Fan,  leaving  us  once  more  alone. 

"  When  did  you  hear  of  the  Hether- 
inghams  last  ? 

"  Oh,  by  the  way,"  she  answered 
eagerly,  "  only  a  day  or  two  ago.  And 
what  do  you  think !  Bid  you  read  that 
account  of  the  elopement  m  the  papers 
— ^I  mean  the  one  with  such  numoers 
of  stars  and  initials  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  I  recollect :  but  whom 
do  they  mean  ?  " 

"  My  fair  proud  cousin,  Anne  Sedley, 
and  the  youngest  officer  in  Arthur's 
regiment!  Who  would  have  thought 
it !  She  was  always  the  most  unkmd 
of  any  of  them  towards  me ;  but  I  am 
not  the  less  sorry  for  her.  Nothing  but 
misery  can  come  of  an  elopement;  and 
how  they  are  to  live  I  do  not  know,  for 
neither  of  them  has  anything." 

"  You  see  very  little  of  the  earl  and 
countess,  or  your  cousins,  I  suppose, 
now?" 

"We  have  scarcely  met  since  my 
marriage,  and  we  don  t  regret  it.  Ar- 
thur does  not  like  any  of  them,  for  I 
could  not  help  telling  him  how  they 
had  treated  me ;  and,  besides,  we  see 
nobody,  nor  do  we  wish,  for  we  are 
not  yet  tired  of  each  other,  and  have 
I  plenty  to  do  at  home  of  one  kind  or  aur 
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other.  In  fact,  we  have  only  one  ttdng 
that  distresses  us,  a  fear  lest  the  col- 
onel may  be  ordered  to  ioin  his  regi- 
ment and  go  abroad.  Oh!  we  tremble 
at  the  thought,  at  least  I  am  sure  that 
I  do ;  especially  if  it  should  happen  be- 
fore November,"  she  added  suadenly, 
faintly  colouring.  I  understood  her 
delicate  intimation,  that  she  bade  fair 
to  become  again  a  mother,  and  told 
her  so.  "  miat  should  I  do  in  such  a 
situation,  all  alone  here — ^my  husband 
gone,  perhaps  never  to  return  ?  "  she 
inquired  tremulously.  "I  assure  you, 
it  often  makes  me  very  sad  indeed — 
but  here  he  comes." 

"Why,  Emma!  How  serious!  Po- 
sitively in  tears!    What!  have  you 

been  regretting  to  Doctor that  you 

have  not  got  a  patient  for  him  ?" 

♦*No,  dearest  Arthur — the  fact  is, 
■we  have  been  talking  over  past  times! 
— ^I  was  telling  him  how  happy  we 

were  in  our  solitude  here  " 

"  But,  I  dare  say.  Doctor ^  with 

myself,"  said  the  colonel  quickly,  ob- 
serving Mrs  St  Helen  not  yet  to  have 
entirely  recovered  from  her  emotion — 
"  will  not  think  the  worse  of  Den- 
sleigh  when  we've  had  a  little  lunch." 
"Well — ^I'U  rejoin  you  in  a  few 
minutes,"  interrupted  Mrs  St  Helen, 
turning  from  us. 

"  Aha,"  said  the  Colonel,  as  he  led 
me  into  the  room  where  lunch  was 
spread — "  she*s  gone  to  look  after  Mas- 
ter St  Helen's  mnner,  I  suppose;  we 
sha'n't  see  her  this  quarter  of  an  hour! 
— ^He  must  never  eat  a  mouthful  with- 
out her  seeing  it! — ^We  won't  wait. 

Doctor ,"  and  we  sat  down — for  I 

had  really  not  much  time  to  lose.  Den- 
sleigh  certainly  was  a  delightful  resi- 
dence— happily  situated,  and  laid  out 
with  much  taste  and  elegance.  The 
room  in  which  we  were  sitting  opened 
upon  a  soft  green,  sloping  down  to  the 
banks  of  a  pleasant  stream,  and  com- 
manded an  extensive  prospect  —  of 
which  Mrs  St  Helen  had  recently  com- 
pleted a  very  beautiful  water-colour 
sketch,  which  was  suspended  near 
where  I  sat. 

"  You  must  come  some  day,  doctor, 
and  see  my  wife's  portfeuille — for  she 
really  draws  very  beautifully.   Ill  try 


to  get  a  sight  of  the  picture  she  has 
nearly  finished  of  our  little  Arthur — 
by  Heaven,  'tisperfection ! " 

Here  Mrs  St  Helen  made  her  appear- 
ance; Master  St  Helen  had  made  a 
very  hearty  dinner,  and  mamma  was 
again  in  high  spirits,  and  I  persuaded 
her  to  take  a  glass  of  wine  with  me — 
but  not  to  give  me  a  sight  of  the  mys- 
teries which  the  colonelhad  spoken  of. 
She  would  not  for  the  world  let  me  see 
her  half-finished  daubs — and  so  forth; 
and,  as  for  the  others,  she  would  show 
them  all  to  me  the  next  time  I  came, 
&c.  &c.  All  lady-artists  are  alike,  so 
I  did  not  press  the  matter.  A  plea- 
sant hour  I  passed  at  Densleigh — 
•thinking,  where  was  happiness  to  be 
found  if  not  there  !  I  was  not  allowed 
to  leave  before  I  had  promised  never 
to  come  within  a  mile  or  two  without 
calling  upon  them.  They  attended  me 
to  the  door,  where  were  drawn  up  my 
carriage,  and  thepony  phaeton  of  Mrs 
St  Helen,  with  two  beautiful  little 
greys,  which  also  were  bedight  with 
the  light-blue  ribands.  Master  St 
Helen  and  his  maid  were  already  seated 
in  it,  and  I  saw  that  Mrs  St  Helen 
longed  to  join  them.  Ah,  you  are  a 
happy  woman,  thought  I,  as  I  drove 
oflt— you  ought  indeed  to  feel  grateful 
to  Heaven  for  having  cast  your  lot  in 
pleasant  places — long  may  you  live, 
the  pride  of  your  husband — mother,  it 
may  be,  of  a  race  of  heroes! 


About  six  months  afterwards,  my 
eye  lit  upon  the  following  announce- 
ment in  one  of  the  newspapers : — "  On 
the  2d  instant,  at  Densleigh  Grange, 
the  lady  of  Colonel  St  Helen,  of  a"  son." 
I  discovered,  upon  inquiry,  that  both 
mother  and  child  were  doing  well — 
although  the  event  so  dreaded  by  Mrs 
St  Helen  had  come  to  pass,  and  very 
greatly  affected  her  spirits — the  colo- 
nel was  ordered,  witn  his  regiment, 
upon  foreign  service.  She  had  nearly 
succeeded  in  persuading  him  to  qmt 
the  army ;  ana  it  required  all  the  influ- 
ence of  his  most  experienced  personal 
friends,  as  well  as  a  tolerably  distinct 
intimation  of  opinion  from  the  Royal 
Commander-in-Chief  at  the  Horse- 
GuardSy  to  prevent  him  from  yielding 
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to  her  entreaties.  His  destination  was 
India;  and  with  a  veiy  heavy  heart, 
six  weeks  before  her  accouchement 
took  place,  he  bade  her  adieu — ^feeling 
that  too  probably  it  was  for  ever !  He 
could  not,  however,  tear  himself  away ; 
twice  did  he  return  suddenly  and  un> 
expectedly  to  Densleigh,  after  having 
taken,  as  he  had  thought,  a  final  fare- 
well— She  insisted  upon  accompanying 
him,  on  the  last  occasion,  to  London, 
and  witnessing  his  departure.  When 
it  had  taken  place,  she  returned  to 
Bensleigh,  and  for  a  while  gave  herself 
up  to  the  most  violent  emotions  of 
ffrief.  Dreading  the  Qpnsequences  to 
Eer,  in  her  critical  circumstances,  Mrs 
OgUvie,  the  sister  of  Colonel  St  Helen, 
came  down  to  Densleigh,  and  succeed- 
ed in  bringing  Mrs  St  Helen  up  to 
town  with  her,  hoping  that  change  of 
scene,  and  the  gaieties  of  the  metro- 
polis, might  aid  in  recruiting  her  agi- 
tated spirits,  and  thereby  prepare  her 
for  the  trial  she  had  so  soon  to  under- 
go. She  had  not  been  long  in  London 
before  she  prevailed  upon  Mrs  Ogilvie 
to  drive  with  her  to  the  Horse-Guards, 
and  endeavour,  if  possible,  to  gain  some 
intelligence  as  to  the  probable  duration 
of  her  husband's  absence,  and  of  the 
nature  of  the  service  in  which  he  was 
to  be  employed.  Her  heart  i^lmost 
failed  her  when  the  carriage  drew  up 
at  the  Horse-Guards.    With  some  tre- 

Eidation  she  gave  the  servant  a  card 
earing  her  name,  on  which  she  had 
written  a  few  lines  stating  the  inquiry 
she  had  called  to  make,  and  desired 
him  to  take  and  wait  with  it  for  an 
answer. — "His  Boyal  Highness  will 
send  to  you,  ma'am,  m  a  few  moments,*' 
said  the  servant  on  his  return.  Pre- 
sently an  officer  in  splendid  uniform 
was  seen  approaching  the  carriage — 
he  was  ah  aide-de-camp  of  the  com- 
mander-in-chief, and  Mrs  St  Helen, 
with  some  additional  agitation,  recog- 
nised in  him,  as  he  stood  before  her, 
Captain  Alverley.  To  her  it  was  in- 
deed a  most  unexpected  meeting;  and 
he  seemed  not  free  from  embarrass- 
ment. 

**  His  Boyal  Highness  has  directed 
me  to  inform  you,"  said  he,  bowing 
politely,  "  tliat  he  regrets  bein^  unable 


to  receive  you,  as  he  is  new  eng 
with  important  business.  He  also 
directs  me  to  say,  in  answer  to  your 
inquiry,  that  Colonel  St  Helen's  stav 
will  probably  not  exceed  three  years.^' 
While  he  was  yet  speaking,  Mrs  St 
Helen,  overcome  with  agitation,  hastily 
bowed  to  him,  ordered  the  coachman 
to  drive  on,  and  sunk  back  on  her  seat 
exhausted. 

*'£mma!  Emma!  what  can  you 
mean?"  exclaimed  Mrs  Ogilvie,  with 
much  displeasure ;  "  I  never  saw  such 
rudeness  t  Ye&,"  looking  back  towards 
the  HorseOuards,  "  he  may  well  be 
astonished  I  I  declare  he  is  still  stand- 
ing thunderstruck  at  your  most  extra- 
ordinary  behaviour ! ' 

"I— ^1  cannot  help  it,"  nrarmured 
Mrs  St  Helen  faintly,  "I  thought  I 
should  have  fainted.  He  so  reminded 
me  of  Arthur — ^and — did  you  observe," 
she  continued  sobbincf,  "  nothing  was 
said  of  the  nature  of  the  service  I  Oh, 
I  am  sure  I  shall  never  see  him  again ! 
I  wish,  I  wish  I  had  not  called  at 
that  odious  place— I  mipM  have  then 
hoped ! "  A  long  dnve,  however, 
through  a  cheerful  part  of  the  sub- 
urbs, at  length  somewhat  relieved  her 
oppression;  but  it  was  evident  fi-om 
her  silence,  and  her  absent  manner, 
that  her  thoughts  continued  occupied 
with  what  she  had  seen  and  heara  at 
the  Horse-Guards. 

Captain  Alverley  did  stand  thunder- 
struck, and  continued  so  standing  for 
some  moments  after  the  carriage  had 
driven  out  of  sight.  Had  I  then  seen 
him,  and  known  that  of  his  character 
which  I  now  know,  I  should  have  been 
reminded  of  the  poet's  vivid  picture  of 
the  deadly  serpent— 

Terribly  beautiful  the  seipent  lay. 
Wreathed  like  a  coronet  of  gold  and  jewels 
Fit  for  a  t3n'anfs  brow ;  anon  he  flew. 
Straight  like  an  arrow  shot  trom  his  own 
wings  1* 


rather  it  might  have  appeared  as 
though  the  rattlesnake  were  stunned 
for  an  instant  by  the  suddenness  of 
the  appearance  of  his  beautiful  victim. 
No ;  the  fatal  spring  had  not  yet  been 
made,  nor  had  as  yet  the  fascination 

*  The  Pelican  Island ;  by  James  Montgomery. 
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of  that  death-dooming  ey«  been/e2^  by 
tke  yictim  I 

Almost  immediately  Qpon  Colonel 
St  Helen's  arriyal  in  India,  he  was 
hurried  into  action ;  and  in  little  more 
than  a  year  after  his  departure  from 
England,  the  Gazette  maae  most  hon^ 
ourable  mention  of  his  name,  as  con- 
nected with  a  very  important  action 
in  the  Mahratta  war.  X  could  easily 
contrive,  I  thought,  to  call  to-day  upon 
Mrs  St  Helen,  and  so  be,  perhaps,  the 
first  to  show  her  the  Gazette;  and  I 
made  my  arrangements  accordingly. 
Putting  the  important  document  in  my 

g)cket,  I  drove  in  the  direction  of 
ensleigh,  having  a  patient  in  the 
neighbourhood.  1  left  my  carriage  in 
the  road,  and  walked  up  the  avenue  to 
the  house.  I  trode  so  noiselessly  upon 
the  "  soft  smooth-shaven  g^reen,"  tnat 
my  approach  was  not  perceived  by  the 
occupants  of  the  room  in  which  we 
had  lunched  on  the  occasion  already 
mentioned.  They  were  Mrs  St  Helen 
and  her  little  son  Arthur.  The  latter 
was  evidently  enacting  the  soldier, 
having  a  feather  stuck  in  his  cap,  and 
a  broaa  red  riband  round  his  waist,  to 
which  was  attached  a  sword ;  and,  in 
order  to  complete  his  resemblance  to 
the  figure  of  an  officer,  he  had  a  drum 
fastened  in  front  of  him,  to  the  harmo- 
nious sound  of  which  he  was  marching 
fiercely  round  the  room;  while  his 
mother — her  beautiful  countenance 
turned  fully  and  fondly  towards  him — 
was  playing  upon  the  piano,  "  See  the 
conquering  hero  comes!"  She  per- 
ceived me  approach,  and  started  for  a 
moment;  but  hastily  motioning  me 
not  to  appear  and  disturb  what  was 
going  on,  I  stepped  aside. 

*'And  what  does  brave  papa  do, 
Arthur?"  said  she,  ceasing  to  play. 
He  stopped,  dropped  his  drumsticks, 
drew  his  little  sword  with  some  diffi- 
cult^r  from  its  sheath,  and  after  ap- 
pearing to  aim  one-  or  two  blows  at 
some  imaginary  enemy,  returned  it  to 
its  scabbard,  and  was  marching  with 
a  very  dignified  air  past  his  mother, 
when  she  rose  from  her  seat,  and  sud- 
denly clasping  the  young  warrior  in 
her  arms,  smothered  him  with  kisses. 


"  Pray  walk  in,  dear  doctor,"  said 
she,  approaching  me,  after  setting 
down  the  child,  *'  you  must  forgive  a 
poor  lonely  mother's  weakness  1 

*'  So,  then,  you  have  heard  of  it?" 

"Heard  of  what?"  she  inquired 
hurriedly,  slightly  changing  colour. 
I  took  out  the  bfaai^te.  "Oh,  come 
in,  come  in,  and  we'll  sit  down — ^I — I 
begin  to  feel — rather  faint ;  '*  her  eyes 
fastened  upon  the  paper  I  held  in  my 
hands.  We  sat  down  together  upon 
the  sofa.  As  soon  as,  with  the  aid  of 
a  vinaigrette,  she  had  recovered  a 
little  from  her  a^t^ttion,  I  read  to  her 
— ^who  listened  oreathless^the  very 
flattering  terms  in  which  Colonel  St 
Helen's  conduct  in  a  most  sanguinary 
action  was  mentioned  in  the  despatch, 
with  the  gratifying  addition,  that  his. 
name  was  not  included  in  the  list  of 
either  killed  or  wounded.  "  Oh,  my 
noble  gallant  Arthur  I"  she  mur^^ 
mured,  bursting  into  tears,  "  I  knew 
he  would  acquit  himself  well !  I  won- 
der, Arthur,  if  he  thought  qf  vs  when 
he  was  in  the  field ! "  snatching  up 
her  son,  who,  with  his  little  hands 
resting  on  her  lap,  stood  beside  her, 
looking  up  concernedly  in  her  fac&<^ 
and  folding  him  to  her  bosom.  A 
flood  of  tears  relieved  her  excitement. 
In  a  transport  she  kissed  the  OazeMe^ 
and  thanked  me  fervently  for  having 
brought  it  to  her.  She  presently  rung, 
the  bell,  and  desired  the  butler  to  be 
sent  for,  who  soon  made  his  appear- 
ance: 

"  Are  they  at  dinner?'*  she  inauir- 
ed.  He  bowed,  "Then  give  them 
two  bottles  of  wine,  and  let  them  drink 
their  master's  he^th ;  for" 

She  could  not  finish  the  sentence, 
and  I  added  for  her— "  Colonel  St 
Helen  has  been  engaged  in  a  glorious 
ax;tion,  and  has  gained  great  distinc- 
tion "— 

"I'll  give  it,  ma'am — sir— I  will,'* 
interrupted  the  impatient  butler; 
"we'll  oe  sure  to  drink  my  master's 
health,  ma'am — ^his  best  health — and 
yours,  ma'am — ^and  the  young  gentle- 
man;  Lord,  sir,  it  couldn't  Jbe  other- 
wise !   Is  master  hurt,  sir  ?" 

"  Not  a  hair,  I  believe,"  I  answered. 

"  Lord  Almighty !  '*  he  exclaimed, 
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unconscionsly  snapping  his  fingers;  as 
his  hands  hung  down,  *'  only  to  think 
of  it,  ma'am — how  glad  you  must  be, 
ma'am  —  and  young  master,  there, 
ma'am ;  but  how  could  it  be  otherwise, 
ma'am?" 

^'Thank  you,  Bennet,  thank  yon! 
make  vourselires  happy,  for  I  am  sure 
I  am,'  replied  Mrs  St  Helen,  as  well 
as  her  agitation  would  allow  her ;  and 
the  butler  withdrew.  Poor  Mrs  St 
Helen  asked  me  a  hundred  questions, 
which  I  had  no  more  means  of  answer- 
ing than  herself;  and,  in  short,  was 
evidently  greatly  excited.  As  I  stood 
at  the  open  window,  which  looked  on 
the  lawn,  admiring  for  a  moment  the 
prospect  it  commanded,  my  e^e  caught 
the  ngure  of  a  cavalry  officer,  m  undress 
uniform,  followed  by  his  groom,  and 
cantering  easily  towards  Densleigh. 

"  Who  can  this  be,  Mrs  St  Helen  ?" 
said  I,  pointing  him  out  to  her,  as  she 
rose  from  the  sofa. 

"  Who,  doctor?  where?"  she  inquir- 
ed hastily. 

"  It  is  an  officer,  in  undress  uniform, 
evidently  coming  hither — ^I  suppose  he 
brings  you  official  information."  At 
that  moment  the  approaching  figures 
were  again,  for  an  mstant,  visible  at  a 
sudden  turn  of  the  road ;  and  Mrs  St 
Helen,  slightly  changing  colour,  ex- 
claimed, with,  as  I  thought,  a  certain 
.  tremour  easily  accounted  for — "  Oh, 
yes ;  I  know  who  it  is — Captain  Al- 
verle^,  aide-de-camn  to  the  commander- 
in-chief ;  no  doubt  ne  comes  to  tell  me 
what  I  know  already,  through  your 
kindness ;  and — ^he  may  also  bring  me 
letters." 

"Very  possibly! — ^Well,  dear  Mrs 
St  Helen,  1  most  cordially  congratu- 
late you  on  this  good  news ;  but,  pray, 
don't  suffer  yourself  to  be  excited," 
said  I,  taking  up  my  hat  and  stick. 

"Don't  hurry  away,  doctor,"  she 
replied.  I  took  her  hand  in  mine.  It 
was  cold,  and  trembled.  I  hastily 
repeated  my  advice,  having  already 
stayed  longer  than  my  engagements 
allowed,  and  took  xny  leave.  As  I 
reached  my  carriage,  Captain  Alverley 
— if  such  was  the  officer's  name — ^was 
just  entering  the  gate,  which  his  groom 
was  holding  open  for  him» 


«  Well,"  thought  I,  as  I  drove  ofl?  *'  if 
I  were  Colonel  St  Helen,  and  six  or 
seven  thousand  miles  off,  I  should  not 
exactly  prefer  a  t^e-^^-«cfe,  even  on  the 
subject  of  my  own  magnificent  exploits, 
between  my  beautiful  wife  ana  that 
handsome  officer," — ^for  certainly,  as 
far  as  my  hurried  scrutiny  went,  I 
never  had  seen  a  man  with  a  finer 
person  and  air,  or  a  more  prepossess- 
ing countenance.  That  was  the  first 
time  that  I  had  ever  seen  or  heard  of 
Captain  Alverley. 

Some  little  time  after  this  occur- 
rence, the  death  of  an  elder  brother 
entitled  Colonel  St  Helen  to  an  income 
of  several  thousands  a-y ear,  and  a  house 
in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of 
Berkeley  Square.  This  was  an  event 
the  colonel  Jaad  anticipated  before  leav- 
ing England,  as  his  brother  had  long 
been  in  a  declining  state  of  health: 
and  he  had  arranged  with  his  solicitor 
and  man  of  business,  that  should  the 
event  take  place  before  the  expiration 
of  the  term  for  which  he  held  Den- 
sleigh, efforts  were  to  be  made  to  con- 
tinue the  lease,  and  the  house  in 

Street  was  to  be  let,  but  not  for  longer 
than  three  years.  If,  however,  Denr 
sleigh  could  not  be  secured  for  a  fur- 
ther lease,  then  Mrs  St  Helen  was  to 

occupy Street,  till  the  colonel's 

return  to  England.  Colonel  St  Helen's 
brother  died  shortly  before  the  lease  of 
Densleigh  expired,  and  its  proprietor, 
wishing  to  live  in  it  himself^  declined 
to  renew  the  lease.  The  necessary 
arrangements  therefore  were  made  for 
removing  Mrs  St  Helen,  with  herestab- 
lishment,  to Street — a  noble  resi- 
dence, which  the  colonel  had  left  orders 
should,  in  the  contingency  which  had 
happened,  be  furnished  entirely  accord- 
ing to  Mrs  St  Helen's  wishes.  He  had 
also  made  the  proper  arrangements  for 
putting  her  in  possession  of  an  addi- 
tional allowance  of  £2000  a-year ;  and, 
under  the  judicious  superintendence  of 
his  solicitor,  all  these  arrangements 
were  speedily  and  satisfactorily  carried 
into  effect ;  and  Mrs  St  Helen  was  duly 
installed  the  mistress  of  her  new  and 
elegant  residence,  with  a  handsome 
equipage,  a  full  retinue  of  servants, 
and  a  clear  income  of  £3500  a-year,  in- 
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cludmg  her  former  allowance.  Oh, 
unhappy,  infatuated  husband,  to  have 
made  such  an  arrangement!  Would 
that  you  had  never  permitted  your 
lovely  wife  to  enter  such  scenes  of 
dazzling  danger — that  you  had  rather 
placed  her  in  secret  retirement  till  your 
return — far  from  the  "  garish  eye  "  of 
the  world— even  in  some  lone  seques- 
tered spot, 

Where  glid  the  sunbeams  through  the  lat- 
ticed boughs, 

And  tell  like  dewdrops  on  tho  spangled 
ground. 

To  l^fht  the  diamond-beetle  on  his  way; 

Where  cheerful  openhigs  let  the  sky  look 
down 

Into  the  very  heart  of  solitude, 

Qn  little  garden-plots  of  social  flowers, 

That  crowded  from  the  shades  to  peep  at 
daylight ; 

Or  where  impermeable  foliage  made 

Midnight  at  noon,  and  chUl  damp  horror 
reign'd 

O'er  dead  fallen  leaves  and  slimy  funguses; — 

anywhere  but  in  London.  It  was  done, 
however,  at  the  impulse  of  a  generous 
confiding  nature — ^though  in  fatal  er- 
ror— for  the  best ! 


I  was  driving   home   down  

Street  one  evening  alone,  on  my  return 
from  a  dinner  party,  when  I  was  stop- 
ped for  a  moment  by  a  crowd  of  car- 
riages opposite  Laay *8 ;  and  re- 

collectea  that  I  had  promised  to  look 
in,  if  possible.  I  therefore  got  out,  and 
made  my  way  as  soon  as  I  could  into 
the  crowded  mansion.  Can  anything 
be  absurder  than  such  a  scene?  1 
always  disliked  balls  and  routs;  but 
such  as  these  must  be  perfectly  intol- 
erable, I  fancy,  to  any  sober,  rational 
frson.  It  was  full  five  minutes  before 
could  force  my  way  up-stairs  and 
along  the  spacious  lanaing,  to  the  door 
of  the  principal  room,  into  which  "  cil 
the^^  unhappy  "toorld'^  had  squeezed 
itself,  and  was  undergoing  purgatory. 
How  many  hundreds  of  ladies  -maids 
and  valets  would  have  gone  distracted 
to  see  their  mistresses  and  masters  so 
unable  to  display  their  handiwork — 
standing  jammed  together ! — but  this 
is  enjoyment  and  fashion — why  should 
/find  fault  with  those  who  experience 
pleasure  in  such  scenes  ?  After  gazing 
on  the  glistening  confused  scene  for  a 


moment,  admiringthe  fortitude  of  those 
who  were  enduring  the  heat  and  pres- 
sure without  a  mumrar,  perceiving  no 
one  that  I  knew,  at  least  within  speak- 
ing distance,  I   passed    on  towards 

another  room,  in  search  of  Lady , 

whom  I  wished  to  show  that  J  had 
kept  my  promise.  The  second  room 
was  much  less  crowded,  and  real,  not 
make-believe,  dancing  was  going  for- 
ward. 

"  She's  very  beautiful,  is  she  not?" 
said  a  gentleman  just  before  me,  to 
one  of  the  two  ladies  who  leaned  upon 
his  arms,  and  who  seemed  looking 
critically  at  the  dancers.  "  Y — e — s, 
rather,"  was  the  answer,  in  a  languid, 
drawling  tone. 

"Waltzes  well  enough,"  said  the 
other  lady,  "  but,  for  my  part,  I  quite 
dislike  to  see  it." 

"  Dislike  to  see  it  ?  You  joke,"  in- 
terrupted the  gentleman;  "why  do 
you  dislike  it  ?  Upon  my  honour,  I 
think  it's  quite  a  treat  to  see  such 
waltzing  as  theirs." 

"Oh,  I  daresay  it's  all  correct 
enough,  if  one  comes  to  that — but  I 
must  own,  I  should  not  waltz  myself 
if  I  were  married,"  said  the  glistening 
skeleton  on  his  right  arm,  dropping  its 
elaborately  dressed  head  with  a  would- 
be  naive  air.  The  ladies  were  two  of 
the  daughters  of  the  Earlof  Hethering^ 
ham — ^I  knew  not  who  the  gentleman 
was. 

"Really,  I  must  say,  it's  too  bad, 
under  circumstances,"  said  one  of  the 
ladies,  disdainfully  eyeing  a  couple 
who  were  floating  gracefully  round 
the  room,  and  who  presently  stopped 
just  before  the  spot  where  I  was  standi 
ing — the  lady  apparently  exhausted 
for  the  moment  with  her  exertion. 
The  reader  may  g^ess  my  feelings  on 
recognising  in  these  waltzers — Cap- 
tain Alverley  and  Mrs  St  Helen! 
Fearful  of  encountering  her  eye,  I  slip- 
ped away  from  where  I  had  been  stand- 
mg — but  not  before  I  heard  one  of  the 
fair  critics,  immediately  before  whom 
the  pair  of  waltzers  were  standing, 
address  her  with  a  sweet  air,  and  com- 
pliment  her  on  her  performance !  At 
a  little  distance  I  continued  to  observe 
her  movements.     She  jfw&  dressed 
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magnificently,  and  became  her  dress 
magnificently.  She  was  certainly  the 
most  beautiful  woman  in  the  room; 
and  with  her  companion,  who  was  in 
full  regimentals,  one  of  the  most  con- 
spicuous couples  present.  After  a  few 
minutes*  pause,  spent  in  conversing 
with  her  two  affectionate  cousins,  she 
suffered  her  partner  to  gently  lead  her 
off  again  among  the  waltzers.  I  could 
not  help  following  her  motions  with 
mingled  feelings  of  pity  and  indignsr 
tion.  I  resolved  to  tlirow  myself  in 
her  way  before  quitting  the  room ;  and 
for  that  purpose  stepped  in  front  of 
the  circle  of  bystanders.  I  knew  a 
little  of  Capt^  Alverley*s  char<M5ter, 
at  least,  by  his  reputation ;  and  recol- 
lected the  agitation  his  approach  had 
occasioned  her,  on  my  pointing  out 
his  figure  to  her  at  Densleigh.  There 
were  four  or  five  couples  waltzing; 
and  those  whom  I  was  so  eagerly  ob- 
serving, a  second  time  stopped  imme- 
diately in  front  of  where  I  stood — ^he 
apologising  for  the  force  with  which 
he  had  come  against  me.  She,  too, 
observed  it,  and  turned  her  head  to 
see  to  whom  her  partner  had  apolo- 
gised. The  instant  she  recognised  me, 
her  face  became  suffused  with  crimson. 
Her  companion  observed  it,  and  looked 
at  me  with  a  surprises)  and  haughty 
air,  as  if  designing  to  discourage  me 
from  speaking  to  her.  I  was  not,  how- 
ever, to  be  deterred  by  such  a  trifle. 

"How  are  you,  doctor?" — ^said,  or 
rather  stammered  Mrs  St  Helen,  giv- 
ing me  her  hand,  which  I  thought 
trembled  a  little. 

"When  did  you  hear  from  the 
colonel  last?"  I  inquired  presently, 
disregarding  the  insulting  air  of  im- 

I)atience  manifested  bjr  Captain  Alver- 
ey,  who  could  not  avoid  oDserving  the 
shght  agitation  and  surprise  my  pre- 
sence had  occasioned  nis  WutiM 
partner. 

"  Oh — ^I  heard  from  Indla^not  for 
several  monliis — oh,  yes,  I  did,  about 
six  weeks  ago — ^He  was  very  well 
when  he  wrote."  Partly  with  the 
fatig^ie  of  waltzing,  and  partly  through 
mental  discomposure,  she  was  evident- 
ly agitated.  She  would  have  contin- 
ued her  conversation  with  me,  but 


Captain  Alverley  insisted  on  fating 
her  in  quest  of  a  seat,  and  of  refresh- 
ment. I  soon  after  quitted  the  house, 
without  any  further  attempt  to  see 

Lady ;  and  my  thoughts  were  so 

much  occupied  with  the  casual  ren- 
contre I  have  just  described,  that  I 
walked  several  paces  down  the  street 
on  my  way  home,  before  I  recollected 
that  my  carriage  was  waiting  for  me. 
I  had  seen  nothing  whatever  that  was 
directly  improper — ^and  yet  I  felt,  or 
grieved,  as  though  I  had.  Good  God! 
was  this  the  way  in  which  Mrs  St 
Helen  testified  her  love  for  her  gener- 
ous confiding  husband — ^for  him  who 
had  so  affectionately  secured  her,  by 
anticipation,  the  means  of  enjoying 
his  expected  accession  of  fortune — ^for 
him  who  was  at  that  moment,  possibly, 
gallantly  charging  in  action  with  the 
enemies  of  his  country — or  who  might 
have  already  received  the  wound  which 
rendered  her  a  widow  and  her  children 
fatherless  ?  What  accursed  influence 
had  deadened  her  keen  sensibilities — 
had  impaired  her  delicate  perception 
of  projjriety?  I  began  to  feel  heavy 
misgpivings  about  this  Captain  Alver- 
ley— ^in  short,  I  reached  home  full  of 
vexing  thoughts;  for  Mrs  St  Helen 
had  suddenly  sunk  many,  many  de- 
grees in  my  estimation.  She  did  not 
appear  to  me  to  be  the  same  woman 
thai;  I  had  seen  twelve  months  before 
at  Densleigh — ^the  tender  mother,  the 
enthusiastic  wife — what  had  come  to 
her? 

I  thought  it  not  improbable  that  I 
should,  in  the  morning,  receive  a  mes- 
sage from  her,  requesting  a  visit  dur- 
ing the  day ;  and!  was  not  mistaken 
—for  While  sitting  at  breakfast,  her 
servant  brought  me  a  note  to  that 
effect — requesting  me  to  call,  if  con- 
venient, before  one  o'clock.  I  foresaw 
that  our  interview  would  be  of  a  dit 
ferent  description  to  any  former  ona 
However  uneasy  I  felt  on  her  account, 
I  did  not  desire  to  be  placed  in  the 
disagreeable  position  of  receiving  ex- 

ElanatioAs  and  excuses  which  nothing 
ad  called  forth  but  her  own  consci- 
ousness of  impropriety,  and  my  invol- 
untary air  of  astonishment  on  the 
preceding  evening.     I  had  so  many 
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engagements  that  day,  that  it  was 
nearly  two  o'clock  before  I  could  reach 
Mrs  St  Helen's.  She  sat  in  the  draw- 
ing-room, with  her  sister-in-law,  Mrs 
Ogilvie,  who  had  called  about  an  hour 
before — a  very  elegant,  sweet  woman, 
some  ten  or  twelve  years  her  senior. 
I  had  evidently  interrupted  an  un- 
pleasant interview  between  them ;  for 
the  former  was  in  tears,  and  the  latter 
looked  agitated — while,  consequently, 
all  of  us  looked  rather  embarrassed^ 

"Doctor ,"  said  Mrs  St  Helen 

quickly,  after  a  few  ordinary  inquiries, 
"now,  do  pray  tell  me,  did  you  see 
anything  objectionable  in  my' 

"Emma!  how  can  you  be  so  fool- 
ish," interrupted  Mrs  Ogilvie,  rising, 
with  much  displeasure.  "  I  am  really 
extremely  vexed  with  you  1"  and  she 
quitted  the  room  without  regarding 
Mrs  St  Helen's  entreaties  that  she 
would  stay.  I  should  have  liked  to 
follow  her,  or  that  she  had  remained 
during  my  brief  visit.  I  proceeded 
immediately,  with  a  matter-of-fact  air, 
to  make  a  few  professional  inquiries. 

"  But,  my  dear  Doctor ^,"  said 

she  earnestly,  without  answering  my 
questions — "  do  tell  me  candidly,  what 
did  you  see  so  very  particular — and. 
amissf — in  my  conduct  ^t  night?" 

"  What  did  I  see  amiss  ?  Dear  Mrs 
St  Helen,  you  amaze  me !    I  had  not 

been  at  Lady 's  above  a  minute 

or  two  before  we  met,  and  I  left  almost 
directly  after  " 

"  Then,  what  did  your  look  mean? 
Do,  dear  doctor,  tell  me  what  that  look 
meant — I  really  could  not  help  observ- 
ing it — and  I  can't  forget  it.' 

"Mrs  St  Helen!  you  really  quite 
take  me  by  surprise ; — you  must  nave 
strangely  mistaken  my  looks." 

"Perhaps  you  don't — I  suppose — 
that  is — I  know  what  you  meant — 
was,  that  you  didn't  admire  married 
women  waltzing?  Now,  do  tell  me, 
for  I  feel  quite  unhappy." 

"  Well,  as  you  are  so  very  anxious 
to  know  my  opinion,  I  have  no  hesi- 
tation in  saying  a  " 

"  Oh,  pray  go  on,  doctor ! " — inter- 
rupted Mrs  St  Helen  impatiently. 

""Why,  all  I  was  going  to  say  is, 
that  I  certainly  do  not  ieoi  particiuarli/ 


pleased— but  I  may  be  quite  absurd— 
at  seeing  married  women  waltzing, 
especially  mothers.^'  r 

"  Dear  doctor,  and  why  not  ?  You 
can't  think  how  much  I  respect  your 
opinion ;  but  surely,  eood  neavens  [ 
what  can  there  be  indelicate  " 

"Mrs  St  Helen!  I  did  not  use  the 
word  " 

"  Well,  but  I  know  you  meant  it ; 
why  won't  you  be  candid  now,  doctor? 
But  had  you  no  other  reason  ?"— Her 
eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"My  dear  Mrs  St  Helen!  wha^ 
reason  could  I  possibly  have  ?  "  I  in- 
terrupted gravely— wishing  to  put  an 
end  to  what  threatened  to  become  a 
very  unpleasant  discussion.  "  I  have 
given  you  an  answer  to  the  strange 
question  you  asked;  and  now  sup- 
pose " 

"  Oh,  doctor,  it  is  useless  to  attempt 
putting  me  off  in  this  way — I  can  read 
a  look  as  well  as  any  one.  I  must 
have  been  blind  not  to  see  yours.  The 
fact  is — I  suppose" — she  raised  her 
handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  which  were 
again  beginning  to  glisten  with  tears 
— "  if  you  would  but  be  honest — did 
you  not  think  I  was  wrong  in  waltz-^ 
mg,  when  my  husband — is  abroad — 
and — and — in  danger  ?"    She  sobbed. 

"Really,  Mrs  St  Helen,  you  will 
persist  in  making  my  position  here  so 
unpleasant,  that  I  must  indeed  take 
my  leave."  At  that  moment  I  heard 
the  sound  of  a  horse's  feet  approach- 
ing in  the  street.  Mrs  St  Helen  heard 
it  too;  and  hurrying  to  the  bell,  pulled 
it  with  undisguisea  trepidation.  As 
soon  as  the  servant  entered  she  said 
in  a  vehement  tone,  "  Not  at  home ! 
Not  at  home ! "  In  spite  of  her  efforts 
to  conceal  it,  she  trembled  violently, 
and  her  face  became  paler  than  be^ 
fore.  Determined  to  ascertain  whether 
or  not  my  sudden  suspicions  were  cor- 
rect, I  rose,  intending  to  walk  to  the 
window,  when  I  expected  to  see  Gap- 
tain  Alverley ;  but  she  prevented  me, 
doubtless  purposely — extending  her 
arm  towards  me,  and  begging  me  to 
feel  her  pulse.  So  t  was  kept  en- 
gaged till  I  heard  the  hall-door  closed, 
after  an  evident  parley,  and  the  re- 
treating of  the  equestrian  visitor.    I 
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had  been  requested  tp  call  before  (me 
o'clock — ^it  was  now  past  two :  had 
she  engaged  to  ride  out  with  Captain 
Alverley  ? 

"Well,  what  do  you  think  of  my 

Eulse,  doctor?  "  inquired  Mrs  St  Helen, 
reathing  more  freely,  but  still  by  no 
means  c^m. 

"  Why,  it  shows  a  high  degree  of 
nervous  irritability  and  excitement, 
Mrs  St  Helen." 

"  Very  probably ;  and  no  wonder ! 
People  are  so  cruel  and  so  scandalous." 
— She  burst  into  tears.  "  Here's  my 
sister  been  lecturing  me  this  hour — 

half-killing  me !    She  insists  " 

"  Pray,  restrain  your  feeling^s,  Mrs 
St  Helen!  Why  all  this  agitation? 
I  am  not  your  father  confessor,"  said 
I,  endeavouring  to  assume  a  gay  air. 
Mrs  St  Helen  paused,  and  sobbed 
heavily. 

"  She  tells  me  that  my  behaviour  is 
so — so  light,  that  I  am  getting  myself 
talked  about." — She  seemed  exceed- 
ingly distressed.  "  Now,  dear  doctor, 
if  you  really  love  me,  as  a  very,  very 
old  friend — ^I'm  sure  I  love  you  /—do 
tell  me,  candidly,  have  you  ever  heard 
anything?" 

"Never,  Mrs  St  Helen,  I  solemnly 
assure  you,  have  I  heard  your  name 
mentioned  to  mv  knowledge,  till  last 
night,  when  I  happened  to  overhear 
two  ladies,  who  seemed  to  be  wonder- 
ing at  your  waltzing" 

"Oh,"  she  interrupted  me  with  great 
vivacity,  "I  know  who  they  were! 
My  cousins !  My  sweet,  good-natured 
cousins— Oh,  the  vipers!  Wherever 
I  go  they  hiss  at  me !  But  I'll  endure 
it  no  longer !  I'll  drive  to  — ■—  Square 
this  very  day,  and  insist" 

"  If  you  do,  Mrs  St  Helen,  and  men- 
tion one  syllable  of  what  I  have  per- 
haps unguardedly  told  you,  and  what 
I  could  not  help  overhearing,  we  never 
meet  again." 

"  Then  what  am  I  to  do?"  she  ex- 
claimed passionately.  "  Am  I  to  en- 
dure all  this?  Must  I  suffer  myself 
to  be  slandered  with  impunity  1 " 

"God  forbid,  Mrs  St  Helen,  that 
you  should  be  slandered." 

"  Then,  what  am  I  to  do?" 

"Give  no  occasion,"  I  answered, 


more  dryly  perhaps  than  I  had  in 
tended. 

"  Give  no  occasion,  indeed! "  echoed 
Mrs  St  Helen  with  an  indignant  air, 
rising  at  the  same  time,  and  walkings 
rapidly  to  and  fro.  "  Aid  who  says, 
that  I  ever  have  given  occasion?" 
fixing  her  bright  eye  upon  me  with  a 
kind  of  defiance. 

"Mrs  St  Helen,  you  ereatly  grieve 
and  surprise  me  hj  all  this,  i  ou  ask 
me  again  and  agam  for  an  answer  to 
a  very  strange  question,  and  when  at 
length  you  get  one,  you  are  affi-onted 
with  me  for  giving  it.  I  declare  that 
I  know  nothing  whatever  about  your 
conduct,  one  way  or  the  other.  But 
since  you  have  forced  me  to  speak, 
very  reluctantly — ^for  I  have  no  busi- 
ness to  enter  into  any  such  matters — 
I  can  but  repeat  what  I  have  said, 
that  if  the  tongue  of  scandal  and  envy 
is  busy  with  you,  you  must  be  extra- 
ordinarily on  your  guard  to  let  your 
conduct  give  them  the  lie ! " 

"My  dear  doctor,"  said  she,  sud- 
denly resuming  her  seat,  and  speaking 
in  the  sweetest  and  most  sorrowfril 
tone  of  voice,   "  I — ^I  toiU  be   more 

fuarded ;  I — ^I  will  not  waltz  again." 
obs  prevented  her  going  on.    1  took 
her  hand  cord^lly. 

"  I  am  delighted  to  hear  you  say  so, 
Mrs  St  Helen.  I  know  well  your 
high  honour,  your  purity  of  principle; 
but,  believe  me,  your  innocent  unsus- 
pecting frankness  may  yet  expose  you 
often  to  danger.  Why  may  1  not  tell 
you  the  feelings  of  my  heart,  dear  Mrs 
St  Helen?  they  are  towards  you  more 
those  of  a  father  than  a  friend  or 
physician.  You  are  young,  why  should 
1  not  tell  you  what  you  know — ^you 
are  very  beautiful ; "  she  buried  her 
face  in  her  handkerchief,  and  sobbed 
almost  convulsively.  "  The  men  of 
the  world — of  fasnion — into  whose 
way  you  have  been  lately  so  much 
thrown,  are  often  very  unprincipled 
and  base ;  they  may,  with  suotle  wick- 
edness, contrive  snares  for  you  that 
your  innocent  inexperience  cannot  de- 
tect till  perhaps  too  late."  She  invol- 
untarily squeezed  my  hand,  for  I  still 
held  hers,  but  attempted  no  reply. 
"  Now,  may  I  tell  you  what  was  really 
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passing  throug'h  my  mind  last  night 

at  Lady ^s?"     She  spoke  not, 

but  continued  her  face  in  her  handker- 
chief. "  I  was  thinking  that,  perhaps 
at  the  moment  you  were  being  whirled 
round  the  room  by  that  Captain  Al- 
verley,  your  gallant  husband,  charg- 
ing at  the  heaS  of  his  regiment,  might 
be  tumbling  dead  from  his  horse." 

"Ah!  and  so  did  I  the  moment  I 
saw  you!"  almost  shrieked  Mrs  St 
Helen,  suddenly  raising  her  pallid 
face  from  the  handkerchief  in  which  it 
had  been  buried.  I  had  the  greatest 
difficulty  in  nreventing  her  going  off 
into  violent  nysterics.  After  a  long 
struggle  with  her  tumultuous  feeling^ 
"  O  Arthur,  Arthur ! "  she  exclaimed, 
in  such  a  tone  as  brought  the  tears 
suddenly  into  my  eyes — "  if  I  have 
ever  wronged  you  in  thought,  in  word, 
or  in  deed ! " 

"  Impossible ! — perfectly  impossi- 
ble ! "  1  exclaimed  with  energy,  in  a 
cheerful  exulting  tone. 

"No!"  she  exclaimed,  sitting  sud- 
denly upright,  while  a  noble  expression 
beamed  in  her  excited  features,  which 
were  blanched  with  her  vehement 
emotions.  "  No !  I  am  his  wife  I  I  am 
the  mother  of  his  children  I  I  have 
not  betrayed  them  ;  I  will  not!" 

I  looked  at  her  with  astonishment ; 
the  wild  smile  passed  quickly  from 
her  pallid,  beautiful  countenance,  and 
she  sunk  back  on  the  sofa  in  a  swoon. 
I  instantly  summoned  assistance,  and 
her  maid,  with  one  or  two  other  female 
servants,  presently  entered  hastily 
with  water  and  smelling-salts. 

"  I  knew  she  was  ill,  sir,"  said  her 
maid,  Joyce !  "  she's  not  been  quite 
herself,  I  may  say,  this  several  weeks. 
This  constant  going  out  at  nights 
doesn't  do  for  her,  and  IVe  often  told 
her  so,  sir ! " 

"I  suppose  she  goes  out  a  gpreat 
deal  in  the  evenings  ?" 

"Oh  yes,  sir;  three  or  four  times 
a-week,  and  oftener,  sir." 

"Is  it  generally  late  before  she 
comes  back?" 

"  Never  hardly  before  three  or  four 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  sir;  and  so 
tired  and  knocked  up,  as  one   may 


say" Here  Mrs  St  Helen  began  to 

revive.  She  seemed  very  much  an- 
noyed, when  she  had  thoroughly  re- 
covered her  consciousness,  at  being 
surrounded  by  the  servants.  After 
giving  her  a  few  direc^ons — for  she 
was  suffering  slightly  from  a  cold — ^I 
left,  promising  to  call  upon  her  again 
in  a  day  or  two. 

Three  or  four  times  thweeh,  and 
oftener  I  The  words  rung  in  my  ears 
long  after  Mrs  St  Helen  was  out  of 
my  sight.  Was  this  the  same  wo- 
man that  had  once  inquired  with  such 
a  passionate  air,  whether  Colonel  St 
Helen  ever  thought  of  her  and  her 
children,  when  he  was  going  to  the 
field,  and  surrounded  by  death  ?  How 
would  that  gallant  heart  of  his  have 
been  wrung  at  such  a  moment,  had  he 
known  in  what  manner  she  conducted 
herself  during  his  absence  !  Despite 
what  had  recently  passed  between  us, 
I  trembled  f<ir  Mrs  St  Helen :  I  knew 
not  how  far  she  might  be  already 
committed — to  what  extent  her  light 
and  thoughtless  behaviour  might  have 
given  encouragement  to  those  ever 
ready  to  take  advantage  of  such  con- 
duct :  her  emotions  had  been  violent, 
and  were  no  doubt  genuine ;  and  yet 
the  agonies  I  had  been  witnessing 
might  have  been  little  else  than  the 
mere  spasms  of  declining  virtue ! 

Of  Captain  Alverley — the  Honour- 
able Charles  Alverley — ^I  regret  that 
I  should  have  to  speak  at  any  length. 
But  I  must — ^he  is  one  of  the  main 
figures  in  this  painftil  picture — he  is 
the  Destboteb.  He  belonged  to  a 
high  family ;  was  a  well-educated  and 
accomplished  man — of  handsome  per- 
son and  an  irresistible  address ;  yet, 
nevertheless,  as  heartless  a  villain  as 
ever  existed.  He  was  a  systematic 
seducer.  The  fair  sex  he  professed  to 
idolise ;  yet  he  could  not  look  upon 
them  but  with  a  lustftil  and  corrupt- 
ing eye.  He  was  proverbial  for  his 
gallantries ;  he  made  everything  sub- 
servient to  them.  His  character  was 
well  known,  and  yet,  alas  I  he  was 
everywhere  esteemed  in  society,  in 
whose  thoughtless  parlance  he  was  a 
gentleman  1  Who  could  resist  the  gay, 
2o 
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the  bland,  the  gracefol  Alyerley,  with 
his  coronet  in  expectation? 

Why — asks  one,  in  happy  ignorance 
of  the  world  about  him,  is  such  a 
wretch  created,  and  suffered  to  InffBt 
the  fairest  r^ons  of  humanity?  Tt 
might  as  well  be  asked,  why  has  the 
Almighty  created  the  cobra  or  the 
crocodile ! 

Captain  Alrerley,  as  already  inti- 
mated, had  excited  a  strong  interest 
in  Miss  Annesley's  heart  before  she 
had  ever  seen  or  heard  of  Colonel  St 
Helen.    Having  discovered  her  want 
of  fortune,  he  withdrew,  on  the  plea 
already  mentioned,  from  the  competi- 
tion for  her  hand;  but  he  never  lost 
sight  of  her.    He  had,  in  fact,  deter- 
mined, come  what  would,  on  effecting 
the  ruin  of  Mrs  St  Helen ;  and  he  set 
to  work  patiently,  and,  as  he  often 
considered,  scientifically.    It  has  been 
supposed — though  with  what  truth 
I  know  not  —  that  he  had  something 
or  other  to  do  with  poor  Colonel  St 
Helenas  summons  upon  foreign  service ; 
and  the  moment  mat  he  had  sailed, 
the  fiend  commenced  his  operations. 
They  were  long  retarded,  however,  by 
the  strictly  secluded  life  Mrs  St  Helen 
led  at  Densleigh,  occupied  with  her 
holy    and    happy    maternal    duties. 
Would  to  Heaven  that  she  had  never 
quitted  the  one,  or  been  diverted,  even 
for  a  moment,  from  the  performance 
of  the  other  I  The  accidental  rencontre 
at  the  Horse-Guards  I  have  already 
mentioned.    The  instant  that  he  was 
commissioned  by  his  royal  master  to 
bear  a  kind  message  to  Mrs  St  Helen, 
he  determined  upon  the  demeanour  he 
should  assume — one  at  once  delicate 
and  deferential — fraught  with  sym- 
pathy for  her  evident  suffering.    Ob- 
serving her  agitation,  he  did  not  at- 
tempt, by  a  look  or  a  word,  to  remind 
her  that  they  had  ever  met  before; 
confining  himself,  with  perfect  taste, 
to  the  delivery  of  the  message  with 
which  he  had  been  charged.    When 
Mrs  St  Helen  abruptly  drove  off,  in 
the  manner  already  described,  his  vile 
heart  leaped  for  joy.     His  practised 
eye  saw  that  her  agitation  was  not 
entirely  attributable  to  the  errand  on 
which  she  had  come.     He  certainly 


had  remained  standing  in  the  manner 
Mrs  Ogilvie  had  described,  but  it  was 
not  in  astonishment ;  he  was  ponder- 
ing what  had  just  happened ;  and  in  a 
few  moments  returned  to  the  room  he 
had  quitted,  with  a  flush  on  his  coun- 
tenance, and  the  consciousness  that 
he  had  conmienced  his  infernal  cam- 
paign. Some  six  or  ei^lit  months 
afterwards,  a  packet  arrived  at  the 
Horse-Guards  from  India,  enclosing  a 
letter,  which  the  writer,  Colonel  St 
Helen,  begged  might  be  thrown  into 
the  postfor  Mrs  St  Helen.  Of  this,  how- 
ever. Captain  Alverley  took  charg^e,  and 
that  very  afternoon  rode  down  to 
Densleigfi,  and  delivered  it  with  his 
own  hands  into  those  of  the  servant 
— "with  Captain  Alverley's  compli- 
ments '* — when  he  rode  off.  He  justly 
considered  that  his  delicacy  in  doing 
so  could  not  but  be  appreciated.  It 
was  so! 

Had  Mrs  St  Helen  then  closely  and 
faithfully  examined  her  heart,  in  order 
to  ascertain  the  exact  nature  of  her 
feelings  on  finding  that  Captain  Al- 
verley had  himself  brought  her  a  letter 
with  the  immediate  receipt  of  which 
he  supposed  she  would  be  so  much 
gratified,  and  that  he  had  abstained 
from  personally  delivering  it; — ^had 
she  done  this^  her  terror-stricken  eye 
might  have  detected  the  serpent,  dim- 
glistening  in  dreadful  beauty,  beneath 
the  concealing  foliage — andher  sudden 
shudder  would  have  been  her  salva- 
tion. But  she  did  not — ^she  could  not. 
Not  hers  was  the  salutary  habit  or  the 
power  of  self-examination ;  not  hers, 
alas  !  had  been  the  blessed  vigilance 
of  a  fond,  an  experienced,  and  a  virtu- 
ous mother,  exercised  over  her  younff 
years ! — ^Already,  in  the  sight  of  Goc^ 
had  commenced  the  guilt  of  Mrs  St 
Helen,  who  yet  nevertheless  was  un- 
conscious of  the  presence  or  approach 
of  evil,  even  in  thought.  But  whjr  ? 
Because  of  her  fatal  remissness  in 
guarding  the  "  approaches  of  her 
heart."  Had  she  thisn  asked  help  from 
Heaven,  she  might  have  perceived  Uie 
danger  which  nothing  but  Heaven's 
light  could  have  detected.  "  The 
tempter,"  says  an  old  divine,  "is  then 
ever  nighest,  when  we  think  him  far- 
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thest  off."  Yes,  a  subtle  poison  had 
already  been  imperceptibly  infused,  in 
infinitely  small  quantity,  it  may  be, 
into  the  heart  of  Mrs  St  Helen — a 
poison  of  slow  but  inevitable  operation. 

0  tooman,  this  is  the  point  of  danger  ! 

1  repeat  it,  that,  harsh  and  unjust  as 
it  may  appear,  from  the  moment  al- 
luded to,  Mrs  8t  Helen  became  an 
accomplice  in  effecting  her  own  ruin. 
Not  that  she  had  as  yet  sensibly  or 
consciously  suffered  any  injury;  the 
wife  and  the  mother  were  still  supreme 
in  Mrs  St  Helen;  her  quick  and  ardent 
feelings  knew  as  yet  of  no  other  ob- 
jects, no  other  outlets,  than  these.  0, 
unhappy  woman  !  why  was  it  that 
when  you  beheld  Captain  Alverley 
approaching  to  bring  you  the  intelli- 
gence of  your  husband's  triumphs,  you 
trembled?  Why  was  that  faint  flutter 
at  your  heart?  Had  not  /  already 
communicated  all  he  came  to  tell? 
What  feelings  flitted  through  your 
bosom  when,  leaning  against  the  win- 
dow, you  followed  his  retiring  fig^ire  ? 
Ought  not  t}ie  conscious  difference  be- 
tween the  feelings  with  which  you  were 
disposed  to  regard  him,  and  me — or 
any  other  indifferent  person — to  have 
sounded  the  alarm,  in  your  husband's 
name,  in  every  chamber  of  your  heart? 
Ill-fated  woman !  dare  you  appeal  to 
Heaven  to  testify  aXL  the  feelings  with 
which  you  heard  of  quitting  Densleigh 
for  London?  Were  you  even  reluctant 
to  take  that  step  because  of  your  dis- 
like to  encounter  Alverley?  Would 
you  avow  the  gratification  with  which 
you  found  yourself  becoming  intimate 
with  his  distinguished  family?  Alas! 
did  you  not  feel  a  secret  satisfaction 
at  nnding  yourself  sitting  at  Lord 
's  dinner-table,  with  Captain  Al- 
verley beside  you?  Had  not  your  per- 
ception of  right  and  wrong  been  sud- 
denly confused  and  disturbed,  how 
could  you  tolerate  his  altered  demea- 
nour towards  you  ?  Were  you  de- 
lighted, or  startled  at  the  ardent  glance 
with  which  he  regarded  you  ?  Did 
you  not  observe  and  tremblingly  ap- 
preciate the  tact  with  which  attentions, 
exquisitely  flattering  and  gratifying  to 
•uouj  were  concealed  from  all  others  ? 
Did  a  sense  of  security  from  observa- 


tion begin  to  evince  itself  when  you 
perceived  the  skill  with  which  his 
infernal  movements  were  directed  ? 
What  alteration  of  feeling  did  not  all 
this  imply?  Dreadful  questions — ^how 
clearly  does  your  disinclination  to  an- 
swer them,  indicate  the  nature  of  the 
change  you  are  undergoing  I 

Mrs  St  Helen  had  not  been  in  Lon- 
don half  a  year,  before  Captain  Alver- 
ley felt  that  he  was  triumphing — ^that 
his  long-continued  and  deeply-laid 
schemes  were  conducting  him  to  suc- 
cess. The  first — ^the  very  first  step, 
he  had  felt  to  be  everything ;  it  had 
gained  him  an  interest,  however  faint, 
in  her  feelings,  and  he  cherished  it 
with  the  most  exquisite  skill,  the  most 
watchful  assiduity.  He  kept  himsdf 
ever  in  the  background.  He  would 
excite  her  feelings  with  his  generous 
and  eloquent  eulogies  of  Colonel  St 
Helen's  conduct  abroad;  in  the  middle 
of  one  of  them  he  suddenly  became 
confused,  heaved  a  faint  sigh,  and  re- 
sumed his  conversation  with  ill-dis- 
guised embarrassment.  He  busied 
himself — he  took  infinite  pains — at 
least  he  led  her  to  think  so — in  pro- 
curing the  return  home  of  Colonel  St 
Helen ;  thus,  in  short,  and  in  a  thou- 
sand other  ways,  he  at  length  dis- 
armed Mrs  St  Helen  by  lulling  her 
suspicions,  or  rather  preventing  their 
being  excited.  Consummately  skilled 
in  the  workings  of  the  female  heart, 
he  guided  his  conduct  according  to 
the  indications  he  discovered.  Li 
handing  her  one  night  to  her  carriage 
firom  the  opera,  he  made  a  point  of  in- 
sidting  a  gentleman,  who,  with  a  lady 
on  his  arm,  was  hurrying  on  before 
Captain  Alverley  and  Mrs  St  Helen. 
A  hurried  whisper  between  the  two 
gentlemen  satisfied  Mrs  St  Helen  that 
there  was  mischief  in  preparation. 
"  For  Heaven's  sake ! "  she  wnispered, 
in  excessive  trepidation — but  he  gently 
forced  her  into  the  carriage,  and  per- 
mitted it  to  drive  off  without  his  utter- 
ing a  word.  He  gained  his  end.  The 
evening  papers  of  the  ensuing  day 
duly  announced  an  "affair  of  honour 
between  the  "Marquis  of  •  »  »  •  • '* 
attended  by,  &c.,  and  Captain  A.  B.  C, 
attended,  &c.     "The  meeting  arose 
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out  of  an  alleged  affront  offered  by  the 
uoble  Marquis  to  a  young  and  beauti- 
ful lady,  &c.,  &c.,  whom  the  Captain 
was  conducting  to  her  carriage,  *  &c. 
&c.  Very  strange  to  say,  neither 
party  did  the  other  any  harm ! — Cap- 
tain Alverley,  on  the  next  opera  night, 
found  his  way  to  her  box. 

"  Captain  Alverley !  how  could  you" 
—  commenced  Mrs  St  Helen,  very 
earnestly. 

"  My  dear  Mrs  St  Helen ! "  was  the 
only  reply,  with  a  look  that  none  could 
give  but  Captain  Alverley.  The  skil- 
ml  strategist  knew  the  amoimt  of  his 
gain,  and  was  in  ecstasies. 

In  the  progress  of  "  the  affair,"  Cap- 
tain Alverley's  next  step  was  to  accus- 
tom Mrs  St  Helen  to  hear  herself  called 
a  flirt,  and  to  have  his  name,  on  such 
occasions,  always  judiciously  coupled 
with  hers.  The  first  time  that  ever 
she  waltzed  with  him — which  he  justly 
regarded  as  an  open  triumph — ^was  in 
consequence  of  a  ver^  heated  alterca- 
tion she  had  had  with  Mrs  Ogilvie, 
who  had  freely  charged  her  with  culp- 
able lightness  of  conduct  with  refer- 
ence to  Captain  Alverley ;  the  conse- 
quence of  which  was,  that  Mrs  St 
Helen  went,  as  she  had  angrily  threat- 
ened, to  a  ball,  where,  casting  a  look 
of  defiance  at  her  sister-in-law,  she  in- 
stantly accepted  Captain  Alverley's 
invitation,  infinitely  to  his  astonish- 
ment. He  saw  his  position,  and  be- 
haved with  prudence.  After  one  or 
two  rounds,  lie  l«d  her,  with  an  air  of 
the  properest  deference  in  the  world, 
to  a  seat,  and  paid  her  no  marked  atten- 
tions whatever  during  the  evening. 
He  perceived  that  her  lynx-eyed  sister 
watched  his  every  movement ;  and  for 
upwards  of  a  fortnight  he  suspended 
all  but  the  most  ordinary  and  casual 
civilities  and  attentions  to  Mrs  St 
Helen.  Why  did  not  the  infatuated 
woman  at  once  break  through  all  the 
meshes  with  which  she  was  now  con- 
scious of  being  surrounded  ?  Why  did 
no  sudden  alarm  of  virtue— no  heaven- 
inspired  strength — enable  her  to  "  flee 
like  a  bird  from  the  snare  of  the  fow- 
ler?" Alas,  that  I  should  have  to 
write  it !  JShe  did  not  now  vjiah  to  do  so. 
Not  that  yet  even  she  contemplated 


the  idea  of  positive  guilt— vastly  fse 
from  it.  She  was  so  conscious  of  hep 
own  strength,  as  to  prevent  adl  appre- 
hensions on  that  score.  It  is  true  she 
was  occasionally  sensible,  with  a  heart- 
flutter  and  cheek  suffased,  of  an  inter- 
est in  Captain  Alverley,  that  was  in- 
consistent with  the  undivided  affection 
due  to  her  husband ;  she  went  not  fur- 
ther consciously,  but  how  far  was  this ! 
— She  consoled  herself  with  the  notion 
that  it  was  certainly  rather  coquet- 
tish— and  that  was  almost  universal. 
The  plain  truth  was,  she  began  to  in- 
dulge towards  Captain  Alverley  feel- 
ings which  she  no  longer  dared  to 
scrutinise.  Her  vanity,  again,  would 
not  suffer  her  to  part  with  so  gay  and 
dazzling  a  follower — "  and  she  was 
surely  able  to  take  care  of  herself !" 

Once  or  twice  I  called  upon  Mrs  St 
Helen,  in  pursuance  of  the  promise  I 
made,  but  without  seeing  her,  as  she 
had  just  gone  out.  This  might,  or  it 
might  not  be  true.  If  she  was  denying 
herself  to  me,  it  must  have  been  on 
account  of  what  had  taken  place  on  the 
occasion  alluded  to ;  and  was  it  that 
she  was  ashamed  of  her  frankness—^ 
of  the  extent  of  her  admissions,  or  that 
she  regretted  having  made  them  from 
other  considerations  ?  I  was  driving, 
one  afternoon,  through  the  Park,  on 
my  way  to  a  patient  near  Cumberland 
Gate,  when  I  happened  to  overtake 
the  open  carriage  of  Mrs  St  Helen 
driving  very  slowly,  she  being  in  con- 
versation with  an  equestrian  who 
walked  his  horse  alongside — and  I 
soon  detected  in  him  Captain  Alver- 
ley. I  perceived  with  a  nurried  look 
in  passing,  that  she  was  listening  in- 
tently to  what  he  was  saying — ^looking 
down,  and  slightly  colouring.  I  felt 
sick  at  heart  for  her  1  The  next  time 
that  I  saw  her  at  home,  she  seemed 
very  calm,  and  sensibly  colder  in  her 
manner  towards  me  than  I  had  ever 
seen  her  before.  She  made  not — nor 
of  course  did  I — the  slightest  allusion 
to  our  late  deeply  interesting^  conver- 
sation. In  answer  to  my  inquiries, 
she  said  that  she  was  in  very  good 
health,  except  that  she  did  not  now 
sleep  so  soundly  as  heretofore,  and  her 
appetite  had  also  declined — ^tbe  usual 
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feonseqiiences,  1  told  her,  of  a  life  of 
London  dissipation— of  irregular  hours, 
excitement,  and  fatigue. 

"As  I  feel  rather  solitary  in  this 
large  house,"  said  she,  "  I  have  invited 
a  Miss  Churchill,  a  distant  relation  of 
the  coloners,  to  pay  me  a  visit.  She^s 
a  very  sweet,  good  g^rl,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  we  shall  be  inseparable."  While 
she  said  this  a  slight  colour  mounted 
into  her  cheek,  which  set  me  specu- 
lating upon  what  she  had  just  told 
me.  Was,  then,  her  summons  to  Miss 
Churchill  a  signal  of  distress  f  Was  it 
that  she  began  to  feel  her  danger — that 
she  wished  a  protector — some  one  who 
should  be  indeed,  as  she  said,  insepar- 
able from  her — ever  by  her  siae — 
whose  presence  might  check,  if  not 
prevent,  the  increasing  ardour  and 
attentions  of  Captain  Alverley  ?  Faint 
effort  of  endangered  virtue ! — But  it 
fixu  an  effort,  and  I  rejoiced  to  see  it 
made. 

"When  do  you  propose  leaving 
town?"  I  inquired. 

"Leaving  town!"  she  exclaimed 
quickly — "  why,  dear  doctor,  should  I 
leave  town?  The  season  not  yet  at 
its  height  even  I  Besides,  I  hate  the 
country — ^I  never  heartily  liked  it." 

"I  thought,  Mrs  St  Helen" 

"  Oh  yes ! "  she  interrupted  hastily, 
"  I  know  what  you  mean ;  Densleigh 
was  certainly  a  pleasant  place  enough, 
but  weVe  lost  it."  She  paused  for  a 
moment,  and  added — "  but  I  suppose 
that  about  August  we  must  go  down 
somewhere  or  other" 

"The  sea  air  will  do  wonders  for 
you,  and  for  the  children." 

"  Yes — I  dare  say  it  would,"  she  re- 
plied, with  rather  an  indifferent  air — 
"  but  at  present  they  are  very  well ;  I 
always  have  them  taken  to  the  Park — 
and  where  can  there  be  a  finer  air?  " 
Here  some  visitors  were  announced, 
the  servant  at  the  same  time  laving 
down  six  or  seven  notes  and  cards  of 
invitation  upon  one  of  the  tables. 

About  a  month  afterwards,  I  receiv- 
ed the  following  note  from  Mrs  St 
Helen  ;— 

"Dear  Doctor, — Will  you  call  in 
here  in  the  course  of  the  morning,  to 


see  one  of  the  children,  who,  I  fear,  is 
poorly  ?  Jones  tells  me  she  thinks  it 
18  the  measles.  I  hope  it  is  not  any- 
thing worse — the  scarlet  fever,  for  in- 
stance, or  small-pox.  But  you  can 
soon  tell.  I  shall  wait  at  home  for 
you  till  two. 

"  Ever  yours, 

"E.St  Helen. 

**  P.S. — I  have  never  had  either  of 
these  horrid  complaints  myself,  and 
feel  rather  nervous. 
Street,  10  o'dock." 

What  a  dismal  contrast  this  note 
afforded,  I  thought,  laying  it  down 
with  a  sigh,  to  the  eager,  alarmed 
summons  she  had  sent  on  a  former 
occasion,  on  a  most  trifling,  or  rather 
imaginary  emergency,  fromDensleigh ! 

A  little  after  two  o'clock  I  was  at 

Street,  and  was  shown  up  immediately 
into  the  nursery.  Mrs  St  Helen's  pony 
phaeton  was  at  the  door,  and  she  was 
sitting,  readv  dressed  for  a  drive,  on 
the  corner  of  the  bed  on  which  lay  her 
younger  child.  Her  handkerchief,  sa- 
turated with  Eau  de  Cologne,  was 
every  now  and  then  lifted  to  her  face, 
as  though  she  dreaded  infection.  She 
looked  very  beautiful — her  dress  in- 
finitely became  her — and  she  did  not 
seem  particularly  agitated. 

"I  was  beginning  to  get  fidgety, 
doctor;  I  w^s  afraid  I  should  not  see 
you,"  said  she,  rising  to  meet  me.  I 
assured  her  that  I  had  been  unexpect- 
edly detained.  "And  what  do  you 
think  of  the  little  love  ?  I  was  afraid 
he  was  ailing  a  little  yesterday — ^his 
eyes  looked  very  heavy  yesterday  even- 
ing, didn't  they,  Jones  ? "  turning  to 
the  maid. 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  she  replied  eagerly, 
directing  an  affectionate  and  anxious 
look  to  the  child.  "  You  may  recollect, 
ma'am,  I  asked  you  yesterday  after- 
noon, if  we  hadn't  better  send  for" 

"  Oh  yes — I  dare  say — I  think  you 
did,  Jones,"  interrupted  Mrs  St  Helen 
quickly,  and  with  rather  a  displeased 
air.  "  Jones  is  always  terrified  with 
every  change  in  the  child's  face  !  But 
do  you  think  there  is  anytfiing  really 
the  matter,  doctor  ?  "  ^^  t 
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Aiter  A  little  examination,  I  told  her 
that  I  thought  the  child  was  sickening 
for  the  measles. 

"  Is  he  indeed,  sweet  little  lamh ! " — 
she  exclaimed,  looking  really  kindly  at 
the  child.  "  You  doir  t  think  it's  scar- 
let fever,  now?"  after  a  moment's 
pause,  turning  anxiously  towards  me, 
and  eently  agitating  her  fragrant  hand- 
kerchief. 

*'  No,"  I  replied — "  at  present  Ithink 
it  is  decidedly  the  measles." 

"Measles  are  not  dangerous,  are 
they?" 

"La,  ma'am!"  interrupted  Jones, 
who  was  kneeling  at  the  side  of  the 
bed,  near  the  child — her  eyes  filling 
with  tears — "  excuse  me,  ma'am,  but 
my  poor  sister's  child  died  of  them  only 
a  twelvemonth  ago." 

"  Oh,  nonsense,  Jones,— why  do  you 
try  to  alarm  me  in  this  way  ?  There's 
no  such  very  great  danger,  doctor,  is 
there?" — turning  towards  me  with 
more  interest  in  her  manner  than  she 
had  hitherto  manifested. 

"  I  sincerely  hope  not !  At  present, 
I  can  assure  ^rou  there  is  every  appear- 
ance of  its  being  a  mild  attack.' 

"  Only  feel  how  hot  his  little  hand 
is,  ma'am ! "  said  Jones. 

Mrs  St  Helen  did  not  remove  her 
gloves,  but  swd  to  me — "  Of  course,  he 
IS  rather  feverish  just  now! " 

After  giving  a  few  directions  con- 
cerning the  temperature  of  the  room, 
his  food,  and  one  or  two'  other  little 
matters,  I  left,  and  descended  to  the 
drawiqg-room,  to  write  a  prescription. 

"  I  shall  return  home  by  four,  Jones," 
said  Mrs  St  Helen,  also  quitting  the 
Toom,  and  following  me — "  be  sure  you 
pay  him  every  attention — Don't  re- 
move your  eyes  from  him  for  a  mo- 
ment ! 

"  I'm  quite  delighted  to  find  there's 
no  danger,  doctor,"  said  she,  seating 
herself  beside  me,  as  I  began  to  write. 

"Indeed,  my  dear  madam,"  I  re- 
plied, determined  not  to  let  matters 
pass  so  very  easilv,  "  we  must  not  be 
too  sanguine.  There  are  two  forms 
of  measles — the  one  a  mild,  the  other 
verv  malignant.  At  present,  I  cannot 
undertake  to  say  with  certainty  which 
of  the  two  it  is."  She  continued  silent 


for  a  few  moments. — •*  I  think  I  told 
you,  in  my  note,  that  I  believed  I  had 
never  had  the  measles? — ^Are  they 
really  catching  from  a  child  to  a  grown 
up  person  ?  " 

"Undoubtedly." 

"Heavens! — I — I'll  have  pastiles 
burnt  all  over  the  house  all  day  ! 
Dear  me !  it  would  be  dreadful  if  Z 
were  to  catch  it — ^because  "  (she  added 
hastily)  "  of  dear  little  Arthur !  " 

"  Well,  we  must  hope  for  the  best," 
said  I,  quietly  folding  up  my  prescrip- 
tion, and  requesting  that  it  might  be 
sent  to  the  druggist's  without  delay ; 
and  hastily  takmg  my  leave,  with  a 
countenance  that,  had  she  been  as  sen* 
sitive  as  in  former  times,  she  might 
perceive  somewhat  clouded  with  dis- 
approbation. Was  the  mother's  heart, 
then,  already  so  dulled  towards  her 
suffering  offspring?  Could  I  doubt 
the  selfish  nature  of  her  anxieties? 
What  infernal  change  had  come  over 
her  ?  Why  did  she  not  instantly  order 
back  her  carriage,  undress,  and  betake 
herself  to  the  only  place  that  then  be- 
came her — ^the  bedside  of  her  child! 
But  it  was  otherwise.  A  few  minutes 
after  I  had  quitted,  she  stepped  into 
her  carriage,  and  drove  into  tne  Park. 
At  my  suggestion  the  elder  child,  Ar- 
thur, was  sent  off  immediately  to  Mrs 
Ogilvie's,  who  resided  somewhere  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Chelsea ;  and  I 
continued  in  daily  attendance  upon 
little  George  for  about  a  week,  during 
which  time  the  symptoms  were  of  the 
milder  description,  and  I  anticipated 
the  speedy  recovery  of  my  little  pa- 
tient. Mrs  St  Helen,  whenever  I  was 
present,  evidently — at  least  I  was  un- 
charitable enough  to  admit  the  idea — 
(icted  the  fond  mother,  appearing  deeply 
interested  in  the  process  of  her  child 
through  his  little  penis.  I  had  reason 
to  believe,  from  one  or  two  little  cir- 
cumstances that  fell  under  my  obser- 
vation, that  slie  did  not  withdraw  from 
the  world  of  pleasure.  The  constant 
attendants  upon  little  George  were— 
not  his  mother — but  Miss  Churchill 
and  his  nursery-maid,  Jones,  both  of 
them  most  anxious  and  affectionate 
nurses  --« as,  indeed,  I  heard  Mrs  St 
Helen  herself,  in  the  blandest  way. 
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acknowledge.  Well,  indeed,  she  might, 
having  thus  devolved  the  chiefest  of 
her  maternal  duties  upon  the  com- 

E anion  she  had  invited  to  partake  of 
er  pleasures  only. 

I  think  it  was  ahout  ten  days  after 
I  had  first  heen  called  in  to  attend  up- 
on little  St  Helen,  that  I  -was  suddenly 
summoned,  ahout  eight  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  to Street,  with  the  intel- 
ligence that  he  had  become  very  sud- 
denly worse,  and  that  Miss  Churchill 
was  much  alarmed.  Thither  I  repair- 
ed as  quickly  as  possible,  and  found 
that  appearances  justified  her  appre- 
hensions. There  was  every  symp- 
tom of  the  accession  of  the  malignant 
focm  of  measles.  He  had  just  nad  a 
fit  of  spasms,  and  was  now  breathing 
hard  and  quickly,  and  scorched  up 
with  fever.  The  symptoms  were  cer- 
tainly serious. 

"You  must  not,  however,  be  too 
much  alarmed,  Mrs  St  Helen,"  said  I, 
hastily  turning  round — forgetting,  at 
the  moment,  that  she,  the  most  inter- 
ested, was  not  present.  The  child 
had  been  going  on  as  Well  as  usual 
— rapidly  recovering,  in  fact,  till  six 
o'clock  that  evening;  about  which 
time  Mrs  St  Helen,  sdTter  making  par- 
ticular inquiries  about  the  child,  went 
off  to  dinner  at  Lady  — -*s,  where 
she  had  ordered  the  carriage  to  call 
for  her  about  nine,  and  convey  her 
to  the  opera.  In  their  fright,  Miss 
Churchill  and  the  servants  forgot  all 
this,  and  instinctively  sent  ofif  for  me. 
After  giving  such  directions  as  ap- 
peared proper,  I  quitted  the  room, 
oeckoning  out  for  a  moment  Miss 
Churchill. 

"  Dear,  sweet  little  lovd  I  I'm  afraid 
he's  very  ill,"  she  exclaimed,  much 
9gitated,'  and  bursting  into  tears,  as 
she  stepped  with  me  for  a  moment  in- 
to anotner  room.  I  acknowledged  to 
her  that  I  considered  the  child  to  be 
in  dangerous  circumstances;  "Have 
you  sent  after  Mrs  St  Helen?  she 
ougHt  to  be  here." 

"  Dear !  we  have  been  all  so  flurried 
—but  well  in<|uire,"  she  replied,  run- 
nihg  down  stairs  before  me.  "I really 
don  t  think  she's  been  sent  foi>-4)ut  I 
will  immediately.    Let  me  see— nine 


o'clock.  She'll  be  at  the  opera  by  this 
time. 

"  Then  I  will  drive  thither  imme- 
diately, as  my  carriage  is  here,  and 
bring  her  back  with  me.  It  will  not 
do  to  alarm  her  too  suddenly,  and  in 
such  a  place.  Let  me  see ;  on  which 
side  of  the  house  is  her  box  ?" 

"Number ,  on  the  left  hand 

side  of  the  stage.  I  think,  at  least, 
that  you  will  find  her  in  that  bo3L 

which  is  the  Duchess  of 's,  and 

she  called  here  to-day  to  offer  it  to 
Mrs  St  Helen."  I  drove  off  imme- 
diately, and  had  a  twofold  object  in 
doinpf  so— to  acquaint  her  as  soon  as 
possible  with  an  event  of  such  serious 
unportance  as  the  dangerous  illness  of 
her  child,  and  to  endeavour,  in  doing 
so,  to  startle  her  out  of  the  infatuation 
into  which  I  feared  she  had  fallen— to 
remind  her  again  of  the  high  and  holy 
duties  she  was  beginning  to  disregard. 
The  sight  of  her  dying  child  would 
rouse,  I  thought,  the  smothered  feel- 
ings of  the  mother,  and  those  would 
soon  excite  an  agonising  recollection 
of  her  distant  husband.  On  arriving 
at  the  opera-house,  I  made  my  way,  iu 
my  hun^r,  to  the  wrong  side.  I  went 
into  one  or  two  empty  boxes  before  I 
discovered  my  mistake ;  and  when  at 
length  I  perceived  it,  I  determined  to 
stay  for  a  few  moments  where  I  was, 
and  endeavour  to  see  what  was  going 

on.  in  the  Duchess  of 's  box. 

There  sat,  sure  enough,  in  the  comer 
of  the  box,  her  face  directed  towards 
the  stage,  Mrs  St  Helen,  dressed  with 
her  usual  elegance,  and  looking  ex- 
tremely beautiful.  Her  left  liand 
slowly  moved  about  her  fan,  and  she 
was  evidently  occasionally  conversing 
with  some  one  standing  far  back  in 
the  box.  I  contenoplated  her  with 
real  anguish,  when  1  thought  of  her 
husband — tf,  indeed^  she  were  not  now 
a  widow — and  of,  perhaps,  her  dying 
child.  My  heart  almost  failed  me, 
and  I  began  to  regret  havine  under* 
taken  the  painful  duty  which  had 
brought  me  where  I  was.  I  stretched 
myself  as  far  forward  as  I  could,  to 
discover,  if  possible,  who  was  iu  the 
box  with  her,  but  in  vain.  Whoever 
it  was  that  she  was  talking  to— her 
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fan  now  and  then  flnttering  hurriedly 
— ^he,  or  she,  kept  as  far  out  of  si^ht 
as  possible.  Just  as  I  was  quitting 
my  post  of  observation,  however,  a 
sudden  motion  of  a  red  arm,  display- 
ing the  feather  of  an  officer's  cap, 
satisfied  me  that  her  companion  was 
the  execrable  Alverley.  I  now  felt  an 
additional  repugnance  to  go  through 
with  what  Ihad  undertaken;  but  I 
hurried  round  to  the  other  side  of  the 
house,  and  soon  stood  at  the  door  of 
the  duchess's  box.  I  knocked,  and  it 
was  immediately  opened— by  Captain 
Alverley. 

"  Is  Mrs  St  Helen  here  ?"  I  whis- 
pered. He  bowed  stiffly,  and  admitted 
me.  Mrs  St  Helen,  on  seeing  me, 
reddened  violently.  Rising  from  her 
seat,  and  approaching  me,  she  sud- 
denly g^w  pale,  for  she  could  not  but 
perceive  that  my  features  were  some- 
what discomposed. 

"Good  God!  doctor,  what  brings 
you  here  ?'*  she  inquired,  with  increas- 
ing trepidation. 

"  Permit  me  to  ask,  sir,"  said  Cap- 
tain Alverley,  interposing  with  an  air 
of  haughty  curiosity,  "  whether  any- 
thing nas  happened  to  justify  tne 
alarm  which  Mrs  St  Helen  " 

"  I  don't  wish  you  to  be  frightened," 
said  I,  addressing  her,  without  notic- 
iu^  her  companion,  or  what  he  had 
said — ^I  could  not  overcome  my  repug- 
nance to  him — "  but  I  think  you  h^ 
better  return  home  with  me ;  my  car- 
riage is  waiting  for  you." 

"0  my  child  1  my  child!"  she  ex- 
claimed faintly,  sinking  into  her  seat 
again ;  **  what  has  happened,  for  God's 
sake?" 

"He  is  rather  worse  —  suddenly 
worse — but  I  think  he  was  better 
again  before  I  left."  She  looked  eager- 
ly at  me,  while  her  countenance  seem- 
ed blanched  to  the  hue  of  the  white 
dress  she  wore.  She  began  to  breathe 
shortlv  and  hurriedly ;  and  I  was  glad 
that  the  loud  and  merry  music  which 
was  playing,  would,  in  some  measure, 
drown  the  shriek  I  every  moment  ex- 
pected her  to  utter.  I  succeeded,  how- 
ever, with  Captain  Alverley's  assist- 
ance, in  conveying  her  to  my  carriage, 
which  I  ordered  on  to  —  Street  as 


fast  as  possible,  for  Mrs  St  Helen's  ex- 
citement threatened  to  become  violent. 
She  sobbed  hysterically.  "What  a 
cruel,  cruel  wretch  I  have  been,"  she 
murmured  in  broken  accents,  "  to  be 
at  the — ^the  operar-when  my  darling 
is — dying  I " 

"  dome,  come,  Mrs  St  Helen,  it  is 
useless  to  afflict  yourself  with  vain 
reproaches.  You  thought,  as  we  all 
thought,  that  he  was  recovering  fast, 
when  vou  set  off." 

"On,  but  I  should  never — ^never 
have  left  his  bedside !  Oh,  if  I  should 
lose  him!    I  shall  never  be  able  to 

look  my" Thus  she  proceeded, 

till,  overcome  with  exhaustion,  she 
leaned  back,  sobbing  heavily.  As  we 
entered  the  street  in  which  she  lived, 
she  whispered,  with  evidently  a  great 
effort  to  overcome  her  agitation,  "  Dear- 
est doctor — ^I  see — ^I  know  what  you 
must  think — ^but  I  assure  you — ^1—5 — 
Captain  Alverley  had  but  that  moment 
come  into  the  box,  quite  unexpectedly 
to  me,  and  I  was  extremely  vexed  and 
annoyed." 

I  was  glad  that  the  carriage- stop- 
ping spared  me  the  pain  of  replying 
to  her.  Miss  Churchill  came  running 
to  the  carriage,  as  soon  as  the  haU 
door  had  been  opened — and  almost  re- 
ceived Mrs  St  Helen  into  her  arms-^ 
for  she  could  hardly  stand,  her  agita- 
tion became  so  suddenly  increased. 

"  Emma — ^Emma !  1  do  assure  you 
he  is  better — ^much — ^a  great  deal  bet- 
ter!" said  Miss  Churchill,  hurrying 
her  along  the  hall. 

"  0  Jane — ^I  shall  die!— I  am  very 
ill!  I  cannot  bear  it— can  you  for- 
give me?" 

"  Hush !  hush !  what  nonsense  you 
are  talking — you  ravel"  exclaimed 
Miss  Churchill,  as  we  forced  Mrs  St 
Helen  into  the  dining-room,  where  it 
was  some  time  before  she  was  restored 
to  anything  like  a  calmness.  Mr 
,  the  well-known  apothecary,  com- 
ing at  length  into  the  room  to  take  his 
departure,  strenuously  assured  us  that 
the  child  was  very  greatly  relieved, 
and  that  he  did  not  now  aj>prehend 
danger.  This  I  was  happy  in  being 
able  to  corroborate,  after  having  step- 
ped up-stairs  to  satis^  my  own  ans- 
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iety;  and  I  left  her  for  the  night, 
hoping,  but  faintly,  that  a  great  effort 
had  been  made  to  snap  asunder  the 
infernal  bands  in  which  Satan,  in  the 
shape  of  Alverley,  had  bound  her.  It 
seemed,  however,  as  though  my  hopes 
were  justified ;  for  morning,  noon,  and 
night  beheld  Mrs  St  Helen  at  her 
child's  bedside — ^his  zealous,  watchful, 
and  loving  attendant — ^for  upwards  of 
a  week.  She  gave  him  all  nis  medi- 
cine; with  her  own  hands  rendered 
him  all  the  little  services  his  situation 
.  required ;  ordered  a  peremptory  "  not 
at  home  "  to  be  answered  to  all  comers 
except  Mrs  Ogilvie;  and  doubtless 
banished  from  her  busied  bosom  all 
thoughts  of  Captain  Alverley ! 

The  morning  after  I  had  brought 
her  home,  as  I  have  described,  from 
the  opera,  on  stepping  into  my  car- 
riage, I  saw  some  paper  lying  be- 
tween the  cushions  of  the  seat.  Sup- 
posing it  to  be  some  memorandum  or 
other  of  my  own,  I  took  it  up,  and 
with  unutterable  feeling^  read  the  fol- 
lowing, hastily  written  in  pencil  !— 

"  Will  you,  angel !  condemn  me  to 
a  distant  admiration  of  your  solitary 
beauty  ?     I  am  here  fretting  in  old 

*s  box;  for  mercy's  sake  rescue 

me.    Only  look  down  and  nod,  when 

you  have  read  this,  at 's  box — ^I 

shall  understand — and,  rely  upon  it, 
will  not  abuse  your  kindness."    *    * 

I  tore  it  with  fury  into  a  hundred 
•  fragments,  and  then,  recollecting  my- 
self, regretted  that  I  had  not  enclosed 
it  to  Mrs  St  Helen  in  an  envelope, 
with  "  my  compliments,"  so  that  she 
might  be  sensible  of  the  extent  to 
wmch  I  was  aware  of  her  guilty  se- 
'crets.  Could  there  be  now  any  doubt 
in  my  mind  of  the  nature  of  the  at- 
tentions this  villain  was  paying  Mrs 
St  Helen,  and  which  she  permitted? 
On  reading  this  infernal  missive,  she 
must  have  " looJced and  nodded"  and 
so  summoned  the  fiend  to  her  side. 
And  now  I  recollected  the  falsehood 
she  had  had  presence  of  mind  enough, 
in  the  midst  of  all  her  agitation,  to 
"invent,  in  order  to  explain  away  his 
being  with  her — that  it  was  "unex- 


pected "  to  her,  and  "  vexed  and  an- 
noyed" her,  I  long  debated  with  my- 
self whether  I  should  communicate  to 
her  the  nature  of  the  discovery  I  had 
made ;  but  at  length,  for  many  reasons, 
thought  it  better  to  take  no  notice  of 
it.  I  looked  at  her  with  totally  dif- 
ferent feelings  to  those  with  which  I 
had  ever  before  regarded  her.  I  felt 
as  if  her  presence  polluted  the  cham- 
ber of  suffering  innocence.  Her  un- 
common beauty  had  thenceforth  no 
attractions  for  my  eye  ;  I  felt  no  grati- 
fication in  her  gentle  and  winning 
manners.  I  did  not  regret  the  arrival 
of  the  day  fixed  for  both  the  children, 
accompanied  by  herself,  to  go  to  the 
sea-side  ;  it  would  relieve  me  from  the 

Sresence  of  one  whose  perfidious  con- 
uct  daily  excited  my  indignation  and 
disgust. 

She  returned  from  the  sea-side,  I 
understood,  as  soon  as  she  had  seen 
her  children  settled ;  I  say  understood, 
for  I  had  no  direct  knowledge  of  the 
fact.  She  gave  me  no  intimation 
either  of  the  safe  arrival  of  her  chil- 
dren at  the  sea-side,  or  of  her  own  re- 
turn, or  how  they  were  going  on.  On 
our  casually  meeting  in  Oxford  Street 
she  certainly  nodded,  as  our  carriages 
met,  but  it  was  not  the  cordial  recog- 
nition which  I  had  been  accustomed 
to  receive  from  her.  I  saw  that  she 
did  not  look  in  good  health — ^her  face 
seemed  clouded  with  anxiety.  As, 
however,  she  had  vouchsafed  me  no 
intimation  of  her  return  to  town  be- 
yond the  sudden  and  casual  recogni- 
tion just  mentioned,  of  course  I  ab- 
stained from  calling  upon  her.  I 
wondered  whether  it  had  ever  occurred 
to  her  as  being  possible  that  the  note 
received  from  Alverley  had  been  drop- 
ped in  my  carriage,  and  so  come  under 
my  notice?  She  might  have  recol- 
lected that  she  did  not  destroy  it,  but 
rather,  perhaps,  determined  not  to  de- 
stroy it ;  she  might  have  asked  Cap- 
tain Alverley  if  he  had  seen  it — ^they 
might  have  searched  the  opera-box — 
and  then  Mrs  St  Helen's  guilty  soul 
might  have  alarmed  and  worried  her 
with  the  possibility  that  such  a  docu- 
ment might  have  found  its  way  into 
my  hands;— am?  if  it  had,  covld  I 
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then  do  nothing  to  extricate  her  from 
the  perilous  circumstances  in  which  I 
conceived  hef  to  be  placed?  What 
right  had  I  to  interfere,  however  keen 
my  suspicions,  however  sincere  my 
attachment  to  her— as  she  was — and 
to  her  husband?  But  might  I  not  en- 
deavour to  communicate  with  General 
or  Mrs  Ogilvie  on  the  subject  ?  Yet  I 
knew  nothing  whatever  of  him,  and 
her  I  had  seen  but  seldom,  and  only 
at  Mrs  St  Helen's ;  and  besides,  from 
the  evident  recrimination  that  I  had 
interrupted  between  the  sisters-in-law 
on  a  former  occasion,  it  was  plain  that 
Mrs  Ogilvie  must  be  aware  of  the 
light  conduct  of  Mrs  St  Helen — ^pro- 
bably she  knew  and  feared  far  more 
than  I  —  and  so  my  communication 
would  not  appear  incredible.  Still  it 
might  be  taken  ill  —  and  I  resolved 
not  to  attempt  so  dangerous  an  ex- 
periment. 

As  for  anonymous  letters,  that 
odious  system  was  my  abhorrence. 
Suppose  I  were  to  write  directly  to 
Mrs  St  Helen,  braving  all  chances, 
and  faithfully  expostulating  with  her 
on  the  dreadful  course  upon  which  she 
was  too  evidently  bent ;  but  with 
what  benefit  had  my  former  attempts 
been  attended?  Suppose  she  should 
return  my  letter  with  indignation,  or 
even,  in  a  fever  of  fury,  lay  it  before 
Captain  Alverley  ?  So,  seeing  no  pos- 
sible way  of  interfering  successfully 
between  the  victim  and  the  destroyer, 
I  withdrew  from  the  painful  spectacle, 
and  endeavoured  to  discharge  it  from 
my  thoughts.  Still,  however,  in  my 
intercourse  with  society,  I  was  from 
time  to  time  pained  by  hearing  ru- 
mours of  the  most  distressing  descrip- 
tion concerning  the  deg^^ee  of  intimacy 
subsisting  between  Captain  Alverley 
and  Mrs  St  Helen.  Scandal  was  in- 
deed busy  with  their  names,  which  at 
length  found  their  way  into  the  papers 
of  tne  day.  Could,  for  instance,  the 
following  be  mistaken? — "The  eccen- 
tric conduct  of  the  lovely  wife  of  a 
very  gallant  officer,  is  beginning  to 
attract  much  notice  in  the  beau  monde. 
It  is  rumoured  to  have  been  such  as 
to  call  forth  an  intimation  from  a  very 
high  quarter"  &c.  &c. ;  while  in  one 


or  two  less  scrupulous  newspapers  her 
name,  connected  with  that  of  Captain 
Alverley,  was  mentioned  in  the  coars- 
est and  most  disgusting  terms. 

Alas,  poor  Colonel  St  Helen  !  if,  in- 
deed, the  chances  of  war  had  yet  spared 
you,  was  this  the  fond  and  lovely  wife 
you  left  in  such  an  agony  of  grief — the 
mother  of  your  children — she  to  whom 
you  had  confided  so  much  —  from 
whom  you  were  expecting  so  enthusi- 
astic a  welcome  after  all  your  brave, 
and  dangerous,  and  glorious  toils? 
Better  would  it  be  for  you  to  fall  glori- 
ously before  yon  grisly  array  of  mus- 
kets— amidst  the  bellowing  of  your 
country's  cannon,  than  survive  to 
meet  the  dismal  scenes  which  seem 
preparing  for  you  I 

Alas,  that  I  should  have  to  record 
it !  Mrs  St  Helen  at  length  g^w  so 
reckless — the  consequence  of  her  in- 
famous conduct  became  so  evident, 
that  even  some  of  the  less  fastidious 
of  the  circles  in  which  she  moved, 
found  it  necessary  to  exclude  her. 
Public  propriety  could  not  be  so  out- 
raged with  impunity. 

It  was  a  lovely  Sunday  morning  in 
May  18 — ,  on  which,  returning  from 
an  early  visit  to  a  patient  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Kensington,  I  ordered  Uie 
coachman  to  walk  his  horses,  that  I 
might  enjoy  the  balmy  freshness  of 
everything  around,  and  point  out  to 
my  little  son,  who  had  accompanied 
me  for  the  drive's  sake,  the  beauty  of 
Hyde  Park,  at  that  point  leading  off 
to  Kensin^on  Gardens.  I  could  al- 
most have  imagined  myself  fifty  miles 
off  in  the  country.  The  sun  shone 
serenely  out  of  the  blue  expanse  above, 
upon  the  bright  green  shrubs  and  trees, 
yet  cool  and  fresh  with  the  morning 
dew.  With  the  exception  of  one  gen- 
tleman who  had  cantered  past  us  a 
few  minutes  before,  and  a  tidy  old 
country-looking  dame,  sitting  on  one 
of  the  benches  to  rest  herself  from  a 
long  walk  to  town,  we  encountered  no 
one.  My  little  chatterer  was  making 
some  sagacious  observations  upon  the 
height  and  number  of  the  trees  in 
Kensington  Gardens,  when  a  rumbling 
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heavy  noke  indicated  the  a|>proach  of 
a  vehicle  at  a  rapid  rate.  It  proved 
to  be  a  chariot-and-four,  coming  to- 
ward9  us  in  the  direction  of  Cumber- 
land Gate — tearing  along  as  fast  as 
the  postilions  could  urge  their  horses. 
The  side-blinds  were  drawn  down,  but 
those  in  front  were  up,  and  enabled 
me  to  see — Mrs  St  Helen  and  Captain 
Alverley !  She  was  evidently  violently 
agitated,  her  white  dress  seemed  to 
have  been  put  on  in  haste  and  disorder, 
her  hair  was  dishevelled — she  was 
wringing  her  hands,  and  weeping  pas- 
sionately. He  was  so  absorbed  with 
his  attempts  to  pacify  her,  as  not  to 
have  observed  me.  I  drew  my  breath 
with  difficulty  for  some  moments,  the 
shock  of  such  a  dreadful  apparition 
had  been  so  sudden.  It  seemed  as 
though  I  had  met  Satan  hurrying 
away  with  a  fallen  angel ! 

So,  then,  this  was  her  elopement 
that  I  had  been  fated  to  see !  Yes,  the 
final  step  had  been  taken  which  sepa- 
rated that  miserable  and  guilty  being 
for  ever  from  all  that  was  honour- 
able, virtuous,  precious  in  life ;  which 
plunged  her  into  infamy  irretrievable ; 
— and  her  husband — her  children! — 
Fiend,  thou  hadst  triumphed ! 

My  exhilaration  of  spirits,  occasion- 
ed by  the  beauty  and  calmness  of  the 
morning,  instantly  disappeared.  It 
seemed  as  though  a  cloud  darkened 
the  heavens,  and  filled  my  soul  with 
oppressive  gloom.  "  Papa ! "  exclaim- 
ed my  little  son,  ]t>using  me  from 
the  reverie  into  which  I  had  fallen — 
"what  are  you  thinking  about?  Are 
you  Sony  for  that  lady  and  gentle- 
man ?  I  wonder  who  they  are  ?  Why 
was  she  ciying?  Is  she  ill,  do  you 
think?"  His  questions  at  length  at- 
tracted my  attention ;  but  I  could  not 
answer  him,  for  he  reminded  me  of 
little  Arthur  St  Helen,  who  was  just 
about  his  age  I  Poor  children !  Inno- 
cent offspring  of  an  infamous  mother, 
what  is  to  become  of  you?  What 
direful  associations  will  ever  hereafter 
hang  around  the  name  you  bear  I 

About  eleven  o'clock  I  drove  through 

Street,  and  on  approaching  Mrs 

St  Helen's  house    perceived  indica- 
tions, even  in  the  street,  of  something 


unusual  having  happened.  On  draw- 
ing up  at  the  door — for  I  determined 
to  call,  if  only  to  mention  what  I  had 
seen — I  saw  that  there  were  several 
persons  in  the  drawing-room,  evidently 
agitated.  The  servant  who  opened  the 
door  seemed  quite  bewildered.  I  was 
requested  to  walk  up-stairs  as  soon 
as  he  had  taken  up  my  name,  and 
soon  found  myself  in  the  drawing- 
room,  in  the  presence  of  Miss  Churchill, 
General  and  Mrs  Ogiivie,  the  Earl  and 
Countess  of  Hetheringham,  and  seve- 
ral other  relatives  and  connections  of 
Colonel  and  Mrs  St  Helen.  They  were 
all  evidently  labouring  under  great 
excitement.  Mrs  Ogiivie  was  perfectly 
frantic,  walking  to  and  fro,  and  wring- 
ing her  hands,  the  picture  of  despair. 
I  addressed  myself  first  to  Miss 
Churchill,  who  stood  nearest  me.  She 
took  my  hand,  but  suddenly  quitted  it, 
overcome  with  her  feelings,  and  turned 
away. 

"My  dear  countess,"  said  I,  ap- 
proaching the  Countess  of  Hethering- 
ham, who  was  sitting  on  the  sofa,  con- 
versing with  a  lady,  her  handkerchief 
now  and  then  raised  towards  her  eyes, 
but  her  manner  being  still  somewhat 
stately  and  composed — "  I  fear  I  can 
guess  what  has  nappened !  "  taking  a 
chair  opposite  to  her. 

"  Mopedj  doctor !  she  has,  positive- 
ly!— ^We  are  all  thunderstruck,"  she 
answered  in  a  low  tone,  but  with  her 
usual  deliberation.  "We  were  pre- 
paring to  go  to  church  when  the  pain- 
ful news  reached  us.  We  came  off 
hither,  and  have  been  here  ever  since. 
I  have  not  told  any  of  my  daughters.'* 

"  Her  companion,  I  suppose  — 

"  Of  course,  that  wretch  Captain 
Alverley.  It  is  a  pity  he  is  to  suc- 
ceed to  the  title  and  estates.  The  earl, 
by  the  way,  talks  of  calling  him  out, 
and  so  forth.  I'll  take  care  he  does 
no  such  thing,  however.  Don't  you 
think  General  Ogiivie  should  do  so,  if 
any  one  ?  " 

"How  and  when  did  she  gO'?"  I 
inquired,  affecting  not  to  hear  her  last 
observations.  "I  called  to  say  that  I 
suspected  what  has  happened,  since  I 
met  them  this  morning  early  in  the 
Park." r-^^^T^ 
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"  Herbert' ! "  exclaimed  the  coun- 
tess, in  a  less  drawling  tone  than 
usual,  addressing  the  Earl  of  Hether- 
ingham,  who  was  conversing  with 
General  Ogilvie  and  another  gentle- 
man in  a  low  earnest  tone  at  the  fur- 
ther end  of  the  room — "  Dr says 

that  he  met  the  fugitives  this  morning 
in  the  Park." 

"  Indeed ! "  exclaimed  the  earl  ear- 
nestly, as  they  all  three  approached 
us.  I  told  them  what  I  had  seen — 
and  they  listened  in  silence. 

"Do  you  think  we  could  mention 
the  affair  at  the  Horse-Guards  ?  "  in- 
quired the  earl,  turning  to  General 
Ogilvie.  "  I  have  a  great  mind  to  call 
on  the  commander-in-chief  to-morrow, 
and  represent  the  infamous  conduct 
of  his  aide-de-camp  towards  a  distin- 
guished brother  officer ! "  The  gene- 
ral and  his  companion  shook  their 
heads,  and  the  three  presently  walked 
away  again  to  a  distant  part  (7f  the 
drawing-roofn,  where  they  appeared 
to  resume  the  conversation  which  the 
countesses  summons  had  interrupted. 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,  doctor,  she 
continued,  "I  am  not  much  surprised 
at  her  turning  out  in  this  way    

"Heavens,  countess!  you  astonish' 
me  

"  Her  father,  you  know,"  continued 
the  frigid  countess,  "was  a  very  so-so 
kind  of  character;  and  gave  ner  no 
sort  of  proper  education.  I  have  had 
my  daughters  educated  in  the  strictest 
possible  way — quite  under  my  own 
eye !  Mrs  St  Helen  I  tried  to  train 
when  she  was  with  us  for  a  short 
time,  but  it  was  useless.  I  soon  saw 
it  was  in  vain;  and  she  did  m^  daugh- 
ters no  good  while  she  was  with  them, 
I  assure  you." 

"Why,  surely,  countess,  you  never 
saw  anything  improper  in  her  conduct 
while  she  was  under  your  care?" 

"  Oh,  whv,  yes — I  mean,  not  per- 
haps, exactly ;  but,  to  be  sure,  the 
girl's  head  was  quite  turned  with  the 
nonsense  the  men  talked  to  her,  as 
they  do  to  every  new  ffirl  —  they 
thought  her  pretty!"  She  paused, 
but  I  only  bowed. 

"  Tis  a  sad  thing  for  tw,  doctor,  is 
it  not?"  resumed  the  countess.  "The 


papers  will  take  care  to  get  hold  of  it, 
because  of  her  relationship  to  us — it  is 
really  most  unpleasant ! "  At  this 
moment,  a  servant  entered  and  whis- 

f>ered  to  Miss  Churchill,  and  she,  fol- 
owed  by  Mrs  Ogilvie,  presently  quit- 
ted the  room.  "  I  dare  say  that  is 
some  message  about  the  children," 
said  the  countess,  in  the  same  passion- 
less tone  and  manner  she  had  hitherto 
preserved — "how  I  pity  them^  by  the 
way !  Poor  things,  it  will  be  always 
flung  in  their  teeth;  they'll  feel  the 
greatest  difficulty  in  settling  in  life — 
I  quite  feel  for  them! "  sighing  gently. 
"  1  suppose,  by  the  way,  the  colonel 
will  fina  no  difficulty,  if  he  should  live 
to  return  to  England,  in  obtaining  a 
divorce?  But  then  the  exposure  is  so 
great ! "  How  long  the  countess  would 
have  gone  on  in  this  strain,  I  know 
not;  1  was  heartily  tired  of  it  —  it 
seemed,  so  to  speak,  utterly  out  of 
tune;  so  I  rose  and  bowed,  saying  I 
wished  to  see  Mrs  Ogilvie  before  I 
left,  as  she  and  Miss  Churchill  seemed 
extremely  excited  and  hysterical. 

"You  will  not  mention  this  affair 
more  than  you  can  help,  doctor ! " 
said  the  countess  with  great  dignity. 

"  Rely  on  my  prudence,"  I  replied 
carelessly,  and  quitted  the  room,  per- 
fectly wearied  out  and  disgusted  with 
the  tone  and  spirit  in  which  such  a 
dreadful  matter  was  discussed  by  one 
who  ought  to  have  felt  a  most  painful 
interest  in  it.  I  directed  a  servant  to 
show  me  to  the  room  whither  Mrs 
Ogilvie  and  Miss  Churchill  had  gone; 
and  was,  within  a  few  moments,  ush- 
ered into  the  boudoir.  How  my  heart 
ached,  as  I  hastily  cast  my  eye  over 
the  numerous  little  elegancies  scat- 
tered tastefully  about  the  room ;  and 
especially  when  it  fell  upon  a  beautiful 
full-length  crayon  sketch  of  Mrs  St 
Helen,  which  hung  upon  the  wall ! 

"  Oh,  wretch! "  exclaimed  Mrs  0^1- 
vie,  observm^  my  eye  fixed  upon  it ; 
and  walking  hastily  up  to  it,  she  stood 
for  a  few  moments  with  her  arms 
stretched  out  towards  it;  and  then, 
burying  her  face  in  her  hands,  wept 
as  u  her  heart  would  break.  I  rose, 
and  turned  the  picture  with  its  face  to 
the  wall. 
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"  My  brother !  my  brave  and  noble- 
tearted  brother!''  sobbed  Mrs  Ogilvie, 
and  §unk,  overpowered  with  her  feel- 
ings, into  a  seat. 

**  Where  is  my  mamma  ?  "  kept  con- 
tinually inquiring  little  Arthur  St 
Helen,  whom  Miss  Churchill  was 
tiasping  affectionately  in  her  arms, 
while  her  tears  fell  like  rain  upon  his 
little  head.  He  was  the  image  of  his 
beautiful — ^fallen  mother. 

"  She's  gone,  gone,  my  love !  You 
will  never  see  her  again !  "  she  mur- 
mured. 

"But  111  go  and  fetch  her,  if  you 
will  only  tell  me  where  she  is."  Miss 
Churchill  wept,  but  made  no  reply* 

"  Why  do  you  turn  mamma's  picture 
round  m  that  wav  ?  "  he  inquired, 
looking  at  me  with  a  haughty  air — 
one  that  most  strongly  reminded  me 
of  his  guilty  mother.  "I  love  my 
mamma  very  dearly,  and  you  shall  not 
do  so !  "  Miss  Churchill  kissed  him 
with  passionate  fervour,  but  made  him 
no  reply.  Mrs  Ogilvie  rose,  and 
beckoning  me  to  follow  her,  quitted 
the  boudoir,  and  stepped  into  the  room 
adjoining.  "  Oh,  doctor  I  of  all  the 
dreadful  scenes  you  have  ever  seen, 
can  anything  equal  this?  I  would 
rather — indeed  I  would — have  followed 
both  my  brother  and  his  wife  to  the 
grave,  than  lived  to  see  this  day  I — 
My  dear — brave — fond — generous — 
betrayed  brother — ^read  it !  read  it,  if 
you  can!  It  has  quite  broken  my 
neart! "  and  hastily  snatching  a  letter 
from  her  bosom,  she  thrust  it  into  my 
hands,  telling  me  that  Mrs  St  Helen 
had  received  it  only  late  last  night, 
and  in  her  hurried  flight,  which  it  had 
perhaps  occasioned,  had  left  it  upon 
the  floor  of  her  dressing-room.  The 
letter  was  from  Colonel  St  Helen  to 
Mrs  St  Helen ;  and  was  quite  damp — 
it  might  be  with  the  tears  of  agony 
that  had  fallen  from  those  who  had 
read  it.    It  was  as  follows : — 

"Malta,  April  10, 18— . 
**  My  sweet  Emma !  Still  two  thou- 
sand envious  miles  are  between  us! 
Oh,  that  I  had  an  angel's  wing  to  fly 
to  yon  in  a  moment !  But,  alas !  that 
is  what  I  have  been  wishing  a  thou- 


sand and  a  thousand  times  since  I  left 
you — four  long  years  ago.  My  lovely. 
Emma !  idol  of  my  heart,  and  shall  we 
indeed  be  ere  long  reunited  ?  Shall  I 
again  clasp  my  dear  beautiful  Emma 
in  my  arms — never,  never  again  to  be 
separated?  Dearest !  a  thousand  times 
the  wealth  of  the  Indies  shall  not 
tempt  me  again  to  quit  you !  *  * 
I  come  home  somewhat  earlier  than 
my  regiment,  being  a  little — ^mind, 
love !  only  a  little  of  an  invalid.  Don't 
be  alarmed,  my  sweet  Emma,  for  I 
assure  you,  upon  my  honour,  that  I 
am  quite  recovered.    The  fact  is,  that 

I  received,  in  the  battle  of  A ,  an 

iigly  wound  in  my  left  arm  from  a 
musket-ball,  which  confined  me  to  a 
tent  and  to  my  bed  for  nearly  six 

weeks ;  and  Lord ^  in  the  kindest 

way,  wrote  to  me  to  insist  upon  my 
returning  to  England  for  a  year,  in 
order  to  recruit.  I  came  overland, 
and  am  rather  fatigued  with  my  jour- 
ney. An  important  matter  keeps  me 
at  Malta  for  a  week ;  but  in  the  very 
next  ship  I  start  for  merry  old  Eng- 
land !  *  *  And  how  have 
you  been,  my  dearest  Emma?  And 
now  are  Artnur  and  George?  Why 
do  you  say  so  little  about  tnem  ?  and 
about  yourself?  But  I  suppose  yoa 
have  got  the  common  notion — that 
your  letters  are  opened  by  others  than 
those  they  are  oirected  to  ! — How  I 
have  guessed  what  might  be  the  fea- 
tures and  expression  of  my  little  boys! 
I  have  never  seen  George! — is  he 
really  like  me  ? — By  the  way,  I  have 
brought  you  some  lieautiful  diamonds ! 
I  have  almost  beggared  myself  (till  I 
arrive  in  England)  to  obtam  them  for 
my  Emma.  How  I  shall  delight  to 
see  them  upon  you ! 

*'  Unless  something  extraordinary 
should  happen,  you  will  seB  me  in 
about  a  week  after  you  get  this  letter 
— it  may  be  only  a  day  or  two  after ; 
and,  my  own  Emma,  I  most  particu- 
larly wish  that  you  will  be  alone  dur- 
ing the  week  immediately  following 
your  receipt  of  this  letter — for  I  must 
nave  you  all  to  myself,  when  we  meet 
— ^as  the  Scripture  has  it,  '  with  our 
joy  a  stranger  intermeddleth  not.' 
God  ble§s  you,  my  dearest,  dearest 
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Emma !  and  kiss  the  dear  bars  heart- 
ily for  me !  Your  food — doating  hus- 
bftxidy 

"Abthdb  St  Helen." 

I  returned  this  letter  to  Mrs  Ogilvie 
in  silence,  who,  with  a  heavy  sigh, 
replaced  it  in  her  bosom. 

"She  must  haye  read  it,"  said  I, 
after  a  pause. 

"  Yes,"  she  replied  with  a  shudder 
of  disgust  and  horror,  "  and  if  she  felt 
herseu  guilty,  I  wonder  she  survived 
it!"        *        «        « 

"  What  arrangements  have  you  made 
with  respect  to  the  children?"  I  in- 
quired. 

She  replied,  "  that  she  had  already 
f  iven  directions  for  their  removal  to 
her  house,  where*  she  should  keep 
them  till  her  brother's  return ; "  trem- 
bling as  she  uttered  the  last  word  or 
two.  *        •        * 

"  I  suppose  you  haye  heard  some  of 
the  many  painful  rumours  as  to  the 
conduct  of  Mrs  St  Helen  latterly  ? " 
said  I,  in  a  low  tone. 

"Yes— oh  yes — ^infamous  woman! 
But  the  general  and  I  have  been  tra- 
velling on  the  Continent  during  the 
last  SIX  months,  or  he  would  have 
taken  these  poor  children  away  from 
her  contaminating  presence,  even  by 
force,  if  necessary.  I  did  frequently 
expostulate  with  her  in  the  most  ur- 
gent manner,  but  latterly  she  grew 
very  haughty,  and  replied  to  me  with 

great  rudeness,  even^ 

"  Alas !  I  fear  her  heart  has  been 
long  corrupted."  She  shook  her  head 
ana  sobbed. — I  mentioned  the  slip  of 
paper  I  had  picked  up  in  my  car- 
riage. 

"Oh,  many,  many  worse  things 
than  that  have  come  to  our  knowledge 
since  we  returned  from  the  Continent! 
Her  disfijaceful  conduct  drove  Miss 

Churchill  from  Street  several 

months  ago.  Oh,  the  scenes  even  she 
has  been  compelled  to  witness!  Is 
there  no  punishment  for  this  vile — 
this  abominable  Alverley !" 

"  Can  it  be  true,  Mrs  Ogilvie,  that 
the  villain  has  even  had  the  miserable 
meanness  to  borrow  considerable  sums 
of  money  from  Mrs  St  Helen?" 


*'  That  also  I  have  heard ;  that  slie 
has  wasted  the  property  of  my  poor 
betrayed  brother,  and  uieir  children, 
in  order  to  supply  his  necessities  at 
the  gaming-table ;  but  I  cannot  go  on  I 
I  shall  go  distracted! " 

I  ascertained  that  very  late  in  the 
preceding  night,  or  rather  at  an  early 
nour  of  the  morning,  Mrs  St  Helen 
had  returned  from  Vauxhall,  accom- 
panied as  usual  by  Captain  Alverley, 
and  immediately  upon  her  entering 
the  house,  the  above*  letter  from 
Colonel  St  Helen  was  placed  in  her 
hands.  Her  guilty  soul  was  thunder- 
struck at  the  sight  of  her  husband's 
handwriting.  Captain  Alverley,  who 
entered  with  her,  opened  and  read  the 
letter ;  and  would  have  taken  it  away 
with  him  to  destroy  it,  had  she  not 
insisted  so  vehemently  upon  reading 
it  that  he  was  forced  to  comply.  She 
swooned  before  she  had  read  half  of 
the  letter.  All  I  could  learn  of  what 
happened  subsequently  was,  that  Cap- 
tain Alverley  leu  about  three  o'clock, 
and  retumea  in  little  more  than  an 
hour's  time;  that  a  travelling  car- 
riage-and-four  drew  up  at  the  door 
about  five  o'clock ;  but  such  was  her 
agitation  and  illness,  that  it  was  not 
till  nearly  half-past  seven  o'clock  that 
Captain  Alverley  succeeded,  after  a 
vain  attempt  to  induce  her  maid  to 
accompany  them,  in  carrying  Mrs  St 
Helen  into  the  carriage,  almost  in  a 
state  of  insensibility.  He  gave  the 
sullen  incredulous  servants  to  under- 
stand that  their  mistress  had  been 
summoned  off  to  meet  Colonel  St 
Helen!  She  had  not  ventured  into 
the  room  where  her  children  were 
asleep,  in  blessed  unconsciousness  of 
the  fearful  scenes  that  were  going 
forward. 

In  most  of  the  Monday  morning's 
newspapers  appeared  the  ordinary  kmd 
of  paragraph  announcing  the  "  Elope- 
ment in  fashionable  life" — some  of 
them  mentioning  the  names  of  the 
parties  by  initials.  One  of  them  al- 
luded to  Mrs  St  Helen's  connection 
with  the  family  of  the  Earl  of  Hether- 
ingham,  whom,  it  stated,  the  "  afflict- 
ing event  had  thrown  into  the  deepest 
distress,"  &c.-~an  intimation  so  iu- 
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tolerably  offensive  to  the  pure,  fasti- 
dious feelings  of  the  countess,  that 
the  day  after  there  appeared  the  fol- 
lowing paragraph.  1  give  verbatim 
the  heartless  disclaimer,  the  tone  and 
style  of  which  may  perhaps  serve  to 
indicate  the  distinguished  quarter 
whence  it  emanated. 
•  "  We  have  been  requested,  on  the 
very  highest  authority,  to  take  the 
earliest  possible  opportunity  of  cor- 
recting an  unintentional  and  most  in- 
jurious misstatement  that  appeared  in 
our  yesterday's  paper,  concerning  the 
truly  unfortunate  and  most  distressing 

affair  in Street,  and  one  that  is 

calculated  to  wound  the  feelings  of  a 
family  of  very  high  distinction.  It  is 
not  true,  but  quite  contrary  to  the 
fact,  that  the  lady,  Mrs  «««**«*,  was 
educated  in  the  family  of  the  Earl  of 
Hetheringham.  She  is  certainly  a 
remote  connection  of  the  earl's,  and 
when  extremely  young,  was  received 
on  a  visit  into  his  lordship's  house  till 
some  family  arrangements  had  been 
completed;  but  we  have  been  given 
to  understand  that  the  lady  in  ques- 
tion and  the  noble  family  alluded  to, 
have  been  long  alienated,  particularly 
the  female  branches."  In  another 
part  of  the  same  paper  appeared  the 

intelligence,  that  "  Mrs  St was  a 

lady  of  great  personal  beauty  and  ac- 
complishments, and  had  left  a  family 
of  six  children."  Another  newspaper 
informed  its  readers,  that  ''the  gal- 
lant companion  of  a  certain  lovely 
fugitive  was  the  heir-presumptive  of  a 
peerage  and  a  splendid  fortune."  A 
third,  "  that  the  late  elopement  was 
likely  to  afford  lucrative  employment 
to  the  gentlemen  of  the  long  robe." 
A  fourth,  "  that  the  husband  of  a  lady, 
whose  recent,  &c.,  was  an  officer  of 
distinction,  had  long  discarded  her, 
owing  to  her  light  conduct,  and  was 
now  taking  steps  to  procure  a  di- 
vorce," &c.  &c.  &c.  "With  such  mat- 
ters was — and  generally  is — ^titillated 
the  prurient  curiosity  of  fashionable 
society  for  a  moment  only — ^probably, 
after  a  brief  interval,  its  attention 
being  again  excited  by  intimations, 
that ''  the  lady  whose  elopement  lately 
occasioned  much  stir  in^  the  fashion- 


able circles,"  had  destroyed  herself, 
or  betaken  herself  to  most  reckless 
and  dishonourable  courses,  &c. ;  and 
that  Captain  A "was,  they  un- 
derstood, about  to  lead  to  the  hyme- 
neal altar  the  lovely  and  accomplished 

Miss ,"  &c.  &c.    This,  I  say,  is 

not  an  unfrequent  case ;  but  not  such 
was  the  course  of  events  consequent 
upon  the  enormous  wickedness  of  Mrs 
St  Helen. 

During  Monday  the  deserted  little 
St  Helens  were  removed,  accompanied 
by  Miss  Churchill,  to  the  residence  of 
Mrs  Ogilvie,  the  general  continuing  in 

Street,    to  receive  Colonel  St 

Helen  when  he  should  arrive,  and — 
in  what  way  he  best  might — break  to 
him  the  disastrous  intelligence  of  his 
wife's  infidelity  and  flight.  As  it  was 
uncertain  when  and  from  what  quar- 
ter Colonel  St  Helen  would  reach  the 
metropolis,  it  was  of  course  impossi- 
ble to  anticipate  or  prevent  his  arrival 
at Street,  even  had  such  a  mea- 
sure been  desirable.  Up  to  Thursday 
he  had  not  made  his  dreaded  appear- 
ance. On  the  evening  of  that  day, 
however,  a  post-chaise  and  four,  cover- 
ed with  dust,  rattled  rapidly  round 

the  corner  of Square,  and  in  a 

few  moments  the  reeking  horses  stood 
panting  at  the  door  of  Colonel  St 
Helen's.  Before  either  of  the  postil- 
lions could  dismount,  or  the  servant 
open  the  hall-door,  or  General  Ogilvie, 
who  was  sitting  in  the  dining-room, 
make  his  appearance,  the  chaise-door 
was  opened  from  within,  the  steps 
thrust  down,  and  forth  sprung  a  gen- 
tleman in  dusty  travelling  costume — 
his  left  arm  in  a  sling — and  rushed  up 
to  the  door  of  the  house.  Wliile  his 
impatient  hand  was  thundering  with 
the  knocker,  the  door  was  opened. 

"Is  Mrs  St  Helen " — ^he  commenced, 
in  eager  and  joyful  accents,  which, 
however,  suddenly  ceased  at  sight  of 
the  servant  standing,  pale  as  death, 
trembling  and  silent. 

"Why — ^what's  the  matter?'*  stam- 
mered Colonel  St  Helen — for  he,  of 
course,  it  was.  "  Ah,  Ogilvie ! "  rush- 
ing towards  the  general,  who,  having 
paused  for  an  instant  before  present- 
ing himself,  now  quitted  the  dining- 
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room,  and  hurried  up  io  the  startled 
colonel. 

"My  dear  St  Helen!"  commenced 
the  general,  his  agitation  apparent.  A 
mighty  sigh  burst  from  the  swelling 
bosom  of  Colonel  St  Helen,  as  he  suf^ 
fered  himself  to  be  drawn  into  the 
dining-room. 

"What's  all  this!"  he  inquired  in 
a  hoarse,  hard  whisper,  as  General 
Ogilvie  shut  the  door.  He  was  for  a 
moment  tongue-tied  at  sight  of  the 
long-dreaded  apparition  which  now 
so  suddenly  stood  before  him.  The 
colonel's  face  became  overspread  with 
a  deadly  hue  as  he  made  the  inquiry, 
and  his  right  hand  still  locked  that  of 
General  Ogilvie  in  its  rigid  grasp. 

"  St  Helen,  you  must  bear  it  like  a 
man  and  a  soldier,"  at  length  com- 
menced the  general,  recovering  him- 
self.     "The    chances  of  war,   you 

know" 

"  Is  she  dead  ?  "  gasped  the  colonel, 
without  moving  from  where  he  stood, 
or  relaxing  his  hold  of  General  Ogil- 
vie's  hand. 

"No,"  replied  the  general,  turning 
as  pale  as  his  companion. 
"  Then — what — in  the  name  of  God ! 

— tell  me" whispered  Colonel  St 

Helen,  his  eyes  almost  starting  out  of 
their  sockets,  while  the  drops  of  per- 
spiration stood  upon  his  forenead.  At 
a  word  spoken  in  a  low  tone  by  Gene- 
ral Ogilvie,  the  colonel  started  as  if 
he  had  bee^  stabbed,  and  then  lay  ex- 
tended upon  the  floor.  The  general 
sprung  to  the  bell,  and  shouted  vio- 
lently for  assistance.  The  room  was 
instantly  almost  filled  with  servants. 
One  of  them  was  despatched  for  me, 
and  another  for  the  nearest  surgeon. 
The  latter  arrived  in  a  very  few  min- 
utes, and  I  was  in  attendance  within 
little  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour ; 
for  the  man,  knowing  my  carriage, 
stopped  it  as  I  was  entering  the  street 
in  which  I  lived.  I  found  Colonel  St 
Helen  propped  up  in  bed  in  the  arms 
of  General  Ogilvie  —  his  coat  and 
waistcoat,  and  neck-handkerchief  only 
had  been  removed,  and  his  shirt-collar 
thrown  open.  The  heavy  snorting 
sound  that  met  mv  ears  prepared  me 
for  the  worst.    Colonel  St  Helen  was 


in  a  fit  of  apoplexy.  Within  a  minute 
or  two  after  my  entrance  the  jugular 
vein  was  opened — that  in  the  arm  had 
given  no  relief.  Oh,  that  his  infamous 
wife  could  have  been  by  my  side  as  I 
gazed  upon  the  lamentable  object  be- 
fore me !  Here,  woman— behold  your 
handiwork ! 

He  had  been  ever  foremost  in  figh^; 
he  had  braved  death  in  a  thousand 
forms ;  the  flag  of  victory  had  ofteu 
waved  gloriouslv  over  mm;  he  had 
quitted  the  field  with  honourable, 
wounds ;  his  grateful  country  welcom- 
ed her  gallant  disabled  son ;  his  affec- 
tionate wife,  he  thought,  stretched 
forth  her  eager  arms  to  receive  him; 
s^er  months  of  agony,  on  the  wings 
of  love  he  had  flown  seven  thousand 
long  miles  to  be — blasted,  as  here  he 
lay  Defore  me! 

Sad  sights  have  I  seen  in  my  time, 
but  when  one  so  sad  as  this?  My 
swelling  heart  overpowers  me !  Poor 
colonel,  what  can  my  art  do  for  thee?  < 
And  thou,  Alverley,  come  hither 
ihou  for  a  moment,  slayer  of  the  peace 
and  honour  of  thy  brave  brother  sol- 
dier! Quit  for  a  moment  the  cocka- 
trice, thy  companion,  to  look  upon  this 
victim  of  your  united  treachery!  Oh, 
out  ufjon  thee !  thy  presence  corrupts 
the  air!  Down^  doum  to  heUI  But 
no! — ^I  rave — society  will  presently 
welcome  you  again,  gay  Alverley,  to 
her  harlot  bosom ! 

Though  a  large  opening  had  been 
made  in  the  iugular  vein,  through 
which  the  blood  was  flowing  copiously, 
no  impression  whatever  seemed  made, 
or  likely  to  be  made,  upon  the  violence 
of  the  attack.  I  therefore  reconmiended 
opening  the  turgid  temporal  artery — 
which  was  done — and  large  blisters  to 
be  applied  to  the  nape  of  the  neck  and 
to  the  extremities — ^the  usual  means 
resorted  to  in  violent  apoplectic  seiz- 
ures. I  waited  for  upwards  of  an  hour, 
and  was  then  obUged  to  leave  my 
unhappy,  but  perhaps  happily  uncon- 
scious patient,  m  ajmarently  the  same 
state  as  that  in  which  I  had  found  him. 
I  paid  him  another  visit  early  in  the 
morning; — still  he  lay  in  extreme  dan- 
ger, having  been  bled  twice  during  the 
night,  but  without  any  sensible  effect. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  BESTBOYEIL 


481 


I  willingly  acceded  to  the  general's 
desire  for  an  immediate  consultation 

with  Sir ,  which  accordingly 

took  place  ahout  two  o'clock.  The  re- 
sult was,  that  we  expressed  a  strong 
opinion  that,  unless  a  decided  change 
took  place  within  an  hour  or  two,  the 
attack  would  prove  fatal.  Why  should 
I  wish  it  —  1  thought — otherwise? 
What  hopeless  anguiim  would  be  spared 
him  were  he  never  to  awake  to  a  con- 
sciousness of  the  tremendous  calamity 
that  had  befallen  him !  What  could 
life  henceforth  be  to  him  f  How  could 
his  grievous  wounds  be  healed,  or  even 
stanched  ?  How  could  his  wrongs 
be  repaired,  mitigated,  or  concealea? 
Wik&t  bitter  agony  would  the  sight  of 
his  children  ever  force  into  his  heart  I 
I  thought  of  all  this,  and  for  a  moment 
did  not  feel  anxious  that  success  should 
attend  our  strenuous  efforts  to  save- 
him.  They  succeeded,  however,  and 
in  three  or  four  days'  time  it  seemed 
probable  that  the  unhappy  sufferer 
would  live  to  become  acquainted  with 
the  full  extent  of  his  misery — ^to  drain 

Fjrhaps  the  cup  of  sorrow  to  the  dregs, 
was  in  the  room  when  his  eyes  gave 
almost  their  first  look  of  returning 
consciousness.  Qh,  dreadful  contrast 
to  the  gay  and  happy  man  I  last  saw 
him  before  his  departure  for  India !  His 
hair  was  now  somewhat  of  an  iron- 
grey  hue — ^his  complexion  had  become 
deeply  bronze(]h  by  nis  constant  expo- 
sure to  the  rays  of  an  Indian  sun. 
Despite,  however,  his  present  extreme 
exhaustion,  and  the  simken  sallowness 
of  his  countenance,  it  was  impossible 
not  to  perceive  its  superior  air — ^the 
lineaments  of  that  bold  and  resolute 
character  for  which  Colonel  St  Helen 
had  ever  been  distinguished.  But 
where  was  the  wonted  fire  of  those 
dark  eyes,  that  were  now  directed  to- 
wards me  drowsily  and  unconsciously?. 
Was  he  then  aware  of  the  cause  of  nis 
illness,  or  was  the  frightful  truth  break- 
ing bitterly  and  slowly  upon  his  reviv- 
ing faculties  ?  God  grant  that  the  lat- 
ter might  prove  to  be  the  case,  or  the 
consequences  might  be  disastrous  in- 
deed! 
For  nearly  a  fortnight  he  lay  in  a 


kind  of  lethargy,  never  once  speaking, 
or  apparently  taking  any  notice  of 
what  was  passing  about  him.  Innu- 
merable calls  were  made  at  his  house, 
and  inquiries  concerning  his  health  by 
a  large  circle  of  attached  and  sympa- 
thising friends.  His  royal  highness,  the 
commander-in-chief,  sent  akaost  daily 
to  know  how  he  was  going  on.  As 
soon  as  I  thought  it  advisable,  1  inti- 
mated my  anxious  wish  that  he  should 
have  the  advantage  of  a  change  oi 
scene ;  and  as  soon  as  he  was  able  to 
be  removed,  travel  by  easy  stages  to 
Cheltenham.  He  simply  shook  his 
head,  sorrowfully,  at  the  same  time 
raising  his  hand  as  if  deprecating  the 
mention  of  it.  Of  course  I  desisted.  ' 
The  next  time  I  called,  his  female 
attendant  met  me  on  the  stairs,  and 
gave  me  to  understand  that  he  had 
begged  the  proposal  might  not  be  re- 
newed, as  he  was  determined  not  to 

quit Street.     Before  leaving  him 

that  day.  General  Ogilvie  followed  me, 
and  told  me  that  the  colonel,  who  had 
not  once  made  any  allusion  to  what 
had  taken  place,  suddenly  inquired,  in 
the  course  of  the  morning,  in  a  faint 
tone,  where  his  children  were;  and, 
on  being  informed,  expressed  a  wish 
to  see  them.  After  some  hesitation,  I 
consented  to  their  being  brought  the 
next  day,  for  a  few  minutes  only — ^the 
general  having  assured  me  that  I  could 
not  overrate  the  fortitude  of  his  suffer- 
ing relative.  "  Depend  upon  it  he  will 
bear  the  sight  of  them,"  said  the  gene- 
ral, **  better  than  you  imagine,  though 
certainly  his  nerves  must  have  been 
much  shaken.  How  shall  we  arrange 
it  ?  I  should  very  much  wish  you  to 
be  present,  doctor,  if  you  could  con- 
trive it."  I  promised  not  onlv  to  be 
present)  but  that,  as  I  could  easily 
arrange  it,  I  would  myself  call  and 
bring  Mrs  Ogilvie  and  the  children ; 
and  so  it  was  decided.  The  next  after- 
noon, therefore,  about  three  o'clock, 
on  my  return  from  visiting  a  patient 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  General  Ogil- 
vie's  residence,  1  called  there,  but 
found  Mrs  Ogilvie  on  the  point  of  go- 
ing out,  not  having  received  any  inti- 
mation of  our  arrangement.  She  in- 
2h 
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stantly,  however,  agreed  to  accompany 
me.  "  And  how  are  your  little  ne- 
phews?" I  inquired. 

"  Oh,  they  are  very  well ! "  she  re- 
plied with  a  sigh ;  "  a  child's  grief  is 
not  very  deep  or  lasting ;  Arthur  was 
as  merry  the  next  morning  after  leav- 
ing   Street,  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 
pened !  Now  and  then,  however,  he 
suddenly  asks  me  where  his  mamma 
is,  and  when  he  shall  go  to  see  her,  or 
when  she  will  come  here  !  But  when 
he  sees  me  sometimes  turn  aside  my 
head,  to  hide  the  tears  that  force  them- 
selves into  my  eyes,  the  poor  child 
thinks  I  am  an^y  with  him,  and 
kisses  me,  throwing  his  arms  round 
my  neck,  and  saying  he  will  never  ask 
to  see  his  mamma  again.    He  soon, 
however,  forgets  his  promise,"  added 
Mrs  Ogilvie  with  emotion.    "  Here 
they  are  at  present,  as  merry  as  they 
can  be,"  she  continued,  opening  the 
folding-doors,  and  walking  mto  a  room 
that  looked  upon  a  pleasant  garden. 
"  Alas,  that  they  should  ever  hear  of 
what  has  caused  all  our  sorrow !" 

The  two  little  hoys  were  romping 
about  upon  the  grass-plot  in  high  glee, 
running  after  and  rolling  over  one  an- 
other. How  like  the  elder  one  was 
to  his  wretched,  degraded,  accursed 
mother!  The  same  bright  blue  eye, 
the  same  beautifully  formed  chin  and 
mouth ! — ^I  dreaded  the  effect  of  his 
standing  suddenly  before  his  father ! — 
The  younger  child,  George,  as  lively 
as  a  cricket,  and  as  brown  as  a  berry, 
bore  some  little  general  resemblance 
to  his  father. 

Oh,  how  could  your  mother  look 
upon  your  little  faces,  and  listen  to 
your  prattle,  and  feel  your  tiny  arms 
embracing  her,  and  forget  that  she  had 
borne  you  I  That  you  were  the  fruit 
of  her  womb !  That  your  little  lips  had 
a  thousand  times  drawn  nurture  from 
her  bosom !  Forget  all  the  myriad  of 
delicious  agonies  and  ecstasies  of  a 
mother !  Her  generous,  confiding,  ab- 
sent husband ! — How  could  she,  know- 
ing all  this,  recollecting  all  this,  deli- 
berately surrender  herself  to  destruc- 
tion, and  prefer  the  blighting  compan- 
ionship of  a  fiend — an  adulterer  I 
"Now,  Arthur  and  Greorge,"  said 


Mrs  Ogilvie,  as  we  approached  theni 
in  the  garden — "you  must  be  good 
children,  and  go  and  get  dressed,  and 

I  will  take  you  both  out ! " 

"  What !  a  drive  in  the  carriage  ? 


I  love  the  ponies ! "  replied  Arthui* 
eagerly. 

"  Yes,  my  love,  we  are  going  to  take 
you  to  see  papa." 

"  No,  no,  I  shall  not  go  there !  1 
don't  like  my  papa!  He  has  taken 
my  mamma  away  ! " 

"No,  child,  do  not  talk  such  non- 
sense ;  papa  has  done  no  such  thing. 
Poor  papa  is  very  ill,"  replied  Mrs 
Ogilvie  tremulously,  "and  wishes  to 
see  his  little  boys. 

"  I  don't  know  my  papa,"  said  the 
child,  pouting,  and  sidling  away  from 
us.  "He's  a  very,  very  great  way  off 
—but  if  you'll  let  mamma  go  with  us, 
then  I  don't  care." 

"  Your  papa,"  said  I,  observing  Mrs 
Ogilvie's  emotion,  "  does  not  know 
where  your  mamma  is ! "  The  child 
seemed  quite  puzzled  at  all  this. 
"  Will  you  go  with  us,  then  ?  "  he  in- 
quired, turning  to  Mrs  Ogilvie. 
"Yes,love.'^ 

"  Isn't  my  papa  a  very  ^eat  oflScer?" 
he  inquired  abruptly.  "Me  has  killed 
— oh,  such  a  number  of  people,  I  am 
told !  Do  you  think  he  will  like  to 
see  «*  ?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed,  Arthur — and  he  will 
love  you  very  dearly  T"  replied  Mrs 
Ogilvie  with  a  faltermg  voice,  leading^ 
her  little  nephews  into  the  house. 
.  They  were  not  long  in  being  dressed, 
and  we  were  presently  on  our  way  to 
town.  I  began  to  feel  rather  more 
apprehensive  of  the  propriety  of  allow- 
ing  the  interview  when  I  saw  how  his 
mother  was  running  in  Arthur's  head. 
Suppose  he  were  bluntly  to  ask  his 
fatner  what  had  become  of  her?  I 
whispered  my  apprehensions  to  Mrs 
Ogilvie,  and  found  them  shared  by 
her.  She  had  not  seen  her  brother 
since  his  return  from  India,  and  de- 
clared herself  perfectly  incapable  of 
bearing  an  interview  with  him  at  pre- 
sent, even  were  he  able  to  receive 

her.    As  we  turned  into Street, 

the  children  became  very  restless ; 
and   when   we   reached   the   house 
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Arthur  looked  tip  at  it  apprehensively, 
and  refused  at  first  to  quit  the  carriage. 
"We  succeeded,  however,  in  inducing 
him  to  do  so,  and  in  pacifying  him, 
and  hoth  the  children  were  conducted 
into  the  library,  where  Mrs  Ogilvie 
undertook  to  occupy  their  attention 
while  I  repaired  to  the  colonel's  bed- 
side to  ascertain  how  he  was.  I  found 
him  very  little  changed  from  what  I 
had  seen  him  on  the  preceding  day, 
except  that  there  was  an  evident  rest- 
lessness and  anxiety  about  the  eyes. 
Probably  he  was  aware  that  his  chil- 
dren had  arrived.  General  Ogilvie, 
who  rarely  quitted  the  chamber  of  his 
suffering  brother-in-law,  sat  in  his  ac- 
customed chair  beside  him.  I  sat  down 
in  the  one  usually  placed  for  me  ; 
while  my  finger  was  on  his  pulse,  and 
my  eye  on  my  watch,  the  colonel  said, 
in  a  low  tone — "  They  are  come,  are 
they  not  ?  "  I  told  him  that  they  were 
below. 

"  Let  them  be  brought  up,  then,  if 
you  please — ^but  only  one  at  a  time," 
said  he,  a  faint  flush  appearing  on  his 
cheek.  General  Ogilvie  immediately 
left  the  room,  but  not  without  first 
casting  an  anxious  glance  at  me. 

"  You  are  both,  I  can  see,  apprehen- 
sive on  my  account,"  he  whispered ; 
"  but  1  am  perfectly  aware  of  my  situa- 
tion.—He  must  not  be  long  in  the 
room,  however ;  for  I  may  not  be  so 
strong  as  I  think  myself.  In  a  few 
moments  General  Ogilvie  returned, 
leading  in  his  little  companion,  who 
entered  ^ith  evident  reluctance,  look- 
ing^ with  some  fear  towards  the  bed 
where  his  father  lay. 

"You  are  a  very  good  child,  Arthur," 
said  I  in  a  soothing  tone,  holding  out 
my  hand  to  receive  him — inwardly 
cursing  at  the  moment  his  resemblance 
to  Mrs  St  Helen,  and  which  just  then 
appeared  to  me  stronger  than  ever, 
"dome  and  ask  your  papa  how  he  is ! " 
The  child  came  and  stood  between  my 
knees.  Can  I  ever  forget  the  looks 
with  which  that  father  and  son,  on 
this  their  bitter  meeting,  regarded  one 
another?  Neither  spoke.  It  would 
be  in  vain  to  attempt  describing  that 
of  the  former :  as  for  little  Arthur,  his 
face  showed  a  mingled  expression  of 


apprehension  and  wonder.  "  Speak 
to  your  papa,"  I  whispered,  observing 
him  slowly  pressing  back — "he  is  very 
poorly ! "  He  looked  at  me  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  then  faintly  exclaimed, 
Fizing  at  Colonel  St  Helen — "  Papa, 
love  you ! "  The  poor  colonel  turned 
his  head  away  and  closed  his  eyes. 
In  vain  he  strove  to  compress  his 
quivering  lip;  nature  ioomW  conquer, 
and  the  tears  soon  forced  themselves 
through  his  closed  eyelids.  I  wish 
Mrs  St  Helen  could  have  seen  the  un- 
utterable anguish  visible  in  his  fea- 
tures when  he  turned  again  to  look 
upon  the  little  innocent  countenance 
— ^in  form  and  feature  so  much  re- 
sembling hers  !  After  gazing  thus  for 
some  moments  in  silence  upon  the 
child,  he  whispered,  "Kiss  me,  Ar- 
thur I "  He  did  so — bending  forward, 
however,  timorously. 

"Do  you  love  me?"  inquired  his 
father. 

"Yes,  papa!"  The  colonel  stretched 
out  his  arms  to  embrace  his  son,  but 
his  left  arm  instantly  fell  again  power- 
less beside  him.  He  shook  his  head, 
and  endeavoured  to  suppress  a  heavy 
sigh. 

"  Do  you  recollect  me,  Arthur  ?  " 
he  inquired.  The  child  looked  at  me, 
and  made  no  answer. 

"Do  you  love  your  little  brother 
George?"  asked  the  colonel  lan- 
guidhr. 

"  Yes,  very  much — I'll  go  and  fetch 
him,  papa — ^ne  will  love  you  too — ^h© 
is  down  stairs."  Every  fibre  of  Colonel 
St  Helen's  face  quivered  with  emotion. 
His  eyes  overflowed  with  tears,  and 
he  whispered — 

"I  feel  I  cannot  bear  it!  he  had 
better  go." 

"General,"  said  I,  "will  you  take 
him  down  stairs?  We  fatigue  Colonel 
St  Helen ! "  But  he  made  me  no  an- 
swer. He  was  looking  forcedly  away^ 
and  his  tears  fell  fast.  I  tnerefore 
rose,  and  after  lifting  up  the  child 
again  to  kiss  his  suffering  parent,  led 
him  down  stairs,  thankful  that  he  had 
not  tortured  his  father  by  any  allusion 
to  his  infamotis  mother.  On  my  re- 
turn, I  found  Colonel  St  Helen  much 
exhausted,    and   evidei^tly   suffering 
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acutely  from  the  distracted  feelings 
excited  by  his  son's  presence. 

He  recovered,  but  very  slowly,  dur- 
ing the  ensuing  month,  irom  as  severe 
an  attack  of  apoplexy  as  I  had  ever 
witnessed.  The  grief  that  was  preying 
upon  his  heart  soon  showed  itself  in 
the  settled  gloom  with  which  his 
emaciated  features  were  laden,  and 
which,  coupled  with  his  dangerous 
illness,  and  the  very  violent  remedies 
we  were  compelled  to  adopt  in  order 
to  subdue  it,  nad  reduced  him  almost 
to  a  skeleton.  He  had,  indeed,  fallen 
away  most  surprisingly.  A  fine  mus- 
cular man  when  in  health,  he  looked 
now  as  if  he  had  returned  from  India 
in  a  deep  decline.  He  would  sit  alone, 
and  speechless,  for  hours ;  and  took 
even  nis  ordinary  nourishment  with 
visible  reluctance.  When  his  children 
entered  into  his  presence — they  were 
brought  to  him  daily — he  received 
them  with  affection,  hut  his  manner 
oppressed  them.  Alas !  he  had  now 
no  smiles  with  which  to  welcome  and 
return  any  of  their  little  overtures  to- 
wards cheerfulness ;  in  the  midst  of 
any  faint  attempt  at  merriment  on 
their  part,  he  would  rise,  and  suddenly 
clasp  them  to  his  widowed  heart  in 
silent  agony. 

The  manner  in  which,  at  a  former 
period  of  his  illness,  he  had  reiected 
the  proposal  made  to  him  of  a  change 
of  scene,  prevented  its  being  renewed. 
One  morning,  however,  he  suddenly 
asked  General  Ogilvie  if  he  could  give 
him  a  home  for  a  few  months ;  and  on 
being  assured  of  the  affectionate  wel- 
come with  which  he  would  be  received, 

he  expressed  a  desire  to  c^uit  

Street  on  the  ensuing  mornmg.  He 
forthwith  gave  directions  for  his  house, 
with  all  its  furniture,  of  every  descrip- 
tion, to  be  sold;  and  the  clothes,  trink- 
ets, and  such  personal  ornaments  of 
Mrs  St  Helen  as  were  in  the  house, 
he  ordered  to  be  destroyed.  He  ex- 
acted a  pledge  to  this  effect  from  Gen- 
eral Ogilvie.  On  its  being  given,  and 
the  necessary  arrangements  made  for 
his  departure,  he  took  his  arm,  and — 
shadow  of  his  former  self! — stepped 
languidly  into  the  ^eneraVs  carnage, 
drew  down  the  bUnds,  and  quitted 


Street  for  ever.    The  day  afler, 

in  passing  the  house,  I  saw,  on  great 
staring  bills  in  the  windows  and  on  a 
board  upon  the  walls,  "This  House 
TO  BE  Sold."  To  this  day  I  never 
glance  at  such  objects  without  being* 
suddenly  and  painfully  reminded  of 
the  events  which  are  detailed  in  this 
chapter. 

I  could  gain  no  intelligence  what- 
ever of  the  destination  or  movements 
of  Mrs  St  Helen;  it  was  generally- 
supposed  that  she  had  gone,  and  still 
remained  abroad,  in  company  with 
Captain  Alverley.  I  expected  m  each 
day's  paper  to  hear  of  her  having  com- 
mittea  suicide;  and  for  that  reason, 
never  omitted  to  cast  my  eye  over  a 
paragraph  headed  with  "  Coroner's  In- 
quest," or  "  Distressing  Suicide."  Not 
so,  however ;  she  was  reserved  for 
severer  sufferings ;  a  more  signal  pun- 
ishment ;  a  more  lamentable  end  ! 
Captain  Alverley  made  his  appearance 
in  London  about  six  weeks  after  the 
elopement;  and  in  passing  along  St 
James's  Park  he  chanced  to  come  up- 
on his  royal  highness  the  commander- 
in-chief,  who  was  returning  on  horse- 
back from  the  Horse-Guards.  He  drew 
up,  and  motioning  Captain  Alverley, 
his  aid&de<ampy  to  approach,  rebuked 
him  sternly  and  indignantly  for  the 
cruel  and  infamous  outrage  he  had 
committed,  commanding  him  never 
again  to  enter  his  presence.  The  duke 
rode  off  with  a  haughty  scowl,  leaving 
Captain  Alverley  apparently  thunder- 
struck. This  incident  found  its  way 
into  the  next  day's  papers ;  and  Cap- 
tain Alverley,  perceiving  himself  in 
general  bad  odour,  threw  up  his  com- 
mission, and  withdrew,  it  was  sup- 
g>sed,  to  the  Continent.  Tlie  excellent 
uke  of  York,  indeed,  evinced  from 
the  first  the  greatest  sympathy  with 
Colonel  St  Helen ;  and  as  soon  as  he 
thought  he  might  safely  do  so,  sent 
him  a  letter,  by  a  distinguished  gene- 
ral officer,  also  a  friend  of  the  colonel's, 
full  of  the  kindest  and  most  conde- 
scendinfi^  expressions,  and  intimating 
his  wish  to  see  him  at  the  Horse- 
Guards  at  the  earliest  possible  oppor- 
tunity. He  added  that  he  was  autho- 
rised to  state  that  his  majesty  had 
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expressed  a  sincere  sympathy  for  his 
sufferings,  and  the  highest  approha- 
tion  of  his  gallant  conduct  aoroad. 
The  colonel  sighed  on  reading  these 
flattering  communications. 

"  Tell  nis  royal  highness,"  said  he, 
"  that  I  am  very  grateful  for  his  con- 
descension ;  and  the  moment  I  am 
able  I  will  attend  him  personally  to 
say  as  much." 

"I  was  not  exactly  authorised," 

said  Lord ,  "  to  mention  it  to  you, 

but  you  are  to  have  the  — ^th ;  I  heard 
his  royal  highness  say  as  much." 

**  Pray  tell  his  roysl  highness,"  re- 
plied the  Colonel  with  a  melancholy 
air,  "  that  I  cannot  accept  it,  for  I 
return  to  India  by  the  next  ship ! " 

"Good  God!  Colonel  St  Helen- 
return  to  India?"  echoed  Lord 

with  an  air  of  infinite  astonishment. 

"  Can  I  remain  in  JSngkmd  ?  "  sud- 
denly inquired  the  Colonel,  with  a 

look  that  silenced  Lord ,  at  the 

same  time  hastily  rising  and  standing 
for  a  few  moments  with  his  back 
turned  towards  him,  evidently  •ver- 
powered  with  his  feelings.  X^either 
spoke  for  a  few  moments. 

"I  cannot  tell  this  to  his  royal 

highness,"  said  Lord ;  "  I  know 

he  will  ask  me  about  everything  that 
has  passed  at  our  interview." 

"  Then  tell  him,  my  lord,  my  last 
words  to  you  were,  that  my  heart  is 
broken,  but  my  will  is  not.  I  shall  go 
to  India,  if  I  live,  and  that  as  soon  as 
possible ! " 

Lord saw  that  he  was  inflexible, 

and  abstained  from  further  importu- 
nities. 

Three  months  had  now  elapsed  from 
the  day  on  which  Colonel  St  Helen 
arrived  in  England  to  encounter  so 
fell  a  blight  of  his  fondest  hopes,  his 
brightest  prospects ;  and  he  had  made 
his  final  and  gloomy  preparations  for 
returning  to  India.  Notwithstanding 
the  sympathising  and  affectionate  at- 
tachment of  General  and  Mrs  Ogilvie, 
had  it  not  been  for  the  daily  sight  of 
his  children — those  innocent,  helpless, 
deserted  beings,  whom  he  was  himself 
even  about  to  desert — he  would  have 
lost  almost  all  sympathy  with  man- 
kind.   His  heart  yearned  indeed  to- 


wards his  little  sons — but  his  resolu- 
tion had  been  taken,  and  was  un- 
changeable, to  return  to  India,  and, 
amidst  the  scenes  of  direful  cai*nage 
he  had  there  quitted,  to  seek,  in  an 
honourable  death,  release  from  the 
agonies  he  suffered.  He  arranged  all 
his  affairs  evidently  on  the  basis  of 
his  being  about  to  take  leave  of  Eng- 
land for  ever.  His  purposes  with  refer- 
ence to  his  children  might  have  been 
varied  but  for  the  fond  and  zealous 
guardians  for  them  he  found  in  Gene- 
ral and  Mrs  Ogilvie.  It  was  not  till 
within  a  very  short  period  of  his  de- 
parture, that  he  could  bear  to  ask  from 
the  former  a  detailed  account  of  all 
that  had  happened.  He  heard  the 
name  of  Alverley  mentioned  in  silence. 
He  merely  inquired  for  a  while  where 
he  was  supposed  to  be,  and  never 
again  alluded  to  him.  The  name  of 
Mrs  St  Helen  never  escaped  his  lips. 

When  he  presented  himself  before 
the  conmiander-in-chief,  he  met  with 
a  most  gracious  reception.  His  royal 
highness  shook  him  warmly  by  the 
hand,  and  with  a  quivering  lip  assured 
him  of  his  sympathy  and  personal 
regard. 

"Is  your  resolution  to  return  to 
India,  Cfolonel  St  Helen,  unalterable?" 
inquired  the  duke.  The  colonel  bowed ; 
his  air  and  manner  satisfied  the  duke 
of  the  uselessness  of  expostulation. 
No :  in  vain  were  the  intimations  of 
royalty,  the  entreaties  of  friends  ;  in 
vain  the  passionate  tears  and  em- 
braces of  his  sister ;  in  vain  the  ener- 
getic remonstrances  of  General  Ogil- 
vie ;  in  vain  were  his  children  flung 
by  his  sister  into  his  arms  and  upon 
his  knees,  in  an  ecstasy  of  grief.  His 
darkening  countenance  told  how  vain 
were  all  such  appeals.  His  passage 
was  engaged  in  a  ship  quitting  the 
Thames  in  a  few  days*  time.  His 
servant  had  already  packed  up  almost 
all  that  was  to  be  taken  aboard.  The 
dreaded  morning  arrived ;  he  tenderly 
embraced  his  sister  and  his  children 
before  setting  off  for  town — finally  as 
he  had  determined,  but  only  for  a  few 
hours  as  they  supposed,  understand- 
ing that  he  would  return  in  the  after- 
noon to  bid  them  adieu  fox;  ever. 
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"While  he  and  General  Ogilvie 
were  waiting  in  a  back  room  at  Messrs 
,  the  army  agents,  where  he  wish- 
ed to  make  some  final  pecuniary  ar- 
rangements, his  eye  happened  to  fall 
upon  a  paragraph,  which  he  read  with 
afroost  a  suspension  of  his  breath,  and 
a  face  suddenly  flushed  with  excite- 
ment. 

"Ogilvie!"  said  he,  turning  to  his 
astonished  brother-in-law  a  counte- 
nance that  had  quickly  become  white 
as  death,  and  speaking  in  a  totally 
different  voice  from  any  that  had  been 
heard  from  him  since  his  illness,  "I 
have  chan^d  my  mind.  I  shall  not 
go  to  India.  At  all  events,  not  at 
present." 

"  I  am  delighted  to  hear  it,"  said 
the  general,  evidently,  however,  con- 
foimded  with  the  suddenness  of  the 
information  as  much  as  at  the  manner 
in.  which  it  was  conveyed :  "  but,  good 
God,  what  has  happened?  what  has 
agitated  you?" 

"  I  am  not  agitated,"  replied  Colonel 
St  Helen,  with  a  violent  effort  to  speak 
calmly,  at  the  same  time  rising  from 
his  chair,  and  folding  up  the  newspaper 
he  had  been  reading.  "  Can  you  spare 
this?"  said  he  to  the  clerk  whom  he 
had  summoned  into  the  room.  He  was 
answered  in  the  affirmative.     "Then 

you  may  tell  Mr to  give  himself, 

at  present,  no  further  trouble  about 
the  business  I  called  upon ;  be  so  good 
as  to  inform  him  that  I  have  made 
some  change  in  my  arrangements. 
Shall  we  walk  home,  Ogilvie?"  They 
quitted  Messrs 's  immediately. 

"St  Helen,"  said  General  Ogilvie, 
as  they  left,  "I  protest  that  I  will 
not  return  home  with  you  till  you 
have  told  me  frankly  what  has  occa- 
sioned this  most  extraordinary  change 
of  manner  and  purpose  " 

"  My  dear  Ogilvie,  you  shall  know 
all.  Kead  this,"  said  the  colonel  with 
an  excited  air,  taking  out  the  news- 
paper; and  unfolding  it,  he  pointed 
out  the  following  paragraph: — 

"By  the  death  of  the  Right  Hon. 
Lord  Seckington,  the  Hon.  Captain 

Alverley,  formerly  of  the Guards, 

succeeds  to  the  title  and  estates,  which 
are  great,  as  well  as  to  the  splendid 


accumulations  of  funded  property  said 
to  have  been  made  by  the  late  Lord 
S.,  who  has  bequeathed  everything  to 
the  present  Lord  Seckington.  He  is 
now  abroad,  but  is  daily  expected  in 
Street." 

*•  Well ! "  exclaimed  the  general 
with  a  deep  sigh,  after  having  read 
the  paragraph  twice  over  in  perturb- 
ed  silence,  returning  the  paper,  "  of 
course,  it  is  easy  to  guess  your  inten- 
tions." 

"  Intentions ! "  exclaimed  Colonel  St 
Helen,  with  great  vivacity,  "this  is 
the  first  time  I  have  breathed  freely 
since  my  arrival  in  England ! " 

"  Do  you,  then,  really  think  of  meet- 
ing this  man?"  inquired  the  genersil 
gravely,  after  a  pause. 

"Meet  him?  Do  I  intend  to  meet 
him  f — Ogilvie,  you  vex  me !"  replied 
Colonel  St  Helen  briskly  and  bitterly, 
at  the  same  time  insensibly  quicken-* 
ing  his  pace.  He  dragged  ms  com- 
panion along  in  silence,  at  such  a 
rapid  rate  that  they  were  almost  half 
through  the  Park  before  either — deeply 
engaged  with  his  thoughts— had  again 
spoken. 

"Let  me  see — ^how  shall  I  know- 
when  he  arrives  in  London  ?  "  said  the 
colonel  abruptly,  as  if  he  had  thought 
aloud. 

"  Oh,  there  cannot  be  much  difficulty 
about  that,"  replied  the  general,  wlio 
had  by  this  time  satisfied  himself  of 
the  hopelessness  of  attempting  to  dis- 
suade Colonel  St  Helen  from  his  evi- 
dent purpose. — "  I  will  do  all  that  you 
can  possibly  desire,  since  " 

"  Dear  Ogilvie — ^my  dear  good  bro- 
ther," said  the  colonel  with  affectionate 
energy,  "  do  not  think  I  shall  permit 
you  to  be  at  all  involved  in  this  affair. 
Mischief  may  come  of  it — I  intend  it 
shall — I  cannot  deprive  my  sister  and 
my  children  of  your  presence,  even 
for  a  moment." 

"  You  shall  not  meet  him  unless  I 
am  at  your  elbow,"  interrupted  the 
general  with  a  determined  air ;  "I  can 
be  firm,  St  Helen,  as  well  as  you." 

"Ogilvie,  Ogilvie,  how  perfectly 
useless  this  is !  I  do  assure  you  tlui 
my  mind  is  fixed  imalterably.  It  can- 
not be ;  it  shall  not  be.    May  I  fall  at 
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•the  first  fire  if  I  permit  you  to  be  on 
the  ground.  I  could  not  aim  steadily 
if  yon  were  there.  No— I  have  got 
my  man.    Damleywill" 

"I  hate  y  OUT  prof  eased  dnQlliste"  in- 
terrupted the  general  with  irrepres- 
sible agitation. 

"They  are  made  for  such  an  affair 
as  mine  f"  exclaimed  Colonel  St  Helen, 
with  a  kind  of  cheerfulness  that  was 
sickening. 

General  Ogilyie  had  neyer  seen  such 
a  remarkable  change  so  quickly  effect- 
ed in  any  one. 

"  Have  you  thought  of  your  poor 
boys?"  said  he,  as  they  approached 
home. 

"  Thank  Grod,  that  my  sister  is  your 
wife ;  that  you  are  my  brother-in-law ! " 
exclaimed  Ck)lonel  St  Helen,  in  a  more 
subdued  tone  than  that  in  which  he 
had  been  hitherto  speaking ;  "  they 
cannot  be  better  off  I 

"This  scoundrel  has  no  such  ties! 
You  don't  meet  on  equal  terms." 

"  Perhaps  not  exactly,  but — ^my  bul- 
let will  spoil  his  pretty  coronet  too !" 
— He  paused,  ana  a  grim  smile  passed 
over  his  features.  "  Poor  devil !  "  he 
added,  with  a  bitter  air,  "  I  would  give 
a  trifle  to  be  present  when  Major 
Damley  first  calls  upon  him !  It  will 
try  his  mettle  rather,  won't  it  ? "  al- 
most laughing — ^but  such  a  laugh ! 

"  Beal^,  St  Helen,  this  has  turned 
you  into  a  devil ! "  exclaimed  General 
Ogilvie. 

"  The  best  thin^  that  the  old  Lord 
Seckington  ever  did,"  said  Colonel  St 
Helen  to  himself,  but  aloud — as  if  he 
had  not  heard  his  companion's  remark, 
"was  to  die,  exactly  when  he  did  die ; 
the  worst  thing  that  has  happened  to 
the  new  Lord  Seckington  was,  to  be- 
come Lord  Seckinfftou  exactly  when 
he  did  become  Lord  Seckington ;  and 
the  best  thing  for  me  was,  that  I 
should  come  to  know  of  it  just  when 
I  did  come  to  know  of  it." 

"  You  are  certainly,  my  dear  St 
Helen,  the  most  cruelly  injured  man 
breathing,"  kaid  General  Ogilvie,  after 
they  had  walked  for  some  minutes  in 
silence,  "and  nobody  has  a  right  to 
interfere  with  you  ? '' 

"I  should  think  not."  repUed  Col- 


onel St  Helen,  in  the  same  short  bitter 
tones  in  which  he  had  been  all  along 
speaking.  "  Ogilvie ! "  he  added,  turning 
suddenly,  and  looking  him  full  in  the 
face,  "  no  treachery !  By  your  honour 
as  a  soldier  and  a  gentleman,  no  inter- 
ference in  any  way  I " 

"  I  should  have  thought  that  such 
an  appeal  was  perfectly  imnecessary^*' 
repliea  the  general  coldly. 

"  Oh,  forgive  me !  forgive  me,  Ogil- 
vie !  Bemember  my  sufferings ;  I  was 
wrong,  I  know  it.'* 

"I  have  nothing  to  forgive,  St 
Helen,"  replied  General  Ogilvie  with 
a  quivering  lip.  "  By  my  God,  I  will 
be  true  to  you  in  every tmng." 

"  And  I  will  be  true  to  myself,  Ogil- 
vie.— ^You  shall  see!"  rejoined  the 
colonel,  grasping  his  hand,  and  shak- 
ing it  cordially. — "And  now,  what 
must  we  say  to  my  sister  to  prevent 
suspicion  ?  '* 

"  Oh !  we  must  say  that  your  ship 
does  not.  sail  for  a  fortnight,  or  some- 
thing of  that  kind — ^it  will  be  no  dif- 
ficult thing  to  deceive  A€r,poor  thing!" 
said  the  general,  with  a  aeep  sigh. 

"Hardy,"  said  Colonel  St  Helen, 
addressing  his  groom,  whom  he  had 
sent  for  as  soon  as  he  reached  his 
own  room  at  General  Ogilvie's,  and 
putting  two  guineas  into  his  hand, 
"go  directly  and  station  yourself  at 

the  corner  of Street,  and  watch 

Number ,  which  is  Lord  Secking- 

ton's.  Say  not  a  word  to  anybody, 
but  be  on  the  look-out  night  and^day ; 
and  the  moment  that  you  see  a  travel- 
ling carriage — or  anything  of  the  sort 
— go  up  to  the  door,  presently  inquire 
who  it  is  that  has  come;  and  if  you 
hear  that  it  is  Lord  Seckington,  come 
off  to  me  at  the  top  of  your  speed — it 
shall  be  the  best  half-hour's  work  you 
ever  did  in  your  life — ask  quietly^ 
quietly,  mind,  to  see  me,  and  tell  me 
your  news.    To  nobody  but  me,  sir." 

Hardy  was  a  keen  and  faithful  fel- 
low ;  and  in  about  an  hour's  time  he 

was  to  be  seen  lurking  about 

Street,  in  exact  obedience  to  his  mas- 
ter's orders. 


What  I  subsequently  learned  from 
several  quarters  I  may  state  here,  iu 
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order  to  keep  up  the  course  of  the  nar- 
rative, and  the  better  to  explain  the 
events  which  remain  to  be  detailed. 

I  was  right  in  supposing  that  Cap- 
tain Alverley  and  Mrs  St  Helen  went 
direct  to  the  Continent ;  but  of  their 
movements  when  there  I  scarce  know 
anything.  Her  wild  and  frantic  a^n- 
ies  of  remorse  at  the  step  she  nad 
taken  were  scarcely  calculated  to  in- 
crease the  attachment  of  her  heartless 
companion,  whose  satiated  eye  beheld 
the  Deauty  which  had  so  long  fevared 
his  soul  daily  disappearing.  Even  nad 
it  been  otherwise — ^had  she  retained 
all  the  fascination  and  loveliness  of  her 
manners,  the  novelty  of  the  affair  had 
wore  off;  he  had  gained  his  object — 
and  she  perceived  his  altering  feelinfips. 
To  her  guilty  affrighted  soul,  indeed-— 

The  hollow  tongue  of  time — 

was  a  perpetiial  knell.    Each  stroke 

Feal'd  for  a  hope  the  less ;  the  fimeral  note 
.  Of  love  deep  buried  without  resurrection. 
In  the  grave  of  possession. 

When  he  discovered  the  incurable 
nature  of  her  mental  sufferings — ^that 
whirling  her  about  from  one  scene  of 
amusement  to  another  failed  of  its  ob- 
ject— he  began  to  complain  that  his 
funds  were  running  low.  He  had,  in 
truth,  long  been  greatly  embarrassed 
and  involved — ^yet  had  ne  contrived  to 
appear  possessed  of  all  the  wealth  and 
to  enjoy  all  the  luxuries  and  elegancies 
that  penniless  young  men  of  fashion 
so  mysteriously  secure  for  themselves. 
Now,  however,  the  money  he  had  ob- 
tained from  Mrs  St  Helen,  as  well  as 
a  few  hundreds  that  had  been  supplied 
to  him  by  a  brother  reprobate  in  order 
to  carry  on  the  intrigne,  had  almost 
disappeared.  He  began  to  feel  himself 
riaced  in  very  awkward  circumstances. 
What  is  a  penniless  man  of  fashion  in 
Paris  ?  Captain  Alverley,  besides,  was 
burdened  with  the  perpetual  presence 
of  a  woman  who  was  weeping  bitterly 
from  morning  to  night — ^frequently  in 
very  violent  hysterics — and  who  vehe- 
mently reproached  him  with  being  the 
author  of  all  her  misery.  He  soon 
began  to  sicken  of  all  this.  Was  it  for 
this  that  he  had  quitted  all  the  plea- 
sures of  London,  and  lost  all  his  hopes 
of  advancement  in  the  army  ?  Paris 


was  a  very  pleasant  place,  and  he 
could  have  enjoyed  himself  there  but 
for  this  unfortunate  and — ^as  he  soon 
felt  and  expressed  it — ^most  disgusting* 
affair.  He  therefore  be^an  to  loathe 
the  very  sight  of  his  miserable  com- 
panion. It  was  unquestionably  with 
a  feeling  of  keen  regret  that  he  found 
her  brought  home  one  night  dripping 
from  the  Seine,  after  an  abortive 
attempt  at  self  destruction,  to  which 
his  cold  sarcastic  repartees  had  im- 
pelled  his  half-maddened  victim.  The 
poor  captain  was  to  be  pitied — ^his  bold 
and  dashing  adventure  had  turned  out 
most  unfortunately !  Instead  of  the 
brilliant  beauty  he  had  reckoned  on 
having  secured  for  at  least  a  year  or 
two  in  Mrs  St  Helen,  he  beheld  it  sud- 
denly withered  and  gone,  and  there 
was  ever  with  him  a  haggard  woman, 
tearing  her  hair,  vnrinnng  her  hands, 
and  frantically  taxing  him  with  being 
her  destroyer.  In  vain  he  sought  to 
escape  from  it — she  would  never  leave 
him  1  He  had  returned  to  London  to 
endeavour  to  raise  frmds ;  his  unlucky 
encounter  with  the  commander-in-chief 
sent  him  back  in  fury  to  Paris.  He 
had  never  felt  himself  in  such  an 
extremity;  and  he  determined,  after 
much  bitter  reflection,  that  could  he 
but  once  get  extricated  from  this  un- 
fortunate adventure,  he  would  never 
again  undertake  one  on  so  extensive 
a  scale. 

Of  a  sudden,  however,  an  express 
from  London  brought  him  news  that 
electrified  him  with  delight — a  delight 
which,  in  the  enthusiasm  of  the  mo- 
ment, he  attempted  to  communicate 
to  his  gloomy  companion.  By  the  death 
of  his  aged  uncle  he  had  become  Lord 
Seckington;  the  proprietor  of  Seck- 

ington  Castle,  in  shire;  one  or 

two  other  houses  in  different  parts  of 
the  country ;  and  a  splendid  mansion 
in Street ;  with  a  rent-roll  of  up- 
wards of  £25,000  a-year,  and  not  less 
than  £200,000  in  the  Funds.  At  the 
first  impulse  of  his  generous  feelings 
he  determined  to  settle  vpon  Mrs  St 
Helen  the  sum  of  £500  a-year,  which 
he  permitted  her  to  spend  wherever  she 
chose — offering  to  give  her  a  thousand 
pounds  in  addition  if  she  would  not  re* 
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turn  to  England.  She  began,  howeyer, 
now  to  be  unreasonable ;  and  affected 
to  receive  his  liberal  proposal  with 
consternation. 

And  was  it  reallj  then  possible  that, 
after  all  he  had  said  and  done,  she  was 
not  to  become  Lady  Seckington!  Even 
if  Colonel  St  Helen  should  take  success- 
ful proceedings  for  a  divorce  ?  Horror 
—horror  unutterable ! 

«  «  *  • 

The  next  communications  that  reach- 
ed Lord  Seckington  consisted  chiefly 
ef  pressing  entreaties  from  his  solici- 
tor^  and  that  of  his  lamented  xmcle, 
the  late  Lord  Seckington,  that  he  would 
lose  no  time  in  coming  to  London,  as 
there  were  many  matters  requiring 
his  immediate  attention.  He  was  glad 
to  see  their  letters  accompanied  with 
one  that  bore  the  handwriting  of  his 
intimate  friend,  Captain  Leicester.  He 
opened  it,  and  read  thus — 

"  Dear  Seckington — 

"  Pshaw,  how  odd  it  looks !  Of  course 
I  congratulate  you,  as  everybody  does. 
Don't  cut  your  old  friends,  that's  all. 
But  I  write  chiefly  to  say — wait  abroad 
a  little,  only  till  the  excitement  of  the 
thing  has  a  little  gone  down.    That 

unhappy  devil  St  fl is  in  town ; 

but  I  hear  he's  goingback  to  India  in 
double-quick  time.  Would  it  not  he  a» 
well  to  loait  tiU  he's  off^  and  the  cowtt  is 
dear  f         Eternally  yours, 

"  F.  Leicesteb. 

"  The  Right  Hon.  Lord  Seckington.** 

On  perusing  this  well-timed  and 
friendly  letter,  it  suddenly  occurred  to 
Lord  Seckington  that  he  had  certainly 
various  matters  of  importance  to  settle 
in  different  parts  of  the  Continent; 
and  so  he  wrote  to  his  solicitors — ^in- 
finitely to  their  astonishment  and  vexa- 
tion. He  was  preparing  to  set  off  for 
Brussels  two  or  three  days  afterwards, 
when  anther  letter  reached  him  from 
the  same  iriendly  and  vigilant  pen. 

^  (Private.) 

"  London,  8th  August  IS—. 
"  Dear  Seckington, 
"  What  the  deuce  is  in  the  wind  ? 


perhaps  you  can  better  guess  than  I 
can  tell ;  but  I  lose  no  time  in  writing, 
to  say  that  Colonel  St  Helen,  who  haul 
appointed  to  sail  to  India  (as  I  told 
you  in  my  letter  of  the  other  day),  and 
taken  leave  of  everybody  in  a  gloomy 
way,  to  seek  an  honourable  grave,  &c. 
&c.  &c.,  has  suddenly  changed  his 
mind,  countermanded  all  his  arrange- 
ments, and  stops  in  London  !  J  Every 
one  is  amazed  at  this  queer  move.  I 
have  reason  to  know  that  he  had  actu- 
ally engaged  his  passage  by  a  ship 
that  started  two  or  three  days  ago,  and 
has  forfeited  all  the  passage-money. 
This  certainly  looks  cursedly  unplea- 
sant— are  we  to  look  out  for  a  squall? 
Do  you  think  he  has  seen  that  offen- 
sive, impertinent  paragraph  about  you 
in  the  papers,  and  is  waiting  for  you  f 
If  so,  Ifear  you  are  in  a  very  awkward 
predicament,  and  I  really  scarce  know 
now  to  advise  you.  It  will  hardly  do 
to  keep  out  of  the  way  a  little  longer, 

will  it?  Ask ,  and ,  and  above 

all,  Count  .     Ever  yours,  more 

and  more, 

"F.  L." 

^  As  Lord  Seckington  read  this  letter 
his  face  gradually  oecame  as  white  as 
the  paper  he  looked  upon.  Several 
letters  lay  on  the  table  before  him 
unopened  and  unattended  to  With 
Captain  Leicester's  in  his  hand,  he 
remained  motionless  for  nearly  half 
an  hour ;  at  the  expiration  of  which 
period  he  was  on  the  point  of  going 
into  his  bedroom  and  putting  the  muz- 
zle of  a  pistol  into  his  ear.  Probably 
what  he  endured  in  that  brief  interval 
counterbalanced  all  the  pleasure  of  his 
whole  life.  Lord  Seckington  was  a 
hopeless  reprobate,  but  he  was  no  cow- 
ard ;  on  the  contrary,  he  was  as  cool 
and  brave  a  man  as  ever  wore  epaulets. 
But  consider  his  situation. 

Here  he  was,  scarce  two-and-thirty 
years  old,  suddenly  become  a  peer  of 
the  realm,  having  succeeded  to  a  very 
ancient  title ;  and  with  all  appliances 
and  means  to  boot— all  that  could 
secure  him 

Honour,  wealth,  obedience— troops  of 
friends— 

in  short,  occupying  as  brilliant  a  posi- 
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tion  as  man  could  well  be  placed  in : 
yet  amidst  all  the  dazzling  prospect 
that  was  opened  before  him,  his  eye 
lit  and  settled  upon  one  fell  figure  only 
— ^that  of  Colonel  St  Helen,  standing 
at  ten  or  twelve  paces  distance  from 
him,  his  outstretched   arm  steadily 

Sointing  a  pistol  at  his  head,  with 
eadly  purpose  and  aim  unerring.    It 
was  perfectly  frightful. 

What  would  he  have  cared  for  it  in 
the  heyday  of  his  career  as  Captain 
Alverley ;  or  rather  as  he  was  only  a 
few  short  days  before— desperately  in 
debt,  driven  from  the  army,  disgusted 
with  the  presence  and  stunned  with 
the  shrieks  of  a  woman  he  had  long 
loathed;  but  now  —  Perdition!  The 
cold  sweat  stood  upon  his  brow,  and 
he  felt  sick  to  death.  What  wa*  to  he 
done  f  He  could  not  keep  out  of  the 
way — the  spirit  of  a  man  could  not 
endure  the  idea  of  such  cowardice :  no, 
his  coronet  should,  at  all  events,  never 
be  defiled  by  the  head  of  a  coward. 
So  there  was  no  alternative.  To  Lon- 
don he  must  go,  and  that  without  de- 
lay, with  the  all  but  certainty  that, 
within  a  few  hours  of  his  arrival, 
Colonel  St  Helen  would  have  avenged 
all  the  wrongs  he  had  suffered  by 
sending  a  bullet  through  the  head  of 
him  who  had  inflicted  them.  These 
were  the  dreadful  thoughts  that  were 
passing  through  his  mmd,  when  the 
spectre  stood  suddenly  before  him,  Mrs 
St  Helen,  who  then  happened  to  enter 
his  room — all  her  beauty  gone,  a  truly 
lamentable  object. 

"Well,  madam,"  commenced  Lord 
Seckington,  bitterly  and  fiercely,  "  I 
am  going  to  London,  to  be  shot  at  by 
your  d  d  husband.  He  will  cer- 
tainly kill  me  j  that  is,  if  I  do  not 

first" The   latter   part  of  this 

fiendish  speech  was  lost  upon  Mrs  St 
Helen,  who  had  fallen  down  in  a 
swoon.  He  immediately  summoned 
assistance  into  the  room,  and  then 
quitted  it,  hastily  gathering  up  his 
letters ;  but,  by  some  fatality,  leaving 
behind  him  tlie  one  which  had  occa- 
sioned him  his  horrible  agonies — Cap- 
tain Leicester's.  It  fell  into  the  hanas 
of  Mrs  St  Helen's  maid,  who  com- 
municated its  direful  contents  to  Mrs 


St  Helen,  but  not  till  afler  Lord  Seck- 
ington had  quitted  Paris.  He  hurried 
to  his  bedroom,  and  after  drinking  off 
a  large  glass  of  Cognac,  he  dressed, 
and  set  off  to  consult  with  one  or'two 
"  experienced  "  firiends  upon  the  chief 
matter  that  now  absorbed  his  atten> 
tion — whether  the  laws  of  duelling- 
would  admit,  under  the  circumstances 
of  his  expected  meetin|^  with  Colonel 
St  Helen,  of  his  shooting  at  his  an- 
tagonist in  the  first  instance ;  which 
would  afford  him,  he  considered,  the 
only  chance  he  had  of  saving  a  life  he 
was  just  then  particularly  anxious  to 
preserve. 

"  You  must  give  him,"  said  Colonel 

J  a  considerable  authority  in  such 

matters,  "two  shots  in  my  opinion, 
and  even  a  thir((  if  the  first  two  have 
had  no  effect ;  and  then  you  may  do 
as  you  will." 

"Poh!"  exclaimed  Lord  Secking- 
ton, with  undisguised  trepidation. 

"  Well,"  replied  the  colonel  quietly, 
"  you  may  B&ypoh  I  if  you  like ;  but 
you  asked  my  opinion,  and  you  have 
it.  I  have  known  it  acted  upon  seve- 
ral times,  and  never  objected  to." 

"  Is  yottr  friend  a  good  shot  ?"  in- 
quired Count ,  a  little  fire-eater  as 

ever  breathed. 

"  I  should  say,  in  all  probability,  as 
good  as  myself*" 

The  count  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
"  Ah,  that  is  very  bad ! — ^I  think  you 
may  shoot  at  your  friend  at  the  very 
first,  by  accident" 

"  That's  not  exactly  the  way  mat- 
ters are  settled  in  England,  count," 

interrupted  Colonel sharply ;  the 

vivacious  Frenchman  retorted;  one 
word  led  on  another,  and  that  evening 
they  went  through  a  little  duel-scene 
of  their  own ;  Lord  Seckington  being 
actually  compelled  to  stand  second  to 
his  countryman.  On  returning  to  his 
hotel,  he  found  the  cards  of  almost 
every  one  of  his  most  disMnguished 
countrymen  then  resident  m  Paris 
lying  on  his  table.  He  turned  sick  at 
heart  as  he  looked  upon  them.  He 
found  that  Mrs  St  Helen  was  still  in 
a  state  of  insensibility,  and  he  em- 
braced the  opportunity  it  afforded  him 
I  of  preparing  for  his  immediate  do- 
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partare ;  but  not  before  he  had  left 
sufficient  funds  to  provide  for  her  com- 
forts till  he  could  send  her  further  as- 
sistance from  London,  if,  indeed,  she 
did  not  first  receive  the  intelligence  of 
his  death.  Early  in  the  ensuing  morn- 
ing he  set  out  with  much  the  same 
thoughts  and  feelings  as  those  with 
which  a  man  might  pass  through  beau- 
tiful scenery  on  his  way  to  the  guil- 
lotine. 

Perhaps  it  might  not  be  exaggera- 
tion to  say  that  he  endured  the  tor- 
tures of  the  damned ;  and  when  his 
post-chaise  and  four  drew  up  opposite 
the  frownine  portals  of  his  house  in 

Street,  ne  stepped  out  of  it  pale 

as  death,  and  scarce  able  to  conceal 
his  agitation  from  the  obsequious  me- 
nials who  Imed  the  hall  to  receive 
their  new  lord.  "  How  lonff  will  they 
be  mtfte/*'  thought  he,  and  sickened 
as  he  thought. 

As  soon  as  the 'bustle  of  his  arrival 
was  over,  and  while  the  emptied  chaise 
was  being  led  away  from  the  door,  a 
groom,  who  might  nave  been  observed 
loitering  about  the  further  end  of  the 
street,  stepped  up,  gently  pulled  the 
area  bell,  and  inquired  if  that  was 
Lord  Seckington  who  had  arrived.  He 
was  rather  tartly  answered  in  the 
affirmative  by  a  bustling  servant.  The 
groom  sauntered  carelessly  down  the 
street ;  but  as  soon  as  he  nad  turned 
the  comer,  he  ran  as  if  a  pack  of 
beagles  had  been  at  his  heels,  and 
scarce  ever  stopped  till  he  had  reached 
General  Ogilvie's.  He  succeeded  in 
communicating  his  pregnant  intelli- 
gence to  Colonel  St  Helen  without 
having  excited  the  suspicion  of  any 
one  in  the  house;  whicn  Colonel  St 
Helen  quitted  a  few  minutes  after- 
wards. 

About  seven  o^clock  the  same  even- 
ing a  gentleman  knocked  at  the  door 
of  Lord  Seckington's  house.  Having 
been  informed  that  his  lordship  was 
very  particularly  engaged,  the  stran- 
ger gave  his  card,  and  desired  to  be 
shown  into  the  library,  where  he  would 
wait  his  lordship's  leisure,  as  he  had  a 
very  pressing  engagement  with  him. 
The  servant  accordingly  ushered  him 
into  the  library,  and  took  up  to  Lord 


Seckington  the  card  of  "  Major  Dam- 
ley."  He  had  not  long  to  wait ;  for 
in  less  than  five  minutes  the  door  was 
opened,  and  Lord  Seckington  entered 
in  his  dressing-gown. 

"  Major  Damley,  I  presume  ?  "  he 
inquired,  politely  advancing  towards 
his  visitor,  who  rose  and  bowed.  Lord 
Seckington,  who  looked  pale  and  fa- 
tigued with  travelling,  apologised  for 
his  delay  in  attending  the  major,  and 
also  for  nis  dress,  on  the  score  of  his 
having  not  yet  had  time  to  change  it. 
"  I  need  onlv  mention  the  name  of 
Colonel  St  Helen,  my  lord,"  said  Ma- 
jor Damley  in  a  low  tone,  "to  apprise 
your  lordship  of  the  very  painful  nar 
ture  of  my  errand." 

"  Certainly — I  perfectly  understand," 

replied  Lord.  Seckington,  rather  hastily. 

"Of  course,  my  lord,  the  sooner  this 

affair  is  settled  the  better" 

"  By  all  means,"  replied  Lord  Seek-  • 
ington  calmly.    "I  have  no  doubt  that 
my  friend.  Captain  Leicester,  whom  I 
know  to  be  in  town,  will  act  with  you 
immediately  on  my  behalf    Probably 

he  is  this  moment  at *s,  where  you 

could  hardly  fail  of  meeting  him,"  look- 
ing at  his  watch. 

"  Perhaps  your  lordship  will  favour 
me  with  a  line  addressea  to  Captain 
Leicester,  intimating  the  nature  of  my 
application  ?  " 

"  Undoubtedly,"  replied  Lord  Seck- 
ington ;  and  sitting  down,  he  wrote  a 
few  lines  to  the  desired  effect,  and  fold- 
ing up  the  note,  directed  it,  and  gave 
it  to  Major  Damley. 

"  Probably  Captain  Leicester  will  be 
with  your  lordship  shortly ;  shall  I  tell 
him  that  your  lordship  waits  here  for 
him?" 

"  I  beg  you  will  do  me  that  favour. 
Pray,  Major  Darnley,  let  no  time  what- 
ever be  lost,"  added  Lord  Seckington 
with  a  smile  which  it  would  have  been 
a  luxury  to  a  fiend  to  witness.  He  rang 
tbe  bell,  and  Major  Damley  took  his 
leave.  The  instant  that  the  door  was 
closed.  Lord  Seckington,  after  a  sick- 
ening glance  round  at  the  spacious  and 
splendid  apartment,  threw  nimself  up- 
on the  sofa  in  a  state  of  mind  that  it 
would  be  in  vain  to  attempt  describing. 
Having  agreed  to  dine  that  evening 
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"with  one  of  his  old  friends  who  had 
succeeded  to  a  dakedom  since  they  had 
met,  and  who  had  quitted  Lord  Seck- 
ington  only  half  an  hour  before  Major 
Damley^s  arrival,  it  became  necessary 
to  write  off  immediately,  and  announce 
his  inability  to  be  present.  He  did  so, 
and  stated  it  to  be  owing  to  very  press- 
ing engagements,  and  the  thought 
which  had  since  occurred  to  him,  that 
he  ought  not  to  dine  out  till  after  his 
nucleus  funeral — well  knowing  that  his 
own  funeral  might  probably  take  place 
at  the  same  time  ?  It  may  be  easily 
understood  that  he  was  in  no  humour 
to  renew  the  business-details  which 
Major  Damley^s  arrival  had  interrupt- 
ed. He  sent  a  message  to  that  effect 
up-stairs  to  his  solicitor,  to  whom  he 
had  promised  to  return,  begging  him 
to  be  in  attendance  in  the  morning ; 
and  ordering  dinner  to  be  prepared  and 
served  at  a  moment*s^notice,  he  again 
threw  himself  upon  the  sofa.  He  was 
roused  from  his  dreadful  reverie  about 
a  quarter  before  eight  o'clock  by  Cap- 
tain Leicester,  who  was  in  full  dinner- 
dress,  having  been  met  by  Major  Dam- 
ley  just  as  he  was  preparing  to  go  to 

the  Duke  of 's,  where  he  was  to 

have  been  surprised  by  the  appearance 
of  Lord  Seckington.  After  his  hurried 
interview  with  Major  Damley,  he  had 
come  off  direct  to Street. 

"Well,  Alverley  —  Seckington,  I 
mean — you  see  it's  just  as  I  suspect- 
ed," said  he,  hastily  stepping  up  to 
Lord  Seckington. 

"  Yes,"  replied  his  lordship,  shaking 
him  cordially  by  the  hand,  and  un- 
consciously sighing.  *'  May  I  reckon 
on  your  services?" 

"  Oh,  of  course  !  I  am  here  on  the 
business  now." 

"  Where  were  you  going  when  Ma- 
jor Damley  found  you?"  inquired 
Lord  Seckington,  alluding  to  Captain 
Leicester's  dress. 

"The  Duke  of 's." 

"  Ah,  I  was  to  have  been  there  too !  '* 
said  Lord  Seckin^on.  "  They'll  sus- 
pect that  something's  wrong  by  our 
both  so  suddenly  sending  refusals." 

"  And  let  them ;  they  tc  not  likely 
to  send  us  peace-officers  if  they  do  sus- 
pect ! — ^They'll  only  be  devilish  sorry 


Lo] 


to  lose  the  company  of  two  deuced 
g^od  knives  and  forks — ^that's  all ! " 

"  I  have  ordered  dinner  here  to  be 
ready  at  a  moment's  notice,"  said  Lord 
Seckington,  as  the  servant  brought  in 
candles.  He  must  have  observed  the 
troubled  and  pallid  countenance  of  his 
lord,  as  he  placed  them  upon  the  table 
near  which  Lord  Seckington  and  Cap- 
tain Leicester  were  standing.  "  You 
can  stay  to  dinner  ?" 

"I  think,  perhaps,  I  have  half  an 
hour  to  spare,"  replied  Captain  Lei- 
cester ;  for  duellists,  like  lovers,  must 
eat,  it  would  seem; — "but  I  can't 
spare  one  second  more,  for  I've  en- 
gaged to  meet  Damley  at 's  by  a 

c[uarter  to  nine  o'clock."  Lord  Seck- 
ington rang,  and  ordered  dinner  to  be 
served  immediately. 

"  This  bloodthirsty  devil,  St  Helen," 
said  Lord  Seckington,  as  the  servant 
closed  the  door,  "must  have  been 
watching  for  my  arrival — ^Major  Dam- 
ley was  with  me  in  less  than  an  hour 
after  I  had  got  into  the  house." 

"  Very  probably.  No  doubt  he  had 
hired  some  fellow  to  lurk  about  and 
bring  him  word  of  your  arrival.  You 
know,  my  dear  fellow,"  added  Captain 
Leicester,  "  there's  no  disguising  the 
thing;  we  are  likely  to  have  sharp 
work  on  our  hands  in  the  morning." 

"  The  momine  ?  I  shall  go  mad  if 
I  have  to  wait  all  through  the  night! " 
exclaimed  Lord  Seckington  vehement- 
ly; "D n  me  if  I  could  not  in- 

nnitely  prefer  fighting  to-night — why 

could  it  not  be  at 's  ?    You  could 

easily  manage  it,  Leicester.  You 
really  must  arrange  it  so !  I  sha'n't 
have  a  chance  if  we  wait  till  the 
morning ! " 

"  You  know  it  can't  be  done,"  re- 
plied Captain  Leicester  quietly,  as 
soon  as  Lord  Seckington  had  ceased 
— "it's  not  selon  la  regie — there's  a 
method  in  everything,  and  duelling  is 
nothing  without  it.  Damley  would 
laugh  at  me  if  I  proposed  it." 

"Well,  I  am  of  course  in  your 
hands.  You  must  do  as  you  think 
proper,"  said  Lord  Seckington  with  a 
sigh. 

"I'll  parade  you — let  me  see — 
five,  or  six  o'clock— either  will  do/' 
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said  Captain  Leicester  thoughtfully. 
''However,  we  shall  discuss  every- 
thing fully  to-night  at *s." 

"Bid  you  ever  know  of  such  an 
unhappy  devil  as  I  am,  Leicester?" 
exclaimed  Lord  Seckin^on  abruptly, 
walking  to  and  fro — "jttst  now  to  be 
shot!" 

■  "  Ay,  and  for  such  a  cause,  that*s 
the  ugly  part  of  the  story — but  what 
does  that  signify?  *Twas  an  ad- 
venture carried  on  with  the  utmost 
spirit — ^you  could  not  command  suc- 
cess, you  know — eh?  isn't  that  the 
word?" 

"  It*s  d d  hard  to  part  with  all 

this ! "  exclaimed  Lord  Seckington  sad- 
ly, pointing  to  the  fine  library.  "  Hell 
must  be  a  joke  to  what  Tve  suffered 
since  I  got  your  last  letter." 

"  I  thought  it  would  have  that  effect 
when  I  was  writing  it.  But " — shrug- 
ging his  shoulders — "  the  thing's  done 
now,  and  you  must  try  not  to  think 
of  it.  *Tis  worse  than  useless.  Make 
your  will,  and  snap  your  fingers  at 
everything  and  everybody  in  the 
world.  That's  the  way  a  man  of  sense 
and  spirit  should  meet  death,  and  then 
he  conquers  it ! — By  the  way,  if  you 
vjere  to  make  your  will  it  might  be  as 
well.  There  8  an  infernal  heap  of 
money  in  the  Funds,  you  know" 

"  0  Leicester,  don't  torment  me !  '* 
interrupted  Lord  Seckington,  writhing 
with  agony.  I  shall  do  what  is  pro- 
per, you  may  depend  upon  it." 

"Well,  my  dear  fellow,  don't  take 
it  ill.  'Tis  no  more  than  every  second 
should  do  for  his  principal  when  he 
expects  warm  work!  Of  course,  St 
Helen,  you  know,  will  do  his  best  to 
hit  you ;  but,  after  all,  there's  no  cer- 
taintyj  even  with  the  deadest  shot  in 
the  world." 

"  Oh,  curse  the ! "  groaned 

Lord  Seckington,  coupling  Mrs  St 
Helen's  name  with  the  vilest  epithet 
that  could  be  applied  to  a  woman. 

"No,  no,  Seckington — ^you  forget 
yourself.  I  call  that  ver^  unhandsome 

— nay,  it's  ungrateful— it's  d d  bad 

taste!" — said  Captain  Leicester  seri- 
ously. 

"You  should  only  know  the  kind 
of  life  she's  led  me  since  we  went 


abroad ! "  exclaimed  Lord  Seckington 
vehemently. 

"  Poor  devil,  you  ou^ht  not  to  speak 
of  her  in  that  way  !^'  said  Captain 
Leicester  with  a  grave  air  of  displear 
sure.  "Pray  remember,  Seckington, 
that  whatever  she  is,  you  have  made 
her.  It  is  not  handsome  to  speak  so 
of  the  woman  that  has  denied  you 
nothing,  and  lost  everything  for  your 
sake.  I  don't  like  to  hear  you  talk  so 
— ^I  don't,  indeed ! " 

"Well,"  exclaimed  Lord  Secking- 
ton, after  walking  violently  to  and 
fro — *•  I  supijose  I  may  say  that  I  wish 

I  had  been  in before  I  had  ever 

seen  her."  ' 

"Ah,  yes— quite  another  matter; 
but  we  mustn't  have  anything  unkind 
said  of  poor  pretty  Mrs  St  Helen." 

"  Pretty !    By ,  you  should  see 

her  now !    Pretty ! " 

"  Well — but  I  hope  you  have  settled 
something  handsome  on  her?" 

"  Five  hundred  a-year  " 

"Devilish  liberal,  certainly.  Would 
she  speak  to  me  if  we  met  at  Paris  ?" 

Lord  Seckington  made  no  reply, 
but,  with  his  arms  folded,  kept  walk- 
ing to  and  fro,  heaving  heavy  sighs. 

"Take  my  advice,  Seckington  — 
make  a  brave  effort,  and  throw  it  all 
off  your  mind.  It  can  do  you  no  good, 
it  wiU  do  you  infinite  harm.  Fancy 
yourself  plain  Charles  Alverley — ^the 
aodged  of  duns — drop  *my  lord,' — 
think  nothing  of  your  rent-roll  or  your 
funded  property;  they'll  be  all  the 
more  delightfiil  if  you  escape  to-mor- 
row !  Why  do  you  provoke  your  fate? 
Hope  for  the  best.  Depend  upon  it, 
you're  too  good  a  fellow  to  be  ordered 
off  just  in  the  nick  of  time— oh,  it's 
impossible ! " 

Lord  Seckington  grasped  his  hands 
and  looked  unutterable  things. 

"  You  knoW,  Leicester,  it  is  not 
death  that  I  care  for,  come  how  or 
when  it  may,"  said  he,  "I'm  a  little 
above  that,  I  should  hope." 

"Don't  fear  Bogy,  then,  eh?"  iur 
terrupted  Cslptain  Leicester  with  a 
smile. 

"  Pshaw !— But,  by  the  way,  what 
am  I  to  do  ?  How  often  am  I  to  re- 
ceive his  fire?"  ^^  ^ 
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"Ah,  Pve  been  considering  that 
point  a  little.    Why,  I  think — ^twice." 

"And  I" 

"  Fire  wide  the  first  time,  of 
coarse  " 

"  But  I  don't  think  it  is  qnite  such 
a  matter  ofcoitrsey  Leicester." 
^  "  Oh,  nonsense,  it*s  clear  as  day- 
light— ^trust  me." 

"  Really  its  devilish  hard— hell  try 
to  take  my  life.  It's  throwing  away 
my  only  chance.  It's  going  out  to  be 
clean  murdered ! " 

"  Seckington,  put  yourself  into  my 
place.  You  know  that  what  I  say  is 
the  correct  thing. — ^It  must  be  so,  or 
/  am  not  responsible.  If  nothing  hap- 
pens, of  course  he'll  demand  another 
shot;  and  then,  you  may  perhaps — 
hem ! — I  don't  say  what  you  ought  to 
do,  but  I  think  I  know  wnat  /would 
do. — And  the  same  if  a  third  is  asked 
for." 

"  Why  the  devil  does  not  the  fellow 
announce  dinner?"  exclaimed  Lord 
Seckington,  violently  pulling  the  bell. 

"Hush!  don't  be  so  feverish.  He 
announced  it  five  minutes  ago— I've 
been  on  the  move  ever  since — ^I've 
now  only  a  quarter  of  an  hour.'* 

Here  the  servant  made  his  appear- 
ance, and  Lord  Seckington  in  silence 
followed  his  companion  to  the  dinine- 
room.  Both  of  tnem  cast  one  signifi- 
cant glance  at  the  splendour  or  the 
sideboard  display  —  and,  indeed,  of 
everything  about  them. 

"  The  first  time  you  have  ever  done 
the  honours  here,  I  presume?"  said 
Captain  Leicester,  as  ne  took  his  seat. 

"  It  is  probably  the  last,''  thought 
Lord  Seckington.  Alas !  what  would 
he  have  given  at  that  moment  to  undo 
what  he  had  done — to  have  begun  no- 
thing of  which  he  had  not  well  con- 
sidered the  end — never  to  have  blasted 
the  happy  home  of  his  "brave  brother 
soldier — ^to  escape  from  the  mortal 
thraldom  he  was  now  enduring !  Per- 
haps, had  he  been  calm  enough,  a  les- 
son of  his  earlier  days  might  have  re- 
curred to  him  before  the  fearful  lesson 
of  the  ensuing  morning ! 

Audire  est  opens  pretium,  procedeie  rectd 
Qui  moBchifl  non  vultift— ut  omul  parte  la- 
borentl 


ntqiie  illifl  multo  oomipta  dolore  Tolnptaa;  - 
Atque  hsac  rara»  cadat  dura  inter  8»pe  pe» 

It  was  settled  by  the  seconds  thai 
the  meeting  should  take  place  at  five 
o'clock  on  the  ensuing  morning,  in 
Battersea  Fields ;  and  as  both  of  them 
anticipated  its  turning  out  a  desperate 
affair,  they  made  all  necessary  arrange 
ments  to  meet  contingencies,  provid- 
ing for  the  instant  flight  of  the  sur- 
vivor and  themselves— or,  it  might  be 
—of  themselves  alone — in  the  event 
of  anything  fatal  occurring.  Two  ex- 
perienced surgeons  also  were  in  at- 
tendance. Their  arrangements,  in 
short,  were  admirably  mi^e,  for  they 
were  both  of  them  somewhat  experi- 
enced in  such  affairs.  Within  a  veiy 
few  moments  of  each  other's  arrival, 
were  the  two  hostile  parties  in  the 
field.  Both  Colonel  St  Helen  and  Lord 
Seckington  were  veirfinely  made  men, 
and  of  a  most  gentlemanlike  appear- 
ance. The  former  was  dressea  in  a 
blue  surtout  and  light  trousers — ^tiie 
latter  in  black— black  fi*om  head  to 
foot — ^not  a  spot  of  colour  about  him — > 
nothing  that  might  possibly  serve  to 
point  the  weapon  of  his  antagonist — < 
a  precaution  of  his  thoughtful  second, 
of  which  he  had  readily  availied  him- 
self, but  which  was  totally  disregarded 
by  Colonel  St  Helen,  llie  process  of 
loading  was  soon  got  through— the 
distance,  ten  paces,  duly  stepped  out 
by  Major  Darnley — eacn  second  mo- 
tioned his  principal  to  take  his  proper 
place — and  then  Lord  Seckington 
stood,  in  fearful  contiguity,  in  the  im- 
mediate presence  of  his  irreparably 
injured  and  mortal  foe.  He  did  not 
attempt  either  to  sustain  or  return  the 
dreadml  look  with  which  Colonel  St 
Helen  regarded  him !  Pistols  having 
been  placed  in  their  hands — the  se- 
conds withdrew  to  about  a  dozen 
paces. 

"Grentlemen,  are  you  ready?  Eire!" 
exclaimed  Major  Darnley. 

Both  pistols  were  discharged  as  he 
uttered  the  last  word,  and  the  princi- 
pals remained  standing  unhurt.  Lord 
Seckington  fired  as  he  had  been  en- 

«  Har.  Sat,  LOs.  L  Sat.  iL 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  DESTROYEB. 


495 


joined,  while  Colonel  St  Helen's  ball 
whistled  closely  past  the  chin  of  his 
opponent. 

"Are  you  satisfied?**  inquired  Cap- 
tain Leicester. 

"  By  no  means,**  replied  Major 
Damley. 

They  loaded  again — again  withdrew, 
having  placed  fresh  pistols  in  the  hands 
of  their  respective  principals — again 
was  the  word  given — again  both  nred 
simultaneously,  but  again  without  ef- 
fect. It  was  evident  that  this  time 
Lord  Seckington  had  followed  the  ex- 
ample of  his  opponent,  for  his  ball 
passed  close  behmd  Colonel  St  Helen's 
shoulder. 

"I  presume  ^ou  are  now  satisfied  ?  ** 
inquired  Captam  Leicester. 

"Certainly  not,**  replied  Major  Dam- 
ley.  "I  must  insist  upon  a  third 
shot.** 

"  I  really  cannot  permit  it  ** 

"  Load  a^in  1  **  exclaimed  Lord 
Seckington  m  a  low  tone,  with  a  sul- 
len redkless  air ;  and  the  seconds  re- 
sumed their  gloomy  functions. 

A  third  time  their  principals  stood 
awaiting  their  signal,  and  as  the  word 
"  Fire  !  escaped  from  the  lips  of 
Major  Damley,  both  were  observed 
talang  deliberate  aim.  Well  Colonel 
St  Helen  knew  it  was  his  last  chance 
r-that  another  shot  could  not  be  al- 
lowed; and  Lord  Seckington  was  of 
course  aware  of  what  was  passing 
through  his  adversarv*s  breast.  Nei- 
ther nred  till  a  seoona  or  two  after  the 
word  had  been  uttered,  when  their 
pistols  flashed  together,  and  Lord 
Seckington  sprung  upwards  and  in- 
stantly lay  extended  upon  the  ground. 
Colonel  St  Helen's  ball  appeared  to 
have  passed  through  the  head  of  his 
opponent,  while  he  himself,  still  con- 
vulsively grasping^  his  weapon,  re- 
mained standing,  looking  silently  and 
grimly  at  his  prostrate  antagonist. 

"Ely!  For  God*s  sake,  ^!'*  ex- 
claimed Major  Damley,  looking  to- 
wards Colonel  St  Helen  from  beside 
the  insensible  figure  of  Lord  Secking- 
ton. 

"Is  he  killed?**  whispered  Colonel 
St  Helen,  as  Major  Damley  rashed 
up  to  him,  repeating  his  entreaties. 


**Ye8 — ^yes — I  fear  he  is,"  replied 
the  major.  "  Whjr,  St  Helen!  St 
Helen!  Are  you  hit?**  rushing  for- 
ward. He  caught  the  colonel  in  his 
arms,  and  both  fell  together  on  the 
ground. 

The  surgeon  who  had  accompanied 
him  to  the  field  was  instantly  at  his 
side,  and  pronounced  Colonel  St  Helen 
to  have  had  a  fit  of  apoplexy.  Lord 
Seckington*8  ball  had  all  but  touched 
the  breast  of  Colonel  St  Helen,  who 
with  tmer  and  more  deadly  aim  had  so 
directed  his  ball  that  it  passed  right 
through  the  bones  of  the  nose,  imme* 
diately  beneath  the  eyebrows,  carry- 
ing away  almost  the  whole  of  the 
nasal  bones.  Lord  Seckington  was 
not  dead,  though  perfectly  insensible — 
the  wound  he  had  received  was  one 
that,  if  he  survived,  would  occasion 
him  the  most  frightful  disfigurement 
for  life.  He  was  carried  insensible  to 
his  carriage,  a  handkerchief  having 
been  thrown  over  his  face,  and  hurried 
off  at  the  top  speed  of  his  four  horses 
to Street.  It  was  found  neces- 
sary to  bleed  Colonel  St  Helen  on  the 
spot  from  both  arms,  and  as  soon  as  the 
incisions  had  been  hastilv  bandaged 
up,  he  was  conveyed,  with  difficulty, 
to  his  carriage,  and  taken  home  to 
General  Ogilvie*s,  a  dismal  spectacle ! 

A  short  time  before  the  carriage 
containing  I^ord  Seckington  reached 

Street,  a  post-chaise  drew  up 

opposite  to  his  door,  in  which  were  two 
females,  one  of  whom  appeared  violent- 
ly a^gitated. 

"iLnock  and  ring— ring  hard!  — 
open  the  chaise-door— make  haste !  ** 
exclaimed  one  of  them  in  a  breath ; 
and  as  soon  as  the  hall  door  was  thrown 
open  by  the  alarmed  j)orter — for  all  the 
servants  had  a  suspicion  of  the  dread- 
ful nature  of  the  engagement  which 
had  taken  Lord  Seckington  away  so 
early  in  a  carriage-and-four,  and  were 
now  awaiting  his  return  in  the  utmost 
trepidation — she  rushed  in. 

"  Is  Lord — ^Lord  Seckington — ^is  he 
at  home  ?**  she  gasped. 

"Yes — no,*'  replied  the  affrighted 
porter  in  a  breath.  "  Do  you  know 
anything  about  his  lordship?  **  By  this 
time  the  yalet,  who  had  M;companie<i 
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him  to  France  and  had  returned  with 
him,  made  his  appearance,  and  whis- 
pered to  the  porter,  who  then,  in  a 
somewhat  less  respectful  tone,  inquir- 
ed, "  Does  his  lordship  expect  you, 
ma'am?" 

"  No,  my  lord  does  not,  I  can  answer 
for  that,"  interposed  the  valet;  "he 
thinks  youVe  at  this  moment  in  Paris." 

"Silence,  sir!  show  me  instantly 
into  the  dining-room,"  said  the  lady, 
as  indignantly  as  her  violent  agitation 
would  admit  of. 

"  Excuse  me,  ma'am,"  said  the  por- 
ter, placing  himself  between  her  and 
the  dining-room  door,  "I — I  cannot 
admit  you.  Are  you  a  relation  of  his 
lordship's,  or  what?  What's  your  busi- 
ness here?" 

"  Hinder  me  at  your  peril,  sirrah ! " 
exclaimed  Mrs  St  Helen — ^for  she  it 
was — with  all  her  naturally  command- 
ing tone  and  manner ;  and  at  the  same 
time  pushing  him  gently  aside,  vrith- 
out  further  opposition  she  entered  the 
dining-room. 

•  "  Order  in  my  maid  from  the  chaise ! " 
said  Mrs  St  Helen,  sinking  exhausted 
in  the  nearest  chair,  scarce  able  to 
stand,  or  to  see  whether  her  orders 
were  attended  to.  There  was  a  sudden 
muster  of  serv'ants  in  the  hall  for  a  few 
moments ;  and  after  a  hurried  conver- 
sation together,  the  dining-room  door 
was  opened  by  the  valet. 

"  I  hope,  ma'am,  you  won't  make  it 
necessary,  ma'am,  for  us  to  do  our 
duty.  I  know,  ma'am,  who  you  are," 
he  commenced  with  a  determined  air. 

"  Audacious  wretch  !  "  exclaimed 
Mrs  St  Helen,  roused  for  a  moment 
by  his  extraordinary  insolence,  "  if 
you  don't  instantly  leave  this  room, 
sir," 

"  Ah,  ma'am,  leave  the  room  ?  Pray, 
ma'am,  are  you  mistress  here  ?  /leave 
the  room,  ma'am  ?  You  will  leave  it 
first,  ma'am,  I  can  tell  you,  if  it  comes 
to  that — ^that's  flat  I "  he  continued, 
pushing  wider  open  the  door.  "Do 
you  think,  ma'am,  I'm  going  to  be 
talked  to  in  this  way,  by  you  ?  I  know 
who  you  are,  ma'am,  quite  well !  Do 
you  think  I  hadn't  my  eyes  and  my 
ears  open  at  Paris  ?  My  lord's  done 
the  handsome  thing  by  you,  and  you 


ought  not  to  come  following  him  about 
the  town  in  this  way:  ah,  ma'am,  you 
may  look,  but  I  fancy  my  lord's  done 
with  you ;  he's  got  other  fish  to  fry 
just  now — believe  me."  At  that  mo- 
ment a  vehicle  was  heard  approaching 
rapidly,  and  a  hubbub  in  the  hall  drew 
the  valet  thither.  "  Drive  away  that 
chaise ! "  exclaimed  half-a-dozen  voices 
in  the  street,  and  Lord  Seckington's 
carriage  dashed  up  to  the  door.  Mrs 
St  Helen  sprung  to  the  window,  hear- 
ing her  chaise  ordered  away,  expect- 
ing some  new  insult  was  preparing  for 
her  :  and  beheld  the  miseraole  figure 
of  Lord  Seckington  in  the  act  of  being 
carried  out  of  the  carriage,  his  head 
covered  over  with  a  blood-spotted 
white  handkerchief.  She  rushed  from 
the  dining-room,  ajad,  with  a  piercing 
shriek,  was  flying  down  the  steps, 
when  one  of  the  agitated  servants 
accidentally  tripped  her  foot,  and  she 
fell  with  her  forehead  xipon  the  corner 
of  one  of  the  steps,  where  she  lay 
insensible  and  disregarded  till  Lord 
Seckington  had  been  carried  in,  when 
the  hall  door  was  closed.  There  she 
might  have  continued,  but  for  the  hu- 
manity of  one  or  two  persons  in  the 
crowd  that  had  gathered  round  Lord 
Seckington's  carriage.  They  raised 
her  from  the  ground ;  and  having  been 
informed  from  the  area  that  she  did 
not  belong  there,  and  that  they  knew 
nothing  whatever  about  her,  they  car- 
ried her,  still  insensible  from  the  stun- 
ning effects  of  her  fall  and  of  her  vio- 
lent mental  agitation,  to  the  nearest 
public-house,  whither  her  attendant  in 
the  chaise  followed  her.  From  the 
representations  and  entreaties  of  the 
latter,  the  surly  publican  consented  to 
receive  Mrs  St  Helen  for  the  present 
into  his  house,  and  a  medical  man  was 
sent  for. 

"Piis  was  the  once  beautiful,  happy, 
innocent  wife  and  mother,  Emma  ot 
Helen,  who  had  torn  herself  from  her 
helpless  children,  her  affectionate  hus- 
band; who  had  opened  her  foolish  and 
guilty  ear  and  heart  to  the  tempter; 
who  had  fled  from  the  pure  arms  of  her 
husband  to  the  blastmg  serpent-like 
embraces  of  an  adulterer;  who  could 
pity  her  ?  Here,  discarded  and  insulted 
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l^y  the  menials  of  her  seducer,  ske  lay 
dishonoured  in  her  eztremit^r  among 
low  and  unwilling  mercenaries;  her 
heauty  entirely  gone;  wasted  to  a  ske- 
leton ;  heart-broken  ;  paralysed  with 
the  dreadful  spectacle  of  her  dead  para- 
mour, whose  nand  had  perhaps,  that 
morning  too,  been  dyed  with  the  blood 
of  her  husband ! 

.  It  seemed  that,  as  soon  as  ever  she 
recovered  her  senses  when  at  Paris, 
and  discovered  the  departure  of  Lord 
Seckington,  and  learned  from  her  maid 
the  too  probable  object  of  his  abrt^t 
disappearance,  she  determined  on  fol- 
lowing him,  and  engaged  a  passage  in 
the  very  next  conveyance  that  started, 
so  as,  by  travelling  night  and  day,  to 

reach Street  the  very  morning 

after  Lord  Seckington's  arrival. 

I  was  called  in  to  attend  Colonel 
St  Helen  about  ten  o*clock,  and  found 
him  in  almost  precisely  similar  cir- 
cumstances to  those  in  which  he  had 
been  placed  when  I  formerly  attended 
him,  only  that  the  present  was  a  far 
more  serious  attack,  and  the  probabi- 
lities of  its  fatal  termination  infinitely 
S eater.  All  our  efforts  to  relieve  the 
souring  brain  proved  unavailing, 
and  we  all  gave  up  the  case  in  despair. 
On  the  Saturday  evening  after  his 
^tal  meeting  with  Lord  Seckington,  I 
was  returning  on  horseback  from  a  visit 
to  a  distant  patient,  residing  about  two 
miles  beyond  General  Ogilvie's  house, 
and  determined  to  call  in  to  inquire 
after  Colonel  St  Helen,  if  he  yet  sur- 
vived. When  within  a  few  yards  of 
the  house,  I  overtook  two  men  carry- 
ing a  coffin  on  their  backs.  I  stopped 
my  horse — my  conjectures  were  right 
— they  opened  the  general's  gate,  and 
went  up  to  the  house.  So  it  was  at 
length  all  over !  Poor,  broken-hearted 
St  Helen,  victim  of  the  perfidy  of  the 
wife  of  your  bosom — of  the  vulany  of 
your  brother  soldier — your  sorrows 
were  at  length  ended.  After  pausing 
for  a  few  moments,  I  despatched  my 
groom,  desiring  him  to  inquire  whe- 
ther they  wished  to  see  me.  The  gen- 
eral sent  back  word  that  he  parti- 
cularly desired  to  see  me,  and  I  dis- 
mounted.   He  met  me  at  the  door, 


and,  with  the  utmost  grief  visible  in  his 
countenance  and  manner,  told  me  the 
event  that  had  taken  place.  I  follow^ 
ed  him  into  the  room  he  had  just 
quitted^  and  we  sat  down  together. 
Colonel  St  Helen  expired  that  day 
about  twelve  o'clock;  only  an  hour 
after  I  had  been  with  him.  "  He  lay,'' 
said  the  general,  "  in  the  same  state 
in  which  you  left  him,  almost  to  the 
last,  in  a  dull  stupor.  I  was  sitting 
on  one  side  of  the  bed,  and  Mrs  Ogil- 
vie,  contrary  to  my  wishes — seeing 
her  excessive  agitation — entered  the 
room  I  had  a  little  before  insisted  up- 
on her  quitting,  and  resumed  the  seat 
she  had  before  occupied  on  the  bed- 
side. The  noise  she  made  seemed  to 
rouse  him  slightlv  from  his  lethargy. 
He  slowly  openea  his  eyes — the  first 
time  during  nis  illness — looked  dully 
at  her;  I  think  his  lips  seemed  to 
move,  and  on  bending  my  ear  till  it 
almost  touched  them,  I  think  I  heard 
the  word,  '  Emma ! '  His  head  sank 
back  upon  the  pillow,  he  breathed 
heavily  for  a  moment  or  two,  and  St 
Helen  was  no  more !  No  doubt,"  con- 
tinued the  general,  with  great  emotion, 
"  he  had  a  confused  notion  that  it  was 
Mrs  St  Helen  who  was  sitting  beside 
him — alas,  that  such  a  polluted  being 
should  have  troubled  his  last  thoughts ! 
Yet  there  seemed  no  anger  or  disgust 
in  his  manner — if  it  had  any  character 
at  all,  it  was  one  of  forgiveness  ! " 

He  was  buried  at ;  and  there 

was  scarcely  an  officer  of  distinction 
in  London  that  did  not  insist  upon 
following  him  to  the  grave.  The 
kind-hearted  commander-in-chief  shed 
tears,  I  understood,  when  he  heard  oi 
his  death.  He  bequeathed  his  fortune 
to  his  children  equally,  leaving  Gene- 
ral and  Mrs  Ogilvie  their  guardians, 
whom  he  also  empowered  to  allow  Mrs 
St  Helen,  should  she  ever  require  it, 
such  a  sum  as  would  place  her  out  of 
the  reach  of  destitution.  The  will  was 
dated  only  the  day  before  that  on  which 
he  fought  with  Lord  Seckington. 

I  regret  to  have  to  mention  that 
name  again,  and  shall  dismiss  it 
briefly  and  for  ever.  I  did  not  attend 
him,  but  heard  several  details  conceiin- 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


DIARY  OF  A  LATE  PHYSICIAN. 


ing  him  from  those  who  did.  It  would 
perhaps  have  been  mercy  had  Colonel 
St  Helen's  ball  passed  into  his  brain, 
and  deprived  him  of  life  on  thei  spot. 
It  had  utterly  destroyed  the  nasal 
bones — and  it  is  impossible  to  con- 
ceive a  more  repulsive  object  than  he 
must  have  presented  to  every  beholder 
during  the  remainder  of  his  days.  He 
endured  intolerable  agony  for  many 
months,  from  his  wound ;  and  when 
at  length,  through  the  carelessness  of 
one  of  his  attendants,  he  suddenly  ob- 
tained a  sight  of  his  countenance  in 
the  glass,  the  dreadful  and  irremedi- 
able disfigurement  he  had  sustained 
drove  him  almost  to  madness.  He 
gnashed  his  teeth,  and  yelled  the  most 
fearful  and  blasphemous  imprecations; 
and,  in  short,  to  such  a  pitch  of  frenzy 
was  he  driven  by  it,  that  it  was  found 
necessary  to  place  him  for  some  time 
under  constraint,  lest  he  should  lay 
violent  hands  upon  himself.  He  gra- 
dually, however,  became  calmer,  and 
appeared  likely  in  time  to  become  re- 
conciled to  his  misfortune.  Colonel 
St  Helen  was  dead — that  wtis  some 
gratification!  Lord  Seckington  had 
still  vast  solace  left  him;  he  was, 
after  all,  a  peer  of  the  realm ;  he  had 
a  fine,  a  noble  fortune,  at  his  com- 
mand ;  and  these,  with  other  consol- 
atory topics,  were  urged  upon  him  so 
frequently  and  earnestly  by  his  friends 
and  attendants,  as  at  length  to  satisfjr 
them  that  they  might  lay  aside  their 
apprehensions,  and  release  him  from 
the  painful — the  intolerable  restraint 
they  had  felt  it  necessarv  to  impose 
upon  him,  also  relaxing  the  strictness 
of  their  surveillance.  They  did  so ; 
and  a  day  or  two  afterwards,  the  event 
was  duly  announced  in  the  newspaper 

as  follows !— "  On  the  29th  ult.,  at 

Street,  in  his  32d  year,  the  Right  Hon- 
ourable Lord  Seckington.**  If  such  a 
thing  as  a  Coroner^ a  Inquest  took  place, 
the  papers  took  no  notice  of  it ;  and 
everybody  was  satisfied  that  he  died 
in  consequence  of  the  wounds  he 
had  received  in  his  duel  with  Colonel 
St  Helen. 

My  pen  moves  heavily  and  reluct- 
antly in  tracing  these  painful,  but,  I 


hope,  nevertheless,  instructive  scenes; 
my  heart,  aches  as  I  recall  them— ^ut 
my  long  labours  now  draw  to  a  close. 
General  and  Mrs  Ogilvie,  with  their 
little  precious  charges — ^for  precious 
they  were,  and  they  were  themselves 
childless — ^withdrew,  in  about  a  twelve- 
month after  Colonel  St  Helen's  death, 
to  a  remote  part  of  En^^land,  where 
thej  might  attend  exclusively  and  un- 
remittingly to  the  important  and  in- 
teresting duties  connded  in  them. 
Their  departure,  and  the  endless  ab- 
sorbing engagements  of  a  busy  pro- 
fessional life  in  the  metropolis,  caused 
the  gloomy  transactions  above  nar- 
rated gradually  to  disappear  from  my 
memory,  which,  however,  they  had 
long  and  grievously  haunted.  Three 
vears  afterwards,  there  occurs  the  fol« 
lowing  entry  in  my  Diary ! — 

"Wednesday,  8th  October  18— .» 
*     •     But  I  shall  endeavour  to 
describe  the  scene  exactly  as  it  ap- 
peared to  me. — Ma^  experience  never 
enable  me  to  describe  such  another  I 

"  Hush !  stand  here,  Dr ,**  whis- 
pered Mr  B ,  the  proprietor  of  an 

extensive  private  asylum  near  the 
metropolis,  where  I  had  called  to  visit 
a  gentleman  who  had  been  long  a 
patient  of  mine.  ''Hush,  don't  speak, 
nor  be  at  all  alarmed,"  opening  a 
small,  and,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  a 
secret  door — "these  are  mjincurMesI 
Hark !  I  think  I  know  what  they  are 
about.  Step  forward  here.  Can  you 
see  ?  **  I  did  as  he  directed.  From  my 
position  I  could  not  see  very  distinctly, 
out  the  room  was  long  and  rather  nar- 
row, and  had  a  resemblance  to  a  ward 
in  an  hospital,  with  about  half-a-dozen 
beds  on  each  side  of  the  room,  on 
which  were  sitting  as  many  boys,  ap- 
parently from  about  fifteen  to  eighteen 
years  old,  wearing  long  blue  dEressea, 
and  their  hair  cut  as  close  to  their 
heads  as  possible.  They  were  makine 
all  manner  of  discordant  noises,  and 
seemed  ea^rly  talking  together,  but 
each  remained  sitting  quietly  on  his 
own  bed ;  a  circumstance  I  mentioned 
to  Mr  B— — ,  expressing  my  surprise 
that,  so  eager  and  violent  as  their 
gestures  seemed,  they  should  not  quit 
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their  beds.  **  It  wonld  be  very  strange 
if  ikey  eatddf'*  he  whispered  with  a 
smile,  "  for  they  are  all  fastened  to  a 
staple  in  the  wall,  by  a  strong  girdle 
passing  round  their  waists.  Bless  your 
life !  if  it  was  not  for  that,  they  would 
soon  kill  one  another,  and  everybody 
that  came  near  them.  It  was  only 
last  month  that  one  of  them  contrived 

to  twist  herself" 

"Sersdfl"  I  whispered  in  amaze- 
ment;   "what   do    you    mean,    Mr 

"Why,  what  I  say,  doctor,  surely — 
are  not  you  aware  that  these  are 
women?'* 

"Gracious  God,  women  I  ^^  I  ex- 
claimed, with  a  perfect  shudder. 

"  Why,  certainly !  But,  by  the  way, 
they  don't  look  much  like  women 
either;  that  close  cut  hair  of  theirs 
is  so  like  the  head  of  a  charity  school- 
boy ! — Some  of  these  wretched  people 
have  been,  and  in  point  of  family  are, 
highly  respectable.  It  may  appear 
very  shocking  to  you  to  see  them  in 
this  conation ;  it  was  so  to  me  until 
I  grew  accustomed  to  it.  I  assure 
you  we  use  no  unnecessary  violence 
or  restraint  whatever;  but,  on  the 
contrary,  give  them  every  indulgence 
their  unfortunate  condition  will  ad- 
mit of.  What  can  we  do  with  them  ? 
There  are  several  of  them  perfect 
fiends  if  they  have  the  slightest  li- 
cense. I  was  obliged  to  have  this 
room  constructed  on  purpose,  apart 
from  the  rest  of  my  establishment, 
their  noises  were  so  dreadful ; — ^now, 
hark!" 

"  Whoo — whoo — ^whoo  " — shrieked 
a  voice  louder  than  any  of  the  rest, 
"whoU  go  to  the  moon?  wholl 
go  to  the  moon?  who'll  go  to  the 
moon?" 

"I— I've  ffot  it!"  shouted  another 
— "  Poll !  Poll !  what  have  you  done 
with  the  moon?  " 

"I  go  for  the  stars — the  stars! 
Whirr !  whirr!  whirr ! — ^Away !  away ! 
away ! "  cried  another. 

"  Ha!  ha !  ha !— Ha!  ha!  ha ! "  said 
another  voice,  bursting  intoloud  laugh- 
ter, "I've  got  a  dog  in  my  head — ^hark, 
how  it  barks — bow,  wow,  wow  ! — ^Ha 
—ha-ha!" 


**rve  got  a  cat — ^mew! — ^mew! — 
mew!  who'll  catch  the  mouse?  I 
feel  it — ^mew!" 

"Water !  water !  water !  The  world's 
on  fire !— Fire,  fire,  fire ! " 

"Hush,  you  wretches!"  exclaimed 
another  voice,  "  I'm  going  to  sing  for 
my  dinner— hush !  hark ! " 

"  Hark!  the  song— the  song ! "  cried 
all  the  other  voices  together,  while  the 
singer  began ;  and  in  a  few  moments 
her  voice  only  was  heard,  wild  and 
dismal  beyond  description,  though  not 
very  loud,  uttering  words  something 
like  the  following : — 

*•  Hark  to  the  bell,  the  merry,  merry,  merry 

bell. 
It  is  his  knell— the  merry,  merry  knell" — 

*'Tyhxgf  dongl— Ding,  dong  I — ^Ding,  dong  T 

—sung  the  other  voices  in  a  kind  of 
dolefm  chorus.   The  singer  resumed — 

"Lullaby  I  Lullaby  I  Lullalnrl 
His  head,  oh,  his  head  it  is  white — 
All  white !  white  I 
•—Dead,  dead,  dead  I 


—  Sing  ^ou  wretches ! ' 
sumed — 


They  re- 


**  Ding,  dong  I->Ding,  dong  I— Ding,  dong !" 

The  sun  at  that  moment  shone  into 
the  dreary  room,  while  I  was  intently 
gazing  on  the  miserable  scene  it  dis- 
closed. Mercy!— my  flesh  crept — I 
began  to  recognise  in  the  singer,  who 
occasionally  looked  wildly  up  into  the 
sunshine— I  could  not  be  wrong — Mrs 
St  Helen! 

"Who  is  that?"  I  inquired  faintly, 
turning  away  from  the  room,  while 
my  companion  closed  and  secured  the 
door. 

"  Mrs  Jones  is  the  performer,  if  it's 
she  whom  you  mean?" 

"  Oh  no,  no,  no  1  Her  name  is  not, 
it  never  was  Jones!"  said  T,  feeling 
very  faint,  and  moving  as  quickly 
away  as  possible  into  the  open  air. 

"  Well,  certainly,"  said  Mr  B— — , 
after  considering  a  little,  "it  is  strange 
enough;  I  have  certainly  now  and 
then  heard  her  mention  your  name, 
amon^  others.  So  you  know,  veiy 
probably,  her  real  name — Mrs  St 
Helen?"*'  ^  , 
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He  mentioned  the  name  I  dreaded 
to  hear. 

**  I  have  had  her  these  two  yearn ; 

she  was  removed  hither  from  St *s 

by  order  of  a  General  Ogilvie,  whom 
perhaps  you  know,  at  whose  expense 
she  continues  here. 

I  got  into  the  open  air,  and  began 
at  length  to  breathe  more  freely.    I 


protest  that  I  never  in^mv  life  en-^ 
countered  such  a  shock  as  that  I  had 
just  experienced.  He  told  me  many* 
sad,  shocking  things,  which  I  shall  not 
record. 

Oh  I  merciful  and  just  Gk)d,  governor 
of  the  world,  sometimes  even  in  this 
life  thy  most  tremendous  wrath  alights 
upon  the  heads  of  the  guilty ! 


CONCLUSION 

OF 
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